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TOUTHFULNESS. 

BT    A.    J.    H.    DUOANNZ. 

-A  joyful  form  is  frolicking 

In  beauty  round  me  now, 
With  cheek  of  rosy  loveliness, 

And  fair  and  open  brow. 
It  sporteth  now  around  my  feet, 

In  gambols  free  and  wild— 
A  thing  of  youth  and  gentleness, 

A  lightsome,  winsome  child. 

He  spieth  now  a  butterfly, 

And  boundeth  o'er  the  green ; 
The  daisies  and  the  buttercups 

He  heedeth  not,  I  ween. 
Hfs  little  hands  he  clappeth, 

By  to*  winged  sprite  beguiled, 
And  laugheth  in  his  gladsomeuess, 

The  hippy,  thoughtless  child. 

Now  back  he  sadly  turnetb, 

For  the  butterfly  is  gone, 
With  wings  so  light  and  beautiful, 

That  in  the  sunlight  shone. 
He  creepeth  to  his  mother's  side, 

His  mother  fair  and  mild, 
And  telleth  with  a  troubled  lip, 

The  sorrow  of  her  child. 

The  mother's  hands  are  parting,  now,     ^ 

His  bright  and  wavy  hair, 
His  sunny  brow  she  presseth 

And  a  love-kiss  lingers  there. 
My  heart  grew  youthful  as  I  saw 

How  sweet  that  infant  smiled— 
Oh,  I  would  barter  wealth  and  fame 

To  be  a  trusting  child. 

LOVE  WELLS  FIGHT. 

BY    BEBA.    8MITII. 
WITH  AH  BNORAVIKO. 

"Old  man  shall  shake  their  heads  and  say, 

Sad  was  the  day  and  terrible, 
When  Lovewell  brave  'gainst  Paugus  went, 
With  fifty  men  from  Dunstable." 

Old  New  England  Ballad. 
Lit  us  turn  for  a  moment  from  the  airy  creations  of 
'fancy  and  imagination,  which  make  up  so  large  a  por- 
tion of  our  periodical  literature,  to  the  contemplation 
■of  a  sober  historical  incident.    I  do  not  believe  that 
our  fair  readers  will  grudgingly  descend  from  the  re- 
gions of  romance  and  poetry  to  review  with  me  a  stern 
passage  in  real  life.    The  earlier  history  of  our  country 
abounds  in  incidents  of  romantic  and  thrilling  interest, 
which  are  scarcely  surpassed  in  the  brilliant  regions  of 
fiction,  and  which,  though  floating  in  loose  and  ill-di- 
gested masses  in  pamphlets,  public  addresses  and  old 
records,  will  one  day  become  embodied  in  a  history  of 
uncommon  value  and  unrivaled  interest.    The  long 
mad  bloody  catalogue  of  Indian  hostilities  which  have 
maffced  every  section  of  oar  territory,  from  the  time 
•the  English  settlements  were  commenced  at  James- 
town and  Plymouth  down  to  the  present  day,  presents 
.ajoenes  of  heroic  daring,  toilsome  endurance,  poignant 
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suffering,  and  sanguinary  conflict,  which  may  chal- 
lenge the  world  for  parallels. 

LoveweU's  Fight,  of  which  we  propose  to  give  a 
brief  account  at  this  time,  occurred  one  hundred  and 
nineteen  years  ago;  May  8,  old  style,   1725.     The 
scene  of  the  aetion  was  in  the  present  town  of  Frye- 
burg,  in  the  State  of  Maine,  about  fifty  miles  inland 
from  Portland,  and  thirty  or  forty  from  the  White 
Mountains  of  New  Hampshire.     That  part  of  the 
country  at  that  time  was  one  deep  and  wide  wilder- 
ness.   There  were  a  few  scattered  settlements  along 
the  coast  of  Maine,  south  of  the  Kennebec ;  but  at 
the  time  of  LoveweU's  fight,  it  is  said  there  was  no 
white  inhabitant  residing  within  fifty  miles  of  his  bat- 
tle ground.     For  many  years  the  white  inhabitants 
had  suffered  exceedingly  from  the  incursions  of  the 
savages.    The  Penobscots,  the  Norridgewocks,  the 
Androscbggins,  and  the  Pequawketa  had  continued 
the  most  cruel  and  bloody  excesses  year  after  year 
upon  the  defenceless  inhabitants  of  Maine  and  the 
frontier  settlements  of  New  Hampshire.    Incited  by 
the  French  settlers  of  Canada  as  well  as  their  own 
warlike  and  blood-thirsty  natures,  they  had  broken 
up  settlement  after  settlement,  murdering  most  of  the 
inhabitants  and  carrying  off  the  rest  into  tedious  and 
almost  hopeless  captivity.    These  outrages  roused  the 
government  of  Massachusetts,  who  at  this  time  had 
jurisdiction  over  the  territory  both  of  New  Hampshire 
and  Maine,  to  more  vigorous  measures  for  ihe  protec- 
tion of  the  inhabitants.    Men  and  money  were  liberal- 
\y  furnished  for  this  purpose,  and  to  give  a  stronger 
impulse*  to  the  eitertlon  of  the  volunteer  companies,  a 
hundred  pounds  sterling  was  offered  for  every  Indian 
scalp  that  should  be  brought  In.    A  volunteer  compa- 
ny of  brave,  daring  and  determined  spirits,  was  orga- 
nized in  the  town  of  Da nB table,  New  Hampshire,  un- 
der the  command  of  Captain  John  Lovewell,  in  the 
spring  of  1725.    In  their  first  excursion  they  iouad  a 
wigwam  containing  one  Indian  and  a  boy.    They  kill- 
ed and  scalped  the  Indian,  and  carried  the  boy  captive 
to  Boston,  where  they  received  not  only  the  reward 
offered  by  law,  but  a  handsome  present  besides.    On 
their  second  excursion  they  discovered  a  party  of  ten 
Indians  asleep  round  a  fire  in  the  night.    They  killed 
every  one,  and  with  the  ten  scalps  stretoaed  on  hoops' 
and  elevated  on  poles,  they  entered  Dover,  N.  H.,  in 
triumph  on  the  24th  of  February.    They  then  proceed- 
ed to  Boston  and  received  a  thousand  pounds  out  of 
the  public  treasury.    Stimulated  by  success,  Lovewell 
now  conceived  the  bold  design  6f  marching  a  hundred 
miles  in  the  wilderness  and  attacking  the  Pequawket 
tribe  at  their  principal  village  on  the  Saco,  where  now 
stands  the  pleasant  village  of  Fryeburg.    His  compa* 
ny  seconded  him  with  zeal,  and  all  things  were  soon 
in  readiness  for  the  important  and  daring  campaign. 
In  this  enterprize  of  so  much  hazard  and  solemnity 
they  were  accompanied  both  by  a  surgeon  and  chap- 
lain.   The  chaplain's  name  was  Jonathan  Frye,  a 
young  gentleman  of  liberal  education,  who  had  been 
graduated  at  Harvard  College  two  years  before,  and 
was  much  beloved  for  his  amiable  qualities,  and  for  bis 
pious  devotions  for  the  company  during  the  battle,  and 
while  dying  of  his  wounds.    The  other  officers  under 
Csftain  Lovewell  were  Lieutenant  FarwaU,  Lieuten- 
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ant  Wyman,  and  Entign  Robbins.  But  few  of  the 
names  of  this  brave  band  have  been  preserved  to  us. 
The  primitive  muse  however,  from  which  we  have  al- 
ready quoted  at  the  head  of  this  article,  has  handed  down 
one  other  name  to  us  in  a  marked  and  particular  man- 
ner, mainly,  it  would  seem,  on  account  of  his  domes- 
tic relations.    The  strain  is  as  follows — 

"With  Lovewell  brave,  John  Harwood  came; 

From  wife  and  babes  'twas  hard  to  part; 
Young  Harwood  took  her  by  the  hand, 

And  bound  the  weeper  to  his  heart. 

"Repress  the  tear,  my  Mary  dear, 

Said  Harwood  to  his  loving  wife ; 
It  tries  me  hard  to  leave  thee  here, 

And  seek  in  distant  woods  the  strife. 

"Thus  left  young  Harwood  babe  and  wife, 
With  accents  mild  she  bade  adieu ; 

It  grieved  those  lovers  much  to  part, 
So  fond  and  fair,  so  kind  and  true." 

The  whole  company  numbered  forty-six,  including 
surgeon  and  chaplain,  and  all  things  being  in  readiness, 
they  marched  from  Dunstable  on  the  16th  of  April  into 
the  deep  wilderness.  After  they  had  made  some  pro- 
gress in  their  march,  two  of  the  company  became 
lame  and  returned;  and  when  they  reached  within 
about  twenty-five  or  thirty  miles  of  Pequawket,  ano- 
ther fell  sick  and  was  unable  to  proceed.  Here  they 
stopped  and'went  to  work  and  built  a  small  stockade 
fort,  both  for  the  accommodation  of  their  sick  compa- 
nion, whom  they  must  now  leave  behind,  and  for  a 
place  of  retreat,  of  which  they  might  avail  themselves 
should  circumstances  require  it.  Here  they  deposited 
a  good  portion  of  their  provisions,  and  in  a  most  no- 
ble, heroic  and  benevolent  spirit  they  left  their  surgeon 
to  accompany  the  sick  man,  although  going  right  into 
battle  themselves.  They  also  left  eight  of  their  sol- 
diers for  a  guard.  Thus  reduced  to  thirty-four  in  num- 
ber, this  forlorn  hope  again  set  forward  in  search  of 
their  ferocious  and  blood-thirsty  foe.  When  they  ap- 
proached near  the  Saco  river  they  came  to  a  pond  and 
encamped  for  the  night.  Early  next  morning,  which 
was  the  eighth  of  May,  (or  nineteenth,  N.  S.)  and 
the  day  which  was  to  decide  the  fate  of  their  daring 
enterprize,  while  they  were  at  their  morning  devotions, 
they  heard  the  report  of  a  gun,  and  on  looking  round 
beheld  an  Indian  about  a  mile  distant  on  a  point  of 
land  running  into  the  pond.  Suspecting  that  they  had 
been  discovered,  and  that  the  Indian  had  been  placed 
there  to  decoy  them,  they  concluded  the  hour  of  con- 
flict was  at  hand,  and  prepared  for  action.  They  di- 
vested themselves  of  their  packs,  which  they  piled  to- 
gether and  left  without  a  guard,  and  supposing  a 
body  of  the  enemy  to  be  in  the  woods  between  them 
and  the  point  of  land  where  the  straggling  Indian  stood, 
they  marched  forward  with  loaded  muskets  toward 
the  point.  The  conjecture,  however,  was  erroneous, 
and  was  the  means  of  leading  them  into  a  position  of 
extreme  peril,  attended  with  the  most  severe  and  me- 
lancholy consequences.  While  on  their  march  through 
the  woods  they  encountered  a  single  Indian,  who  prov- 
ed to  be  same  one  they  had  seen  upon  the  point.  Some 
of  the  party  fired  upon  him  without  effect.  The  In- 
dian returned  their  fire,  and  wounded  Captain  Love- 
well  and  one  of  his  men  with  small  shot,  his  charge 
having  been  prepared  for  shooting  ducks  on  the  pond. 
A  second  fire  brought  the  Indian  lifeless  to  the  ground. 


History  and  song  both  agree  in  giving  the  honor  of 
this  first  victory  to  Lieutenant  Wyman.  Our  ancient 
and  unknown  bard  gives  the  record  thus — 

"  Seth  Wyman  who  in  Woburn  lived, 

(A  marksman  he,  of  courage  true,) 
Shot  the  first  Indian  whom  they  saw, 

Sheer  through  his  heart  the  bullet  flew. 

"  The  savage  had  been  seeking  game, 

Two  guns  and  eke  a  knife  he  bore, 
And  two  black  ducks  were  in  his  hand, 

He  shriek' d  and  fell  to  rise  no  more." 

Having  taken  the  scalp  of  the  Indian,  and  finding  no- 
more  of  the  enemy  in  that  direction,  they  turned  back 
to  the  spot  where  they  had  left  their  packs.  In  the 
meantime  a  party  of  Pequawket  hunters  and  warriors, 
headed  by  their  chief,  Pairgus,  returning  from  a  scout- 
ing tour  down  the  Saco,  had  fallen  upon  the  trail  of 
Lovewell's  march,  which  they  followed  till  they  came 
to  the  packs.  These  they  counted,  and  inferring  from 
the  number  that  the  force  of  the  enemy  was  much  in- 
ferior to  their  own,  they  plaoad  themselves  in  ambush* 
and  waited  to  attack  them  on  their  return.  When 
Lovewell's  party  came  up  to  the  spot  where  they  had* 
left  their  packs,  they  found  they  had  been  removed. 
In  the  moment  of  consternation,  when  they  were  cast- 
ing round  to  see  if  they  had  missed  the  spot,  or  if  their 
packs  were  any  where  in  sight,  the  savages  rose  and 
rushed  toward  them,  rending  the  air  with  their  shrill, 
and  horrid  war-whoop.  Again  the  old  ballad  helps  us. 
on  with  our  description. 

11  Anon  there  eighty  Indians  rose, 
Who  hid  themselves  in  ambush  dread ; 

Their  knives  they  shook,  their  guns  they  aimed,. 
The  famous  Paugus  at  their  head. 

"  Good  heavens !  they  dance  the  Powow  dance  j 

What  horrid  yells  the  forest  fill ! 
The  grim  bear  crouches  in  his  den, 

The  eagle  seeks  the  distant  hill." 

A  severe  and  hot  battle  now  commenced.  This  wasp 
about  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning.  A  well  directed  fire- 
was  opened  on  both  sides  with  great  spirit  and  deadly 
effect.  Captain  Lovewell  and  eight  of  his  men  soon 
fell  dead  on  the  battle-field,  and  Lieutenant  Farwelft 
and  two  others  were  wounded. 

"  John  Lovewell,  captain  of  the  band, 
His  sword  he  waved,  that  glittered  bright, 

For  the  last  time  he  cheered  his  men, 
And  led  them  onward  to  the  fight. 

"  Fight  on,  fight  on,  brave  Lovewell  said, 
Fight  on  while  heaven  shall  give  you  breath  r 

An  Indian  ball  then  pierced  him  through, 
And  Lovewell  closed  his  eyes  in  death." 

The  Indians  also  suffered  severely  from  the  galling* 
fire  of  Lovewell's  gallant  band,  and  many  of  them  felt* 
to  rise  no  more.  But  being  much  superior  in  numbers,, 
they  now  endeavored  to  surround  the  remnant  that 
remained  of  their  foe,  which  the  little  band  perceiving- 
they  retreated  to  a  more  favorable  position  by  the  sftde^ 
of  the  pond.  Here  they  had  the  pond  on  their  rear, 
on  their  right  was  a  deep  brook,  on  their  left  a  rocky 
pokit,  while  their  front  was  partly  covered  by  a  deep 
bog  and  partly  exposed  to  the  approach  of  the  enemy* 
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Here  the  forlorn  hope  took  their  ground  and  renewed 
the  battle.    The  enemy  pressed  hotly  upon  them  and 
galled  them  In  front  and  flank,  and  had  the  Indians 
understood  well  how  to  use  the  advantages  they  pos- 
sessed, not  one  white  man  would  have  escaped  to  tell 
the  melancholy  story  of  their  misfortunes.    Captain 
Lovewell  being  dead  and  Lieutenant  Farwell  wounded, 
the  command  devolved  on  Lieutenant  Wyman,  under 
whose  direction  the  retreat  had  been  effected,  and 
.  whose  judicious  management  helped  to  keep  his  little 
band  in  resolute  countenance  through  the  remainder 
of  the  day.    The  fire  was  kept  up  on  both  sides  with- 
out much  cessation  till  near  night.      The  Indians 
several  times  invited  them  to  surrender,  but  they  pre- 
ferred death  to  captivity  and  resolved  to  fight  to  the 
last.    One  of  Lovewell's  men  by  the  name  of  Cham- 
berlain was  personally  acquainted  with  Paugus  and 
some  of  his  tribe,  having  in  times  of  peace  been  with 
lhem  on  hunting  excursions.    Chamberlain  and  Pau- 
gus hailed  each  other  several  times  during  the  battle 
and  threatened  each  other  with  death.    At  last  Cham- 
berlain, who  carried  a  long  heavy  fowling  piece,  was  as 
good  as  his  word  and  brought  Paugus  to  the  ground. 
Our  favsrite  bard  has  not  forgotten  to  record  this  pas- 
sage of  the  action. 


"  !Twas  Paugus  led  the  Pequa't  tribe ; 

As  runs  the  fox,  would  Paugus  run ; 
As  howls  the  wild  wolf  would  he  howl, 

A  large  bear-skin  had  Paugus  on. 
"But  Chamberlain  of  Dunstable, 

One  whom  a  savage  ne'er  shall  slay, 
Met  Paugus  by  the  water  side, 

And  shot  him  dead  upon  that  day." 

The  fate  of  the  young  and  accomplished  chaplain 
seems  to  have  excited  peculiar  sympathy.  He  fought 
by  the  side  of  his  companions  with  great  determination 
and  courage  till  about  the  middle  of  the  afternoon 
when  he  received  a  mortal  wound  that  disabled  him 
from  further  action.  Still  he  exerted  himself  to  cheer 
and  encourage  the  little  band,  and  several  limes  prayed 
aloud  with  much  fervor  for  their  preservation  and  suc- 
cess. He  had  a  tender  conversation  with  Lieutenant 
Farwell  j  told  him  he  was  mortally  wounded,  and 
desired  him,  should  he  escape,  to  convey  his  dying 
blessing  to  his  parents  and  comfort  them  in  their  af- 
fliction. The  closing  scene  of  this  interview  is  touch- 
ingly  described  in  the  fine  old  ballad  from  which  we 
have  already  so  largely  drawn. 

"  Lieutenant  Farwell  took  his  hand, 
His  arm  around  his  neck  he  threw, 

And  said,  brave  chaplain  I  could  wish 
That  heaven  had  made  me  die  for  you. 

"The  chaplain  on  kind  Farwell's  breast 

All  languishing  and  bloody  fell, 
Nor  afterwards  said  more,  but  this, 
I  love  thee,  soldier,  fare  thee  well." 
Harwood  was  not  permitted  to  return  to  "wife  and 
babes,"  whose  sad  and  tender  parting  has  already  been 
described. 

"John  Harwood  died,  all  bathed  in  blood, 
When  he  had  fought  'till  set  of  day ; 

And  many  more,  we  may  not  name, 
Fell  in  that  blosdy  battle  fray." 

By  the  skillful  and  unceasing  firing  of  Lovewell's 
men,  the  Indian  forces  were  gradually  thinned  off  dur- 


ing the  day ;  their  war-cries  became  fainter  and  fainter, 
and  just  before  night  they  yielded  the  field,  carrying 
off  their  killed  and  wounded,  and  as  evidence  of  their 
weakness  and  bfokenness  of  spirit  they  left  the  dead 
bodies  of  Lovewell  and  his  men  unscalped.  It  was 
afterward  ascertained  that  forty-five  of  the  Indians 
were  killed  during  the  engagement,  and  many  more 
wounded.  The  little  heroic  band  came  off  with  victory 
at  last ;  but  what  a  victory ! 

"Ah,  many  a  wife  shall  rend  her  hair, 
And  many  a  child  cry  c  woe  is  me,' 

When  messengers  the  news  shall  bear 
Of  LovewelPs  dear  bought  victory." 

The  remnant  of  the  company  at  the  close  of  the  day, 
collected  themselves  together,  and  found  there  were  nine 
only  who  had  escaped  unhurt.  Eleven  of  the  wounded 
were  able  to  march,  but  the  chaplain,  and  Lieutenant 
Farwell,  Ensign  Robbins  and  one  other  had  not 
strength  to  leave  the  battle-ground.  There  was  no  al- 
ternative, and  painful  as  it  was,  these  must  be  left  to 
die  alone  in  the  woods.  They  thought  it  probable  the 
Indians  would  return  again  in  force  the  next  day,  and 
Ensign  Robbins  desired  them  to  lay  his  gun  by  him 
charged,  that  in  case  he  should  live  till  they  returned 
he  might  be  able  to  kill  one  more.  After  the  rising  of 
the  moon  the  little  band,  with  the  consent  of  their 
dying  companions,  left  the  battle  field,  and  made  the 
best  of  their  way  toward  the  fort  where  the  surgeon 
and  guard  had  been  left,  hoping  to  recruit  and  return 
with  fresh  hands  to  look  after  the  dead  and  dying. 
But  when  they  reached  the  fort,  to  their  great  surprize, 
they  found  it  deserted.  It  turned  out  that  one  of  the 
company  in  the  £rst  onset  of  the  battle,  seeing  Love- 
well and  eight  of  the  men  fall,  supposed  that  all  was 
over,  and  fled  to  the  fort  with  the  news  that  the  com- 
pany was  cut  down,  and  "he  alone  had  escaped"  to 
bring  the  sad  tidings.  Upon  which  the  inmates  of  the 
fort  speedily  set  out  upon  their  homeward  march.  The 
returning  company  found  some  provisions  at  the  fort, 
which  saved  them  from  famine,  and  after  thus  being 
recruited  they  pursued  their  slow  and  painful  march  in 
separate  detachments  according  as  they  were  able  to 
move,  and  with  the  exception  of  some  of  the  wounded 
who  died  on  the  way,  reached  at  last  the  frontier  settle- 
ments and  their  homes. 

This  bold  and  severe  battle  had  such  an  effect  upon 
the  Indian  tribes,  that  they  did  not  renew  their  hostili- 
ties in  that  quarter  for  many  years  afterward.  The 
centennial  return  of  this  hard-fought  day  was  celebra- 
ted, May  19,  1825,  on  the  battle  ground,  by  the  inhabi- 
tants of  Fryeburg  and  the  adjacent  country,  and  an 
elegant  address  was  delivered  on  the  occasion  by 
Charles  S.  Davles,  Esq.,  of  Pordand. 

It  is  one  of  those  events  in  the  earlier  history  of  our 
country  fraught  with  too  much  interest  to  be  forgotten. 
The  name  of  the  lamented  Frye  lives  in  the  name  of 
the  town  which  the  wbfte  men  have  built  up  on  the 
fair  domain  of  Paugus  and  the  unfortunate  Lovewell 
has  bequeathed  his  cognomen  to  the  little  lake  whose 
waters  were  stained  with  his  blood.  We  take  leave 
of  the  subject  in  the  full  belief  that  the  following  pro- 
phetic language  of  our  bard  will  be  true  prophecy  for 
many  a  century  to  come.  • 

"  With  footsteps  slow  shall  travelers  go 
Where  Lovewell's  Pond  shines  clear  and  bright, 

And  mark  the  place  where  those  are  laid, 
Who  fell  in  Lovewell's  bloody  fight." 


THE  DESTINF  OP  WOMAN. 


SONG. 

BY    ELIZABETH   OAKE8    SMITH, 

Whisper  love  at  star-light  hour, 
When  the  hush  is  deep  around, 

And  the  dew  upon  t  e  flower 
CaHeth  incense  from  the  ground. 

Whisper  love,  when  recent  tears 
Dim  the  lustre  of  mine  eye — 

When  the  smile,  delaying,  fears 
Sorrow  yet  be  lurking  nigh. 

Whisper  love,  at  holiest  eve, 

When  the  lips  are  fresh  from  prayer- 
Never  woman  might  deceive 

Him  who  knelt  beside  her  there. 

Truth  is  hid  in  every  star- 
Grief  hath  no  deluding  tone— 

And  the  holiness  of  prayer 
Blends  two  spirits  into  one. 


THE  DESTINY  OF  WOLIAK.  * 

BY    C.    T.    nOFFMAN. 

"  For  thou  art  Woman  :  in  that  word 
*  Life's  dearest  hopes  and  memories  come ; 

Youth,  beauty,  truth  in  her  adored, 
And  earth's  first  paradise  restored 
In  the  green  bower  of  Home  /"— Rallkck. 

These' e  as  much  of  the  sage  as  of  the  poet  in  those 
lines  of  yours,  Mr.  Halleck ;  and  though  we  do  not 
write  in  stays  and  stomachers  ourselves,  we  may  be 
permitted  to  thank  you  for  them  in  the  name  of  the 
whole  sex.  You  are  dear  to  them  as  one  of  those  who 
have  sprung  to  throw  the  aegis  of  geftus  around  those 
gentle  virtues  which,  in  this  age  of  faction  and  radical- 
ism, are  in  danger  of  being  worn  away  or  uprooted  by 
the  fierce  "  onward  movement"  of  society.  You  must 
forgive  us,  however,  if,  catching  something  from  the 
utilitarian  spirit  around  us,  we  view  your  words  in  a 
light  other  than  the  sentimental  one  in  which  they 
were  uttered.  But,  to  say  nothing  of  "  memories,"  we 
do  indeed  believe  that  in  "  that  word— woman"  "  life's 
dearest  hopes— the  world? s  dearest  hopes  are  centred. 

The  danger  that  most  threatens  society  in  the  present 
"  march  of  intellect,"  and  American  society  especially, 
where  that  march  is  most  perceptible,  is  the  neglect  of 
the  soul  while  cultivating  the  understanding,  the  entire 
subjugation  of  the  heart  to  the  head.  We  are  con- 
vinced from  statistical  data,  to  which,  as  they  are 
within  the  reach  of  every  one,  we  need  not  more  par- 
ticularly refer,  thivt,  so  far  as  mere  mental  acquisition 
is  concerned,  our  rising  generation  is  perhaps  the  most 
intelligent  that  the  world  has  yet  seen.  Yet  we  are 
hardly  the  less  convinced  that  we  are  engaged  in  edu- 
cating a  nation  of  intellectual  sharpers.  The  quo  ani- 
mo  of  everything,  as  referred  to  utility  solely;  the 
eager  pursuit  of  wealth,  not  as  a  means,  but  an  end ; 
the  mean  homage  accorded  tol(8  possession,  and  the 
respect  that  is  paid  to  talent  viewed  only  in  the  light 
of  capital,  and  valued  according  to  the  interest  it  pro- 
duces, all  indicate  that  a  hard,  coarse,  brassy  film  is 
growing  over  society,  beneath  which  every  gentle  and 
generous  emotion  withers  and  dies.  Schemes  of  be- 
nevolence indeed  are  rife  throughout  the  land*  and  the 

*  The  Education  of  Mothers,  by  L.  Aime  Marttu.  The 
Study  of  the  Life  of  Woman,  by  Madame  Neckar.  Philadelphia 
Lea  fc  Bianehard.  "^ 


fires  of  fanatic  zeal  are  reflected  from  the  glaciers  of 
wide-spread  selfishness.  But  the  tempered  warmth  of 
true  philanthropy,  the  charity  and  considerateness 
which  are  its  essential  attributes,  the  ties  that  should 
bind  the  young,  and  the  respect  that  should  accompa- 
ny old  age — these  are  becoming  expunged  from  our 
systems  of  thought  and  teaching,  and  scorned  as  the 
old  womanish  prejudices  of  a  by-gone  age— the  fan- 
tastic drapery  of  a  blind  condition  of  society,  with 
which  we  with  our  new  lights  have  nothing  to  do. 
And  thus  those  lights,  themselves  healthful  and  inspi- 
riting, as  they  often  are  in  their  origin,  shine  upon  ua 
with  distorted  ray,  and  the  bigotry  of  the  zealot  too 
often  gives  baleful  influence  to  the  happiest  sugges- 
tions of  the  too  trustful  enthusiast  by  refusing  to  con- 
eider  man  as  he  i»%  in  some  absorbing  scheme  of  ma- 
king him  as  he  might  be.  The  world,  in  fine,  would 
seem  to  be  going  round  faster  than  formerly,  and  to 
gather  each  moment  a  centrifugal  force  which  sends 
us  farther  from  each  feeling  and  association  that  once 
clustered  around  the  magic  circle  of  "home."  Wo- 
man, we  believe,  is  destined  to  be  the  centripetal  pow- 
er to  counteract  this  one-sided  influence.  Her  posi- 
tion in  modern  society,  is,  after  all,  the  only  mndenla- 
ble  superiority  which  it  possesses  over  that  of  the  clas- 
sic ages ;  and  notwithstanding  all  the  boasted  improve- 
ments of  modern  days,  the  advocate  for  the  ancients 
might  plausibly  argue  that  mankind  moved  only  in  a 
cycle,  if  our  scheme  of  civilization  did  not,  for  the  first 
time,  pretend  at  least,  to  embrace  the  better  half  of  the 
human  race.  We  say  "pretend,"  for  whatever  may 
be  our  private  views  as  to  the  expediency  of  placing 
women  upon  the  same  equality  with  men,  which  we 
are  told  by  Gov.  Colden  formed  so  singular  a  fea- 
ture in  the  policy  of  that  singular  people,  "  the  Six 
Nations,"  there  can  be  no  question  as  to  the  actual 
fact  of  their  dependance— a  dependance  as  thoroughly 
defined  by  both  the  law  and  opinion,  as  is  the  south- 
ern serfdom  which  so  often  calls  out  female  declama- 
tion in  public  places.  Whether  that  dependance,  thus 
stringently  enforced,  be  just  or  not,  future  generations 
only  can  decide.  For  that  dumb  half  of  the  human 
race  have  only  spoken  for  themselves  within  the  last 
century,  and  they  are  still  so  surprized,  pleased  and 
confounded  by  the  sound  of  their  own  voices,  that  they 

have  not  yet  learned  to  speak  to  the  full  purpose 

if  they  ever  will.  That  they  are  naturally  dependant, 
nature  and  the  Bible  teaches.  And  so  nature  and  the 
Bible  teach  that  some  men  arc  naturally  noble;  but 
neither  of  these  guides  us  to  set  apart  a  class  of  men, 
and  constitute  them  into  an  artificial  aristocracy.  Wo- 
men, as  a  whole,  are  naturally  dependant  only  in  a 
state  of  barbarism,  through  their  physical  weakness ; 
in  a  state  of  civilization,  only  through  their  affections, 
which  in  the  true  woman  are  childlike  to  the  the  last. 
She  never  comes  qf  age  in  the  matter  of  loving,  and 
consequently,  according  to  the  chancellor,  to  cus- 
tom and  to  common  sense,  never  ought  to  have  the 
exclusive  control  of  her  own  fortune  or  earnings — ne- 
ver! For  does  not  affection  incapacitate  the  under* 
standing  1 

"  You  are  ironical,"  quoth  the  reader. 

And  how  better  than  with  irony  can  you  meet  incon- 
sistency and  absurdity?  For  me,  my  tastes  and  fond 
associations  lean  so  to  conservatism,  that  I  hate  to  ap- 
proach any  of  these  disputed  questions,  in  which  the 
sterner  convictions  of  my  judgment  teach  me  that  the 
practice  of  society  is  founded  upon  shallow  sentiment, 
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if  not  radically  wrong.  Why  trust  women  with  our 
honor,  if  they  cannot  be  trusted  with  their  own  mo- 
ney 1 

"  Surely !  But  next  you  would  be  for  admitting  the 
sex  to  the  fall  privileges  of  the  elective  franchise." 

Well,  perhaps  I  would ;  the  exercise  of  the  preroga- 
tive would  indeed  offend  those  tastes  I  have  spoken  of; 
but  its  existence  is  consonant  to  my  infelt  sentiments  of 
justice.  The  Iroquois  women,  if  we  believe  tradition, 
had  more  refinement  than  any  of  the  sex  among  the 
aborigines  of  the  continent;  yet  among  that  wisest 
nee  of  barbarians,  their  votes  were  taken  at  the  coun- 
cil fire,  and  you  may  still  read  their  names  affixed  to 
the  most  Important  treaties  among  the  documents  in 
the  State  Department. 

"  But  an  ambitious  female  politician  figuring  at  the 
hustings!— wouldn't  it  prove — " 

It  would  prove  only  that  she  had  no  feminine  needs 
of  tenderness  to  give  her  a  personal  interest  in  the  eyes 
of  our  sex.  If  she  chose  to  seek  her  happiness  in  an 
election  broil,  why  let  her  seek  it  there— why  shouldn't 
she?  so  long  as  she  doesn't  throw  brick-bats,  break 
heads  with  a  shelaleigh,  or  tamper  with  the  ballot  box. 
Your  electioneering  woman  is  an  exception  to  the  ge- 
nerality of  her  sex.  She  was  not  formed  to  love  or  be 
loved.  But  is  that  a  reason  why  other  paths  of  happi- 
ness should  not  be  opened  to  her  1  Turn  the  thing  the 
other  way.  It  would  be  awful  for  every  man  to  be 
compelled,  simply  because  he  wore  pantaloons,  to  be 
squeezed  and  crushed,  nolens  volens,  in  a  mass  meet- 
ing. 

"  You  are  in  favor,  then,  of  Female  Moral  Reform 
Societies,  and  all  such  petticoated  demi-political  as- 
sociations for  re-modeling  society  V1 

Far  from  it— far  from  it.  I  suspect  that  woman  in 
stantly  who  steps  out  of  the  neglected  vineyard  of 
well-doing  among  her  own  sex,  to  meddle  with  the 
prurient  evils  of  ours.  Raise  but  the  character  of  wo- 
man, not  by  compressing  her  with  external  laws  into 
some  given  mould  of  excellence — not  by  hedging  her 
in  with  peculiar  legislation  for  her  especial  protection 
or  especial  depression ;  raise  the  character  of  woman 
by  the  internal  culture  of  her  moral  strength,  and  the 
infelt  sense  of  moral  freedom,  and  she— she  who  always 
gives  its  first  impulse  to  the  mind  of  the  present  genera- 
tion,  acting  upon  the  mind  of  the  nextt  will  ultimately 
render  man  all  that  he  is  capable  of  being  here  upon 
this  earth,  if  not  all  that  the  best  friends  of  the  race 
would  wish  him  to  be. 

"  My  dear  sir,  do  you  believe  in  Fourierism  ?  The 
so-called  'rights  of  women,'  if  I  mistake  not,  are  parti- 
cularly cared  for  in  that  scheme." 

The  experiment  has  my  sincerest  wishes  for  its  suc- 
cess. Its  feature  of  fanaticism  is  only  the  attempt  to 
preach  up  "  association"  as  a  system  for  perfectionating 
flwn-for  refashioning  the  whole  of  society,  /regard 
it  as  an  admirable  scheme  for  the  safe  formation  of 
independent  communities,  which  may  by  ministering  to 
the  comfort  of  many  whom  society  unavoidably  op- 
presses, diminish  that  portion  of  evil  which  is  more 
or  less  attendant  upon  every  good — I  accept  the  plan 
as  an  alleviation  of  existing  evils — I  reject  it  as  a  sub- 
stitute for  present  good.  It  is  only  fools  and  madmen 
who  exchange  the  lights  of  experience  for  those  of 
imagination,  and  launch  with  ail  their  valuables  upon 
an  unknown  sea  of  discovery, 

M  Yon  forget  Columbus,  my  good  friend." 

Not  at  all.    He  took  hat  a  handful  of  comrades  with 


him  to  search  out  his  new  world  of  refuge.  Had  he 
floated  off  all  Spain  to  seek  the  fancied  shore,  which 
he  afterward  really  found,  not  even  his  glorious  suc- 
cess could  have  excused  the  rashness  of  the  attempt. 
But  I  confess  myself  ignorant  of  any  special  plan 
which  "association"  holds  out  for  ameliorating  the 
condition  of  woman ;  and  however  promising  that  plan 
may  be,  I  would  not  have  the  clear  and  crying  claim 
she  has  upon  society  for  such  amelioration,  mixed  up 
with,  or  dependant  upon,  any  problematical  scheme 
of  general  reform.  The  price  that  she  is  to  be  paid  for 
a  shirt  or  a  sonnet,  depends  upon  the  full  acknowledg- 
ment in  the  first  instance,  of  her  equal  rights  and  free 
agency  in  everything  relating  to  the  acquisition,  the 
holding  and  the  transfer  of  property ;  of  property  I  say, 
for  all  our  laws,  except  those  of  suffrage,  and  for  the 
protection  of  life  are  based  upon  this  principle  only. 
Acquisitiveness  is  the  only  organ  in  the  human  brain 
for  which  we  have  any  consistent  legislation  among 
us.  It  is  the  begining  and  the  end  of  our  legal  code, 
and  he  who  would  elevate  the  condition  of  woman 
without  first  upheaving  society  from  its  present  basis, 
must  seek  only  to  bring  her  within  this  golden  pale. 
The  actor,  the  author  and  the  woman,  enjoy  now  the 
results  of  their  industry  only  upon  sufferance.  The 
first  is  still  a  vagabond  in  the  eye  of  the  law :  the 
second  is  obliged  to  take  out  a  patent  for  a  few  years, 
exclusive  use  of  his  own  works :  the  privileges  of  the 
third  are  to  be  hunted  up  among  the  exceptions,  in  the 
law  books,  where  infants,  women  and  insane  people  are 
committed  to  trustees  and  chancellors.  All  of  these 
will  be  paid  more  (and  consequently,  in  the  present 
condition,  of  society  respected  more)  when  they  are 
patronized  less.  And  as  for  woman,  if  it  be  indeed  her 
instinct  to  cling  for  protection  and  support  to  others, 
she  will  best  learn  discrimination,  as  to  the  object, 
when  she  is  not  only  taught  to  develope  and  value  the 
fruit  she  can  bring  to  the  trelHce,  but  when  she  also 
feels  that  she  leans  there  not  for  mere  physical  sus- 
tenance but  for  a  far  nobler  and  gentler  want  of  the 
soul! 

But,  sincere  and  beloved  Aime  Martin,  are  we  not 
forgetting  thee  1  Not  for  a  moment !  Thou  teachest 
that  that  influence  which  was  rejected  by  the  commu- 
nity builders  of  old,  must  hereafter  become  the  corner 
stone  of  the  edifice ;  and  according  to  a  well  approved 
American  mode  of  laying  new  foundations  under  old 
buddings,  one  may  venture  to  suggest  the  mode  of 
getting  in  the  foundation  stone  which  you  would  so 
nicely  chisel,  without  disturbing  the  tenants  in  the  up- 
per story.  But  the  famous  remark  of  Madame  Cam- 
pan  to  Napoleon,  which  suggested  your  admirable  la- 
bors, beloved  Aime,  has  more  than  once  been  echoed 
here  by  the  gifted  of  her  own  sex. 

"Of  what  unspeakable  Importance,"  says  Mrs.  Si- 
gourney,  "is  her  education  who  gives  lessons  before 
any  other  instruction— who  preoccupies  the  unwritten 
pagesof  being — who  produces  impressions  which  only 
death  can  obliterate,  and  mingles  with  the  cradle- 
dream  which  shall  be  read  in  eternity !" 

And  where  shall  that  education  begin  1  or  wherein, 
would  we  have  it  different  from  that  which  is  now  gi- 
ven to  the  sex  1  We  would  have  women  taught  more 
about  themselves.  We  would  have  their  own  charac- 
ters developed  and  trained— their  moral  and  intellectual 
faculties  brought  out  as  a  part  of  themselves,  not 
fashioned  to  some  given  standard  of  taste  and  culture, 
thereby  impinging  upon  them,  as  it  were,  a  double 
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chancier;  the  secondary  one  being  often  in  absolute 
contrast  to  that  which  nature  gave  them.  We  would 
have  tham  single-minded  and  real— ever  conscious  of 
the  relation  between  feeling  and  expression— between 
sentiment  and  action ;  their  education,  instead  of  fos- 
tering that  winning  hypocrisy,  which  springs  uncon- 
sciously from  the  desire  to  please,  should  counteract  it 
as  far  as  possible.  Their  dominant  instinct  is  for  "  the 
beautiful."  We  would  cultivate  their  capacity  for 
"  the  true." 

We  would  not  have  them  forego  one  attraction  in 
their  intercourse  with  our  sex;  but  we  would  have 
them  taught  discrimination  as  to  the  tribute  they  were 
willing  to  receive,  independent  of  the  social  position, 
or  other  external  advantages  of  him  who  offered  it 
We  would  teach  them,  above  all  things,  that  as  the 
destiny  of  a  woman  lies  in  her  affections,  and  true  sen- 
timent is  the  very  nutriment  of  her  soul,  she  whose 
levity  adds  one  to  the  number  of  male  sceptics  is  guil- 
ty of  the  cruelest  treason  toward  her  own  sex.  For 
the  wholly  reckless  ones  on  either  side  are  ever  made  so 
in  the  first  instance  by  suffering  from  duplicity.  There 
is  a  generous  credulity,  a  blind  spirit  of  self-sacrifice 
in  every  human  heart  when  first  it  truly  loves.  It  is 
so  filled  with  truth  itself,  that  there  is  no  room  for  sus- 
picion of  the  truth  of  another.  But  when  the  mind 
has  once  been  defrauded  of  its  trust,  it  too  often  learns 
to  regard  faith  in  "  the  good"  as  a  weakness,  and  gives 
way,  with  little  remorse  of  conscience,  to  every  grati- 
fication of  vanity  in  trifling  with,  what  it  deems,  the 
levity  of  others.  And  thus  the  originally  well-mean- 
ing, but  really  unprincipled,  of  both  sexes,  with  the 
most  beautiful  sentiment  on  their  lips,  but  the  shal- 
lowest frivolity  in  their  hearts,  will  often  in  mischei- 
vous  unconsciousness  put  out  the  light  of  God's  fire 
upon  the  altar  of  the  soul.  Yet  the  instinct  of  woman 
is  thought  to  be  so  unerring  in  all  that  regards  true 
sentiment,  that  Aime  Martin  "  calls  upon  her  to  fulfill 
her  mission  by  taking  charge  of  that  superior  educa- 
tion which  comprises  the  developement  of  the  soul." 
Perhaps,  to  use  the  expression  of  another,  the  moni- 
tor within  does  not  deceive  her,  but  her  education 
is  at  war  with  its  dictates ;  an  education,  which  be- 
gins by  teaching  her  that  whatever  is  legalized  is 
right,  and  ends  by  referring  everything  to  "  what  will 
the  world  say  T'  Well  does  Mrs.  Child  urge  "  that  cul- 
ture in  women,  as  in  men,  consists  in  the  full  and  free 
developement  of  individual  character,  regulated  by 
their  own  perceptions  of  what  is  true,  and  their  own 
love  of  what  is  good."  This  education  of  character, 
so  far  as  it  can  be  promoted  by  books,  will  find  no  more 
efficient  aid  than  in  the  admirable  work  of  Aime  Mar- 
tin ;  and  we  would  regret  that  this  rambling  disquisi- 
tion has  already  run  to  a  length  which  prevt  nts  us  from 
dwelling  upon  it  more  particularly,  were  we  not  con- 
vinced that  a  treatise  which  has  received  such  warm 

,  commendation  abroad,  would  be  eagerly  seized  upon 
and  examined  by  every  enlightened  person  in  this 

,  country,  who  feels  an  interest  in  its  all-important  sub- 
ject. The  principles  it  inculcates  are  those  of  truth, 
and  not  of  expediency;  they  are  of  universal  applica- 
tion, and  intended  for  all  time,  and  their  diffusion  and 
acceptance  in  society  cannot  but  have  a  most  whole- 
some and  far  reaching  influence  upon  the  destiny  of 
Woman. 

Some  valuable  original  articles,  intended  for  this 
•  number,  are  postponed  on  account  of  length. 


THE  8EA-BIRD  ON  SHORE. 

BY    O.    DONALD   MC  LE0D. 

BiKD  of  the  wild  wave !  born  on  the  deep ! 

Child  of  the  crested  seas ! 
Why  art  thou  sunk  to  a  tree-rocked  sleep  1 

And  lulled  by  an  inland  breeze? 
Nursed  where  the  moaning  tempest  grieves 

O'er  the  ocean's  blue  expanse, 
What  dost  thou  here,  where  the  merry  leaves 

Of  the  dark  green  forest  dance  1 

"Oh,  I  swept  o'er  the  deep  when  the  countless  waves 

Were  still,  on  the  sea's  broad  breast; 
When  the  storm-winds  slept  in  their  rock  built  caves, 

Like  hawks  in  a  mountain  nest 
And  a  ship  came  bounding  proudly  by, 

As  the  winds  obeyed  her  beck ; 
And  hearts  beat  warm  and  the  hopes  were  high, 

That  morn,  on  her  stately  deck. 
And  two  there  leant  apart  from  all, 

And  watch' d  the  wave-crests  curl ; 
The  one  was  a  youth,  high-browed  and  tall, 

And  the  other  a  dark-eyed  girl. 

"But  I  heard  the  step  of  the  tempest  King, 

And  I  felt  his  breathing  warm ; 
And  that  frenzy  thrilled  through  my  heart  and  wing, 

That  comes  with  the  coming  storm. 
The  mad  wind  chaunted  its  wild,  wild  song, 

And  it  filled  my  heart  with  glee: 
I  topped  the  wave,  or  I  skimmed  along 

Through  the  rifts  of  the  maddened  sea. 
But  there  came  a  cry,  and  the  stately  ship 

Was  trembling  on  the  sea ; 
Then  the  cheek  waxed  pale,  and  the  quivering  lip 

Grew  white  in  its  agony. 
Her  sails  were  rent,  the  timbers  creaked, 

And  the  seams  yawned  to  the  strain ; 
And  even  the  voice  of  the  tempest  shrieked 

Through  the  rattling  cords  amain. 
Then  up  the  sky  the  mad  scream  thrilled, 

The  groan  and  the  dying  prayer; 
Then  the  waves  rushed  o'er  her  and  all  was  stilled, 

Save  the  whirlpool  circling  there ! 

"When  I  looked  I  noted  but  two  of  all 

That  swept  in  that  eddying  whirl ; 
The  one  was  a  youth  high-browed  and  tall, 

And  the  other  a  dark-eyed  girl." 


THE  CITY' BELLE. 

BY    A.    SIMPLE    COUNTRY    LA88. 

Being  a  simple-hearted,  unassuming  country  girl, 
neither  calculated  to  excite  envy  nor  alarm  jealousy,  I 
was  invited  by  a  good  city  aunt,  to  spend  a  season 
with  cousin  Julia.  Before  I  attempt  any  description 
of  my  cousin,  it  will  be  as  well  to  tell  you  something 
about  myself.  Well  then,  my  head  is  covered  with  a 
profusion  of  chesnut  hair;  according  to  my  looking- 
glass,  my  features  are  regular  and  delicate,  my  com- 
plexion clear,  my  cheeks  pink,  and  my  eyes  blue.  I  am 
of  middling  stature,  with  round  limbs,  and  a  small  foot. 
I  use  nothing  to  beautify  my  complexion,  but  soap  and 
water,  have  no  need  of  perfumery,  corset  lines,  nip- 
pers, paddings,  false  teeth,  or  hair.  In  short,  I  invari- 
ably appear  just  as  nature  saw  fit  to  make  me,  covered 
with  garments  comfortable,  adapted  to  the  season,  and 
what  is  of  equal  consequence,  conformable  to  my  cir- 


THE  CITF  BELLE. 


cumstances.  If  convenient,  the  cut  is  fashionable ;  if 
not,  I  never  trouble  ray  brains  about  it. 

It  was  morning  when  I  arrived  in  the  country  stage 
mt  the  elegant  mansion#f  my  aunt  I  had  often  heard 
that  Julia  was  a  beauty,  a  belle,  quite  the  ton,  &c.  I 
own  I  was  somewhat  disappointed  in  her  complexion, 
but  then  her  eyes  were  large,  dark  and  expressive,  and 
her  morning  dress  very  becoming.  She  didn't  look 
.  just  as  I  expected  a  belle  to  look,  but  still  I  thought 
her  pretty,  and  there  was  an  indescribable  ease  in  her 
manners,  and  grace  in  her  motions,  that  partly  justified 
my  expectations.  I  was  soon  told  that  there  was  an 
engagement  for  the  evening,  and  most  of  the  day  was 
spent  in  assorting  colors,  arranging  dresses,  ornaments, 
&c  While  thus  employed,  I  ventured  to  ask  Julia 
what  had  become  of  Henry— whom  I  knew  to  have 
been  at  one  time  an  admirer  of  hers.  "Henry,"  said 
she  musingly,  putting  her  little  fore-finger  to  her  tem- 
ple, "Henry — dear  me,  he  was  here  nearly  two  years 
ago.  I  had  nearly  forgotten  him.  Very  strange,  real- 
ly, he  created  such  a  sensation  here.  He  was  quite  a 
hero — dignified,  enthusiastic,  poetical  and  loving.  I 
must  confess  I  should  have  liked  him  vastly  well,  only 
he  was  so  poor.  At  any  rate  he  made  a  charming 
lover.  I  remember  he  wrote  a  pretty  sonnet  to  my 
eyes.  And,  after  walking  a  few  times  by  moonlight, 
{one  always  feels  sentimental  by  moonlight,  and  looks 
so,  too,)  he  ventured  to  make  me  an  offer  of  his  hand- 
some person,  and  noble  heart  The  gift  was  tempting, 
but  beauty  wont  supply  bread  and  butter,  nor  fine  sen- 
timent keep  the  chimney  warm ;  and  who  would  covet 
such  charming  qualities,  and  the  privilege  of  starving 
into  the  bargain  1" 

11  But,  Julia,  Henry  will  be  respected  anywhere,  and 
his  talents  will  always  ensure  a  competence." 

"  A  competence !  bless  me,  cousin,  that  will  do  for 
romantic  little  girls,  who  dream  of  love  in  a  cottage. 
Competence  I  to  be  sure,  that  will  never  do  for  me." 

••  But  you  could  not  reject  Henry  ?" 

"  I  did,  though.  But  I  owned  I  dreamed  of  him  a 
few  times,  and  missed  his  arm  greatly  at  a  promenade. 
Henry  walked  majestically.  But  the  next  time  we 
met  was  at  a  ball.  Henry  bowed  coldly,  almost  scorn- 
fully. The  Utile  interest  I  felt  in  him,  and  which  be- 
gan to  be  troublesome,  was  soon  dispelled ;  which  was 
-very  fortunate;  for  an  air  of  melancholy,  if  well  sus- 
tained, is  sometimes  becoming,  but  the  reality  is  too 
moping,  too  gloomy." 

I  dropped  my  work  into  my  lap,  and  looked  up,  aa- 
<tonlshed  at  the  heartlessness  of  my  cousin.  Julia 
"threw  back  her  ringlets,  and  laughed  heartily  at  the 
expression  of  my  face. 

"Well  done,  coz.  I  should  think  you  were  your- 
self in  love  with  the  immaculate  Henry.  Why,  coz, 
you  will  afford  me  a  fund  of  sport  Nothing  can  be 
more  ludicrous  than  a  girl  from  the  country.  Her 
face  a  perfect  glass  for  her  mind ;  we  have  only  to 
look  upon  it  to  know  all  that  is  going  on  within.  Why 
<x>usin,  you  must  get  rid  of  this  sensibility ;  every  lady 
will  know  you  are  a  fresh  importation.  Never  appear 
too  much  astonished,  at  least,  not  enough  to  discom- 
pose your  features."    It  was  now  my  turn  to  laugh. 

"I  fear,  Julia,  you  will  find  me  a  dull  pupil ;  I  shall 
never  nemember  half  you  recommend. 

We  now  separated  to  arrange  our  toillet.  Mine  was 
soon  completed,  and  I  took  a  book  while  waiting  for 
Julia.  Occasionally  one  of  Julia's  admirers  would 
peep  in,  but.  seeing  my  unfashionable  occupation, 


would  content  themselves  by  scribbling  my  cousin's 
name  on  bits  of  paper  upon  the  table,  in  arranging 
dickey  and  whiskers  by  the  glass,  and  rattling  the 
keys  of  the  piano.  If  I  was  disappointed  at  Julia's 
appearance  when  I  arrived,  I  was  gratified,  almost  be- 
wildered at  her  beauty  when  she  made  her  appearance 
prepared  for  the  evening  engagement  I  could  scarce- 
ly repress  an  exclamation  indicative  of  my  delight,  but 
I  remembered  the  little  homily  she  had  been  preaching, 
and  I  kept  silent.  Julia  read  my  thoughts,  and  her 
fine  eyes  beamed  with  renewed  animation.  Nothing 
could  have  been  better  arranged  than  her  dress. 
Not  an  ornament,  shade  or  fold  could  have  looked  well 
had  it  been  placed  in  any  other  way.  Julia's  taste  was 
faultless.  I  learnt  that  U  is  contrary  to  etiquette  for  a 
lady  to  appear  surprized  or  very  much  pleased,  but 
quite  the  reverse  for  the  gentlemen.  One  of  Julia's 
admirers  who  had  been  impatiently  waiting  her  ap- 
pearance, was  very  far  from  concealing  his  admiration, 
and  his  studied  and  graceful  manner  of  expressing  it 
was  very  far  from  being  disagreeable  to  my  handsome 
cousin.  In  the  course  of  his  gallantries,  he  begged  a 
ringlet  of  her  fine  hair,  and  she  actually  severed  as 
beautiful  a  curl  as  ever  adorned  a  pretty  head,  and  gave 
him  with  an  air  of  sentiment,  that  in  Julia  quite  sur- 
prized me.  But  I  remembered  the  morning  lecture, 
and  was  convinced  she  assumed  this  as  she  would 
anything  else  she  thought  becoming.  I  soon  felt  the 
difference  between  myself  and  a  belle.  I  blushed, 
trembled,  and  almost  stammered  at  every  word  I  ut- 
tered. Julia,  on  the  contrary,  was  all  ease,  elegance, 
and  self-possession.  Gay,  but  always  within  bounds ; 
familiar,  but  perfectly  delicate  and  dignified,  uttering 
the  most  common  remark  with  an  air  of  navite  that 
made  it  perfectly  charming.  Surrounded  with  admi- 
rers, yet  not  in  the  least  discomposed  or  elated,  and 
doing  and  saying  everything  in  such  a  charming  man- 
ner that  made  her  perfectly  fascinating.  1  am  sure 
Julia  had  not  a  more  ardent  admirer  than  myself.  I 
knew  that  every  motion,  every  word  was  studied,  still 
it  was  beautiful,  it  appeared  natural.  I  set  Julia  down 
as  a  girl  of  fine  talents,  spoilt  by  flattery,  and  trained 
into  utter  heartlessness  by  fashion  and  indulgence. 

When  we  retired  for  the  night,  it  was  determined 
that  Julia  and  I  should  occupy  the  same  room.  Here 
again  I  was  taught  the  difference  between  myself  and 
a  belle.  In  the  simplicity  of  my  heart  I  had  never 
dreamed  of  the  thousand  and  one  requisites  for  the 
dressing- table  of  a  belle.  A  stand  of  water,  napkins 
and  soap,  were  the  "  ultima  thule"  of  my  desires  in 
that  respect;  what  then  was  my  astonishment  to  ob- 
serve the  array  of  lotions,  dentifrices,  powders,  washes, 
jars,  vials,  et  cetera,  upon  the  table  of  my  cousin. 
There  seemed  a  thousand  little  conveniences,  of  which 
in  the  simplicity  of  my  heart,  I  bad  never  dreamed. 
My  own  simple  garments  were  soon  removed,  my  hair 
rolled  up  and  night-dress  donned,  and  I  stood  waiting 
for  Julia,  who  had  sunk  into  a  reverie  before  her  glass. 

"Julia,  let  me  assist  you  to  roll  up  these  ringlets." 

She  burst  into  quite  an  unfashionable  laugh.  Ta- 
king out  one  tittle  black  crooked  pin  after  another,  she 
shook  the  whole  mass  upon  the  table. 

"  Why  coz !  remember  the  curl  you  gave  to  Mr.  — " 

She  laughed  still  heartier,  and  shook  her  almost  bald 
head,  and  her  fine  eyes  danced  with  merriment 

«  Mr. and  I  are  equal,  for  his  hair  is  false,  too, 

but  he  thinks  I  dont  know  it" 

Unfastening  her  dress,  I  looked  aghast  upon  the  pad* 
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dings,  waddings,  &&,  artfully  inserted  to  conceal  a 
distortion  of  the  spine,  and  to  give  roundness  and  pro- 
portion to  the  figure.  Two  shapeless  little  things  were 
fastened  below  the  belt  to  give  the  requisite  fullness  to 
the  lower  part  of  the  person.  I  witnessed  the  removal 
of  these  articles  in  blank  amazement.  Under  the  in- 
fliction of  a  damp  towel,  the  peculiarly  soft  red  and 
white  complexion  disappeared,  and  cousin  Julia  looked 
a  little  sallow.  She  saw  my  astonishment  with  mirth 
that  now,  at  least  was  real,  for  there  was  no  need 
of  acting  for  effect.  She  threw  aside  her  usual  air  of 
well-bred  gayety,  and  easy  good  humor,  and  actually 
threw  back  her  head,  and  laughed  as  heartily  as  a 
country  girl.  In  doing  so,  the  wire  that  confined  one 
or  two  false  teeth,  loosened,  and  the  teeth  came  near 
dropping  into  her  throat. 

" Cousin  Julia !"  I  exclaimed. 

"  Cousin  Bet.!"  she  responded;  and  rising  up,  she 
stood  before  the  looking-glass.  What  a  metamorpho- 
sis !    She  contemplated  herself  with  a  bitter  laugh. 

"Well,  well,"  she  at  length  uttered,  "if  the  world  is 
so  easily  gulled,  it  is  no  sin  to  gull  it." 

Oh,  let  me  be  content,  thought  I,  to  be  amiable  and 
beloved,  without  aiming  at  the  distinction  of  what  is 
called  a  belle,  to  dazzle  by  her  beauty,  and  awe  by  her 
splendor  of  wit  and  talent ;  to  be  courted,  envied,  flat- 
tered, and  finally  neglected  and  despised.  Let  me  be 
anything,  rather  than  this — anything,  rather  than  the 
cold,  heartless,  artificial  slave  of  fashion— any  thing  but 
a  belle.  betset  grejls. 


HAFED  AND  HIS  Z-ICTHFI^ 

BY    LiVTREN^E    LABB22. 

"  Fear  and  grief 
Convulse  us  and  consume  us  day  by  day, 
And  cold  hopes  swarm  like  worms  within  onr  living  clay.' 

Ou !  cold  and  dark  the  soul  must  be 
That  prizeth  not  a  mother's  love  I 
Its  awful,  deep  immensity — 

The  mystic  springs  that  doth  it  move — 
The  beating  heart— the  tireless  care — 
Each  evening's  solemn,  lonely  prayer, 
So  eloquent,  so  meekly  given, 
That  consecrates  her  child  to  Heaven ! 

It  was  a  lovely  dell  where  dwelt 

Young  Hafed  with  his  doating  mother, 
And,  roam  the  wide  earth  o'er  and  o'er, 

Man's  gaze  ne'er  greeted  such  another. 
With  music  from  a  thousand  things, 

And  pnrfume  from  a  thousand  flowers, 
And  the  joy-gushing  carrolings 

Of  many  birds,  and  fairy  bowers 
That  most  would  tempt  a  Peri's  eyes 
To  wander  from  its  Paradise ; 
And  limpid  streams,  and  gurgling  brooks, 
Reflecting  Hafed's  happy  looks 

And  Heaven's  empyreal  blue; 
And  he  would  seem  while  gazing  there, 
With  laughing  eyes  and  golden  hair, 

Some  angel  peeping  through  ! 
And  maidens,  as  they  passed  him  by, 
Would  turn  to  gaze  with  wistful  sigh  ; 
And  their  fond  looks  would  half  confess 
How  more  they  were  than  passionless ; 
And  they  longM  to  clasp  in  warm  embrac* 
That  lovely  form  and  beaming  face, 


For  they  ne'er  had  dream'd  that  aught  so  fair 
Drew  breath  in  this  terrestrial  air- 
So  full  of  beauty  and  of  love 
Had  other  birth  than  insHeaven  above  1 

Hafed  was  all  his  mother's  pride, 

Next  to  her  God  her  only  joy, 
Nor  aught  of  worldly  form  beside 

Seemed  half  so  glorious  as  her  boy ! 
And  as  she  gazed  upon  his  face, 

And  mark'd  the  lustre  of  his  eye, 
The  fervent  kiss,  the  warm  embrace, 

The  look  of  blissful  exstacy, 
More  eloquent  than  poet's  song, 
Or  seraph's  music  borne  along 

Upon  the  balmiest  gale  of  even, 
Told  the  vast  joy  that  mother  felt 
As  on  her  boy  her  fond  gaze  dwelt, 

And  she  almost  wish'd  him  safe  in  Heaven  I 
For  she  had  watch' d  his  growing  years 
With  smiles,  at  times— at  times  with  tears,. 
E'er  dreading,  as  a  thief  the  light, 
Danger's  unsated  appetite. 
And  thus  they  lived;  and  Hafed  grew 

To  youth's  voluptuous  prime — 
His  heart  all  bright  and  joyous 

As  his  own  beloved  clime ; 
And  earth,  and  flowers,  and  sea,  and  air, 

And  Heaven's  sparkling  sheen, 
And  singing  birds,  and  blithesome  things, 

And  Nature's  garb  of  green, 
Did  each  unto  his  glowing  heart 
A  thrilling  sense  of  bliss  impart. 

Oh,  that  our  life  could  ever  be 

A  never-ending  rapsody ! 

A  fairy's  dream,  a  gladsome  song 

In  mid-air  sweetly  borne  along ! 

An  unembodied  source  of  bliss, 

Like  Love's  first  rapture-stolen  kiss! 

Vain  wish!  man's  heritage  is  sorrow, 

While  Hope,  expectant,  waits  the  morrow. 

Time  fled,  and  the  mother's  step  grew  weak : 

The  rose's  lovely  hue 
Had  faded  from  her  once  fair  cheek, 

Her  smile  seemed  sadder,  too ; 
Her  voice  assumed  a  softer  tone, 

Her  eye  appeared  less  bright, 
And  Hafed  felt  an  awe  beneath 

Its  sad  and  mellow  light; 
And  often  when  the  gorgeous  Night 

Her  canopy  of  stars  unfurl'd, 
Her  waning  eyes  seemed  fondly  fix'd 

Upon  some  distant  world. 
Ah!  when  o'er  Hafed's  happy  thoughts 

The  first  sad  feeling  came, 
He  felt  an  utter  misery — 

An  inward-feeding  flame ! 
He  knew  his  mother  must  depart — 
He  knew  the  barb  was  in  her  heart, 

There  was  no  cure — no  balm ! 
He  knew  there  was  no  hope  'neath  Heaven,. 
And  his  despair  might  be  forgiven — 

'Twere  impious  to  be  calm  !— 
Chafe  the  great  deep  with  angry  wind, 
Heaven's  power  alone  its  waves  can  bind — 

Its  fury  can  disarm. 
He  knelt  beside  bis  mother's  couch, 
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Her.  thin  hand  on  his  head ; 
A  faint  carets,  and  one  word  to  bless, 
And  the  spirit  it  had  fled ! 

Misery,  lean  and  gaunt,  doth  come  * 
Like  a  city's  ceaseless  hum ; 
Like  the  never-resting  motion 
Of  the  mighty  untamed  ocean ; 
Like  the  desert's  dread  simoom 
Sweeping  to  a  burning  tomb; 
Like  the  wind,  which  no  one  knowetb 
No  one  listeth  where  it  bloweth, 
Ever  with  its  wanton  breath 
Bringing  pestilence  and  death ; 
Like  the  watchful  bird  of  night. 
Darkness  dimmeth  not  its  sight; 
Merciless  as  serpent's  fang; 
Dismal  as  the  fetters'  clang; 
Horrid  as  the  piercing  cry 
Rack  e'erforc'd  from  agony; 
Cheerless  as  the  polar  snow ;   , 
A  vast  embodiement  of  wo ! 
Gorgon-visaged  Misery, 
What  a  wail  o'er  earth  for  thee ! 

Oh,  this  is  but  a  dreary  world, 

And  Joy  a  fleeting  thing ; 
And  Sorrow,  like  an  albatros, 

E'er  keeps  a  tireless  wing; 
And  Hope,  and  Peace,  and  dreamy  Lore 
Are  shy  as  e'er  a  billing  dove, 
When  to  its  mate,  with  plumage  swelling, 
Its  tale  of  tenderness  is  telling. 
And  Life  is  but  a  weary  load 

The  panting  soul  must  bear. 
And  Happiness  a  bubble 

On  an  ocean  of  despair ! 
Oar  body  but  a  vessel  frail, 
At  mercy  of  the  fickle  gale ; 
And  for  each  one  that  passes  safe 

O'er  Life's  tempestuous  sea, 
A  thousand  strike  on  hidden  rocks. 

And  sink  in  misery ! 

Many  a  day  did  Hafed  weep 

Beside  his  mother's  lonely  tomb ; 
And  morn,  and  noon,  and  twilight  gray, 

And  midnight's  wilderness  of  gloom, 
Was  sure  to  find  the  mourner  there, 
So  spell-bound  was  he  by  despair ; 
For,  since  her  peerless  soul  had  Med, 
It  seemed  as  all  on  earth  were  dead, 
And  he  deprived  the  bliss  to  die- 
Doomed  to  live  on  eternally ! 
They  say  that  youth  and  time  will  wear 
Away. the  most  corroding  care — 
That  sorrow  will  not  always  seem 
Like  the  dread  spectre  of  a  dream- 
That  Hope,  like  a  bright  angel,  comes 

To  shed  her  radiance  o'er  the  soul, 
And  bid  the  blackest  clouds  of  grief, 

Back  from  the  prisoned  spirit  roll ! 
Not  thus  with  Hafed.    Though  so  young, 
In  vain  did  Nature's  tempting  tongue 
Forbid  him  ever  thus  to  brood 
O'er  Memory's  waste  of  solitude ; 
His  eyes  ne'er  wept  their  fountains  dry, 
His  grief  ne'er  softened  to  a  sigh. 

*  The  following  thirty-eight  lines  were  published  in  the  £ 
tap  Mereory,  about  three  yean  age,  as  aa  extract. 


It  was.a  blissful  eve  when  last 

He  knelt  before  his  mother's  tomb 
And  prayed,  and  thought  her  spirit  smiled — 

That  thought  was  sunshine  to  his  gloom ! 
His  heart  grew  lighter,  happier  for; 
His  mother's  spirit  seemed  a  star — 
A  beacon  to  his  wandering  eyes— 
A  glittering  gem  of  Paradise ! — 
A  cynosure  of  hope  and  love— 
A  pleading  saint  for  him  above ! 
He  breath'd  a  prayer !  he  lisp'd  her  name, 

He  kiss'd  the  cold  stone  at  her  head ; 
"O,  mother!  I  am  thine  again !" 

The  murmuring  spirit  sigh'd,  and  fled! 
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It  was  after  the  battle  of  Dorchester,  when  the  vic- 
torious Partizans,  successful  in  their  object,  were  bear- 
ing away  with  them  the  prisoners  whom  they  had  res- 
cued from  a  felon's  death,  that  a  Half-breed  came  to 
the  field  of  battle  and  for  sometime  remained  turning 
over  and  carefully  examining  the  bodies  of  the  slain. 
It  was  Blonay,  and  he  was  looking,  for  the  body  of 
his  greatest  enemy— Bill  Humphries.  They  had  been 
enemies  from  boyhood,  and  a  blow  given  Blonay,  by 
Humphries,  had  fixed  their  hatred  for  life.  Humphries 
was  a  soldier  in  Marion's  company ;  Blonay  a  half- 
breed  Indian,  who  wandered  and  skulked  about  from 
place  to  place;  sometimes  pretending  to  be  on  the 
American  side,  and  at  others  friendly  to  the  Tories. 
He  went  anywhere  and  did  anything  to  serve  his  own 
ends;  but  all  his  actions,  all  his  life  seemed  centered 
in  one  object— revenge.  He  had  sworn — deeply  and 
fearfully  sworn — never  to  rest  until  he  had  tasted  the 
heart's  blood  of  Humphries.  He  had  pursued  him 
from  place  to  place  with  untiring  vigilance ;  he  had 
followed  him  to  Dorchester,  where  he  last  saw  him  in 
the  fight.  After  the  battle  he  searched  the  field  hoping 
that  he  had  fallen. 

♦'He's  not  here!"  he  muttered  to  himself.  "No 
matter ;  I'll  chaw  a  bullet  for  him  yet  1" 

Thus  saying,  his  search  seemed  to  take  another  di- 
rection, and  he  now  proceeded  to  inspect  the  ground- 
on  which  the  battle  had  taken  place.  In  particular, 
he  traced  out  upon  the  soft  red  clay,  which  had  retain- 
ed every  impression,  the  various  marks  made  by  the 
hoofs  of  the  shodden  horses.  One  of  these  he  heed- 
fully  regarded,  and  pursued  with  an  air  of  intense  sa- 
tisfaction. There  was  a  peculiar  mark  on  the  shoe,  as 
if  it  had  been  completely  snapped  in  twain,  and  the 
parts  slightly  separated.  The  Half-breed  viewed  it 
with  the  keen  eye  of  delight,  and  uttering  a  suppressed 
yell,  sprang  off  across  the  fields  in  the  direction  of  the 
Americans.  He  was  not  long  in  discovering  which 
path  they  took,  and  he  followed  close  at  their  heels. 

Day  after  day,  night  after  night,  and  month  after 
month,  did  Blonay  watch  for  an  opportunity  to  glut 
his  revenge,  but  none  was  offered.  It  is  true,  he  might 
often  have  sent  a  bullet  whizzing  through  the  brain> 
of  his  victim,  but  then  he  was  always  in  company,, 
and  his  own  life  might  be  the  sacrifice,  as  there  would 
be  no  chance  to  escape ;  therefore  he  patiently  waited 
for  a  time  when  he  should  find  him  alone. 

Humphries  was  aware  of  the  danger  he  was  in,, 
from  the  fact  of  having  seen  Blonay  skulking  around 
the  camp.    He  hated  the  savage  as  much  as  he  was- 
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hated  in  return,  and  being  aware  that  Blonay  was  dog- 
ging his  steps  for  the  purpose  of  taking  his  life,  he  de- 
termined, if  possible,  to  save  himself  by  taking  that  of 
the  Half-breed. 

One  morning  Humphries  and  a  companion,  by  the 
name  of  Davis,  attended  by  a  faithful  black  servant 
belonging  to  Marion's  camp,  were  standing  on  a  small 
hill  near  the  encampment,  when  a  strange  dog  sud- 
denly appeared  through  the  bushes,  at  the  sight  of 
which  Humphries  seized  his  rifle  which  stood  against 
a  tree,  and  lifted  it  instantaneously  to  his  eye.  The 
black  was  about  to  express  his  surprize  at  the  sudden 
ferocity  of  manner  exhibited  by  his  companion,  when, 
motioning  them  to  be  quiet,  the  trooper  lowered  his 
weapon,  and  pointing  to  the  dog,  asked  Davis  if  he 
knew  him. 

"I  do;  but  where  I've  seen  him  I  can't  say,"  re- 
plied Davis. 

"  And  what  do  you  say  Tom  V  he  asked  of  the  ne- 
gro in  tones  that  startled  him— "Don't  you  know  that 
dogT* 

"  He  face  is  berry  familiar,  Massa  Humphrey,  but  I 
loss  de  recollection  for  ebber." 

"  That  is  the  cur  of  Blonay,  and  the  blear-eyed  ras- 
cal must  be  in  the  neighborhood." 

"Do  you  think  so,  Bill?"  asked  Davis. 

"  Think  so  !  I  know  the  dog,  and  why  should  he  be 
here  if  his  master  were  not  ?    Tom  !" 

"Sa." 

"  Hit  the  critter  a  smart  blow  with  the  stick,  hard 
•enough  to  scare  him  off,  but  not  to  hurt  him  ;  and  do 
you  move  to  the  edge  of  the  creek,  Davis,  as  soon  as 
the  dog  runs  off.  His  master  must  be  in  that  direc- 
tion, and  we  must  see  to  him." 

Thus  ordering,  he  called  two  of  the  men,  and  sent 
them  on  the  path  directly  opposite  to  that  taken  by 
Davis.  He  himself  prepared  to  strike  the  creek  at  a 
point  equidistant  from  the  two.  He  then  gave  the 
signal  to  Tom,  who,  with  right  good  will,  struck  the 
dog  a  heavy  blow,  and  with  such  force  as  sent  him 
howling  into  the  swamp,  taking  as  had  been  expected, 
the  very  path  in  which  he  came. 

Blonay,  however,  was  not  to  be  caught  napping* 
He  left  the  advanced  point  from  which  he  had  watch- 
ed the  camp,  and  running  in  a  straight  line  about  fifty 
yards  above,  turned  suddenly  about  and  kept  a  forward 
course  in  the  direction  of  the  spot  at  which  he  had 
first  entered  the  swamp.  But  he  did  not  take  these 
precautions  without  some  doubts  as  to  their  adequacy 
to  his  concealment.  He  muttered  his  apprehensions 
of  the  keen  scent  of  the  dog,  which  he  feared  would 
too  quickly  find  out  hiB  track,  and  lead  his  pursuers 
upon  it.  He  hurried  on,  taking  the  water  at  every 
opportunity,  and  leaving  as  small  a  trail  as  possible. 
But  he  fled  in  vain  from  the  sagacious  and  true  scent 
of  the  animal.  From  place  to  place,  true  in  every 
change,  the  cur  kept  on  after  him,  giving  forth,  as  he 
fled,  an  occasional  yelp,  as  much  probably  from  the 
-beating  he  had  received  as  from  not  rinding  his  master. 

"  Aroint  the  pup !  there's  no  losing  him.  Now  if  I 
had  my  hand  on  him,  I  should  knife  him,  for  that's 
my  best  caution,"  exclaimed  the  Half-breed,  as  the 
bark  of  the  dog  on  the  new  trail  he  had  made,  attested 
the  success  with  which  he  pursued  him.  Blonay  rose 
upon  a  stump,  and  distinctly  beheld  the  head  of  Hum- 
phries, who  was  still  pressing  on  earnestly,  led  by  the 
cries  of  the  dog. 

u  I  can  hit  him  now,"  muttered  Blonay.    "  Its  not 


two  hundred  yards,  and  I've  bit  a  smaller  mark  than 
that  at  a  greater  distance  before  now." 

He  raised  his  rifle,  and  brought  the  sight  to  his  eye. 
He  would  have  fired,  but  in  the  next  moment  Hum- 
phries was  covered  by  a  tree.  The  dog  came  on,  and 
Blonay  could  now  hear  the  voices  of  his  pursuers. 
To  merely  kill  his  victim,  and  to  run  the  risk  of  pe- 
rishing himself,  was  not  the  desire  of  the  Half-breed. 
His  Indian  blood  sought  vengeance  by  safer  means. 
At  this  moment  his  dog  reached  him. 

The  faithful  animal,  unconscious  of  the  danger  in 
which  he  had  involved  his  master,  now  leaped  fondly 
upon  him,  testifying  his  joy  by  yelling  at  the  highest 
pitch  of  his  voice.  His  clamors  would  guide  their 
pursures  upon  the  true  path  of  the  fugitive.  The  mo- 
ment was  full  of  peril,  and  everything  depended  on 
decision.  The  savage  and  ready  mood  of  the  Half- 
breed  did  not  long  delay  in  a  time  of  such  necessity. 
He  grasped  the  dog  firmly  by  the  back  of  the  neck, 
and  as  the  skin  was  tightly  drawn  across  the  throat, 
with  a  quick  movement  of  his  hand  he  passed  the  keen 
edge  of  his  knife  but  once  over  it,  and  thrust  the  body 
from  him.  With  a  single  cry  and  a  brief  struggle  the 
amimal  lay  dead  in  the  path  of  the  pursuers.  Sheath- 
ing his  knife,  and  seizing  his  rifle,  he  again  set  for- 
ward. He  pushed  onward  till  he  gained  a  small  but 
impenetrable  underbrush.  His  pursuers1  now  reached 
the  spot  where  lay  the  body  of  the  dog,  which  seeing, 
they  considered  further  pursuit  as  almost  hopeless. 

At  this  moment  the  shrill  sounds  of  the  trumpet, 
fell  upon  their  ears,  being  the  signal  for  them  to  return 
to  camp.  Humphries  told  his  companions  to  dbay  its 
summons,  but  avowed  his  determination  of  still  pur- 
suing Blonay— that  being  upon  his  track  he  would  not 
give  up  the  pursujt  until  one  or  the  other  had  fallen. 
After  parting  from  his  companions,  he  again  set  for- 
ward in  search  of  his  enemy.  He  walked  fast  in  the 
direction  which  he  supposed  Blonay  had  taken,  and 
ere  he  had  proceeded  far  he  discovered  his  track  in  the 
mud,  which  he  followed  for  a  long  way,  till  at  length 
he  lost  it  among  the  leaves,  and  darkness  coming  on,  he 
gave  up  the  chase,  until  next  morning.  That  night 
both  slept  in  the  swamp,  not  more  than  two  hundred 
yards  apart,  but  each  unconscious  of  the  other's  locality. 
In  the  morning,  Humphries  was  the  first  to  awake. 
Descending  from  the  tree  where  he  had  slept,  he  care- 
fully surveyed  the  place  thinking  what  course  he  should 
pursue.  While  he  stood  thus,  a  slight  noise  reached 
his  ears,  like  the  friction  of  bark ;  the  noise  was  repeat- 
ed a  little  more  distinctly— enough  so  to  indicate  the 
direction  whence  it  came.  His  glance  rested  upon  an 
aged  cypress  which  stood  before  him.  Could  he  be 
there  ?  The  tree  stood  in  the  water.  Its  trunk  was 
hollow,  but  seemingly  not  large  enough  to  admit  a 
human  body.  Of  a  sudden  something  prompted  him 
to  look  upward,  and  in  the  sudden  glance  which  he 
gave,  the  glare  of  a  wild  and  well  known  eye  met  his 
gaze,  peering  out  upon  him  from  its  enclosed  retreat. 
With  a  howl  of  delight  he  raised  his  rifle,  and  the  drop 
of  the  deadly  instrument  fell  upon  the  aperture,  but  ere 
he  could  draw  the  trigger,  the  object  had  disappeared. 
It  was  Blonay,  who,  the  moment  that  he  perceived  the 
aim  of  Humphries'  piece,  sank  himself  into  the  body 
of  the  tree.  His  enemy  tried  every  plan  that  his  brain 
could  suggest  to  draw  him  from  his  retreat,  but  the 
Half-breed  was  too  cunning  to  give  up  the  advantage 
which  he  had  gained. 
.  "  Come  out  and  meet  your  enemy  like  a  man,"  ez- 
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claimed  Humphries,  "and  not  like  a  snake  crawl  into 
a  hollow,  and  lie  waiting  for  his  heel.  Coma  out,  yon 
skunk  I  You  shall  have  a  fair  fight,  and  your  own 
distance.  It  shall  be  the  quickest  fire  that  shall  make 
the  diflerenoe  of  chances  between  us.  Come  out  if, 
you  are  a  man  I'1 

Thus  did  he  go  on  in  his  fury ;  but  a  fiendish  laugh 
was  the  only  answer  the  Half-breed  made  him.  He 
next  tried  to  cut  his  legs  with  his  knife ;  but  a  bend  in 
the  tree,  a  sort  of  knot,  on  which  Blonay  rested,  pre- 
vented  him.  At  length  a  new  plan  suggested  itself  to 
his  mind.  He  selected  from  some  limbs,  which  lay 
scattered  around  him,  one  of  the  largest,  which  he 
carried  to  the  tree,  and  thrust  it  into  the  hollow,  seek- 
ing to  wedge  it  between  the  inner  knobs  on  which  the 
feet  of  the  Half-breed  evidently  rested.  But  Blonay 
soon  became  aware  of  this  new  design,  and  opposed  it," 
as  well  as  he  could,  with  a  desperate  effort  For  a 
long  time  he  baffled  the  efforts  of  his  enemy,  until 
enraged  at  length,  Humphries  seized  upon  a  jagged 
knot  of  light- wood,  and  thrust  it  against  one  of  the  legs 
of  Blonay.  Using  another  heavy  knot  as  a  mallet,  he 
drove  the  wedge  forward  against  the  yielding  flesh, 
which  became  dreadfully  torn  and  lacerated  by  the 
sharp  edges  of  the  wood.  Under  the  severe  pain  the 
feet  were  drawn  up,  and  Humphries  suffered  to  pro- 
ceed in  his  original  design.  The  miserable  wretch  in 
the  tree,  thus  doomed  to  be  buried  alive,  was  now  wil- 
ling to  come  to  any  terms  with  his  enemy,  and  he 
agreed  to  accept  his  terms  of  fight ;  but  Humphries  re- 
fused him,  exclaiming : 

"  No  you  dont,  you  cowardly  skunk !  You  shall  die 
in  your  hole  like  a  varmint  as  you  are ;  and  the  cypress 
shall  be  your  coffin,  as  it  has  been  your  house.  Here 
you  shall,  stay,  if  hard  chunks  and  solid  light-wood 
can  keep  you,  until  your  yellow  flesh  rots  away  from 
your  bones.  Here  you  shall  stay  till  the  lightning  rips 
open  your  coffin,  or  the  hurricane  in  September  tumbles 
you  into  the  swamp!" 

And  thus  he  left  him  and  returned  to  the  camp — left 
him  to  perish  in  the  deep  forest  recess,  wild  and  tan- 
gled, where  no  human  aid  could  reach  him ;  and  thus, 
alone,  buried  alive,  shut  out  from  the  world,  perished 
the  revengeful  Half-breed. 


.LENA,  THE  FLOWER  OF  ASHTON  GLEN. 

BT     3.    A.    BQACKKTT. 

-Com  sit  thee  down  upon  this  mossy  rock, 
Within  the  quiet  shade  of  these  old  trees, 
And  I  will  tell  thee  of  a  fair  haired  girl, 
With  sunny  face,  and  merry  voice,  who  loved 
Through  all  the  live-long  day  to  tread  these  paths. 
It  seem b  but  yesterday  that  she  was  seen, 
Reclining  on  the  banks  of  yonder  stream, 
Bathing  her  fairy  feet ;  or  heaving  up 
The  fall  round  pebble  from  the  waters  edge. 
Where  now,  fair  girl,  I  asked,  as  with  light  step 
My  path  she  crossed,  one  day,  at  early  dawn. 
She  smiling  said,  "  1  go  to  gather  flowers." 
They  were  so  beautiful  that  mom,  so  fresh, 
And  wet  with  dew,  she  thought  that  angels  had 
Been  out  all  night,  with  golden  cups  and  sprigs 
Of  fern,  to  bathe  the  swelling  bud—the  rich 
Green  leaves  and  waving  grass,  {hat  they  might  grow 
More  beautiful.    "You  lovo  the  flowers,"  she  said, 
And  tossing  back  her  waving  hair,  she  sprung 
Over  the  rocks  away. 


Then  poured  she  forth 
Her  warbling  voice.    From  twig  to  twig  the  birds 
Leapt  with  new  life.    They  by  her  presence  were 
Made  glad,  for  her  sweet  innocence  did  tend 
To  soothe  all  living  things.    There  in  her  joy, 
Adown  yon  rough  and  shady  glen,  a  straw 
Thatched  cottage  stands.    The  thistle,  and  the  brier, 
In  clusters  round  it  grow — and  beautiful 
Green  moss  hath  wrapt  it  all  about.    A  brook, 
A  merry  brook  runs  by  the  door,  and  all 
The  summer  day,  sends  up  its  gladsome  voice. 
The  birds  have  built  their  nests  beneath  the  eaves, 
And  one  lone  willow,  with  long  trailing  arms, 
Doth  stoop  to  shelter  them  from  noon-day  heat. 
Go,  enter,  look  within ;  dost  see  aught  there  1 
No  living  thing.    How  silent ;  yet  so  green 
And  beautiful  without.    This  was  her  home, 
Here  with  her  gentle  brother,  Lena  dwelt ; 
But  he  was  ill,  and  went  not  out  with  her 
To  roam  through  forest  and  green  fields.    At  noon, 
And  eve,  she  brought  him  flowers,  and  sang  to  him 
Her  sweetest  notes,  so  wild  and  warbling,  that 
You  might  have  deemed,  (as  she  would  sometimes  say) 
She  learned  her  music  from  the  birds,  "  for  they 
Alone  could  sing." 

Thus  Lena  lived,  a  light 
And  happy  girl,  until  her  brother  died. 
There  is  a  sphere  of  influence,  that  like 
Reflected  light,  sends  forth  its  rays,  by  which 
We  know  the  presence  of  great  good  or  ill — 
An  emanation  of  the  mind,  the  soul ; 
A  stirring  of  the  inner  man,  by  which 
We  feel  a  double  life,  two  beings  in 
One  mantle  clad. 

So  much  her  soul 
Was  wTapt  in  his— so  interwoven  was 
Their  thread  of  life,  that,  with  the  same  calm  breath 
She  passed  away,  and  they  that  watched,  knew  not 
That  she  was  dead — change  came  not  o'er  her  form, 
Save  that  her  face  was  upward  turned  in  prayer. 

Didst  ever  dream  of  fairy  land— of  scenes 
Where  music  was  the  breath  of  thought,  and  flowed 
Like  gold  and  silver  light  throughout  all  space- 
Where  birds  and  flowers  were  but  the  gems  of  love, 
And  truth,  a  record  of  all  holy  things, 
The  language  of  the  soul  7    Such  dreams  I've  had 
Of  late,  and  ever  foremost  in  a  band 
0(  spirits,  that  seemed  guardianB  of  that  land, 
Young  Lena  was. 

SPRING-    TIME, 
A  Sentimental  Expostulation.  . 

BT    OUR   DOLLY. 

O,  Gotham!  Gotham!  "the  spring  time  of  the 
year"  is  upon  thee,  and  now  thou  goest  the  "whole 
hog"  in  thy  odorous  beauty.  How  do  thy  ten  thou- 
sand scavengers  root  and  wallow  in  the  gutters,  and 
send  up  perpetually  the  warm  steam  of  their  redolence. 
With  ears  erect,  and  nose  penetrating  the  deep  pro- 
found, and  that  most  exquisite  of  all  sounds,  inasmuch 
as  it  indicateth  perfect  content,  a  blended  grunt  and 
squeal,  they  monopolize  thy  streets,  and  waddle  upon 
thy  side-walks. 

Many  are  the  visions  that  come  to  my  mind  as  I  look 
upon  thy  swinish  multitude.  In  a  moment  thy  three 
hundred  thousand  inhabitants  seem  to  stand  before 
me,  man,  woman  and  little  child,  each  with  a  hog  or 
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an  innocent  pig  by  his  side,  and  I  behold  three  hun- 
dred thousand  kniveB  elevated  by  so  many  hands,  and 
one  long,  deep,  universal  squeal  breaks  forth,  succeed- 
ed by  a  torrent  of  blood,  enough,  and  more  than 
enough,  to  float  our  exploring  expedition,  even  unto 
the  far  Antarctic 

O,  Gotham,  Gotham  1  many  are  the  hectacombs 
slain  upon  thine  altars.  Dost  thou  immolate  such  vic- 
tims because  they  are  symbolic  of  thy  people  1  Dost 
thou  delight  to  behold  them  wallowing  thy  streets,  in- 
asmuch as  they  remind  thee  of  thy  politicians  going 
the  whole  figure  for  the  sake  of  party,  or  as  a  gentle 
damsel  once  said,  "  going  the  entire  swine?" 

Ay,  keep  thy  appropriate  pets,  typified  as  they  most 
assuredly  were  by  the  "  herd  of  many  swine  feeding," 
in  Holy  Land.  And  who  shall  say  for  what  great 
event  thou  art  accumulating  thine  interesting  grunters. 
Surely  thou  canst  be  rid  of  them  only  after  the  man- 
ner of  the  olden  time,  when  Satan  entered  their 
progenitors,  and  drove  them  down  a  steep  place  into 
the  sea.  Dwelling  upon  those  things,  my  thoughts 
very  naturally  brake  forth  into  verse,  even  as  it  is  the 
nature  of  all  elevating  subjects  to  wake  the  tuneful 
nine. 

"Rs  spring,  'tis  spring,  I  know  it  is, 

For  the  little  pigs  are  out ; 
They  squeal  in  every  gutter  round, 

And  spatter  the  swill  about. 
The  old  hogs  grunt  in  the  steaming  air, 

With  a  look  of  perfect  peace, 
And  the  butcher  man  as  he  passes  by, 

Hay  judge  of  the  pounds  of  grease. 

'Tis  spring,  'tis  spring,  I  know  it  is, 

For  the  signs  are  gathering  fast— 
And  the  sweet  south  wind  is  laden  now 

With  more  than  the  desert's  blast ; 
The  duster  bobs,  and  sashes  shake, 

And  carpets  flap  on  high, 
And  the  water  drips  and  spatters  down 

On  the  heads  of  the  passers  by. 

'Tis  spring,  'tis  spring,  I  know  it  is — 

For  the  rubbish  thick  is  spread 
In  smoking  heaps  by  the  pavement  side, 

And  their  sweets  on  the  air  are  shed. 
From  door  and  window,  echoing  forth, 

The  house-maid's  voice  rings  loud, 
And  the  mop  is  splash' d,  and  mat  hung  out, 

In  the  face  of  the  smothered  crowd. 

'Tis  spring,  'tis  spring,  I  know  it  is, 

For  the  doors  are  open  wide, 
And  the  children  making  mud-cikes,  too, 

Are  out  by  the  green  road  side. 
They  scream  and  kick  the  dust  about, 

And  out  on  the  pavement  sprawl — 
Oh,  the  music  born  of  the  sweet  spring  air, 

Is  that  of  an  infant's  squall. 

3JEN  OF    THE   KINETEENTH  CEXTUHY. 

BY    MRS.    H.    L,    PERKINS. 

Smile  not,  my  dear  lady  readers,  as  you  glance  at 
the  above  title ;  for,  let  me  tell  you,  the  subject  is  well 
worthy  of  your  consideration.  Brave,  generous,  en- 
terprising, and  noble-hearted  ;^-would  that  an  abler 
pen  than  mine  might  speak  their  praise !  Have  we  not 
our  champions  ?  Where  is  our  warm  friend  and  advo- 
cate, John  Neal,  with  many  others  that  have  spoken 


so  xoeU  and  nobly  i*  our  behalf  1  Do  not  our  hearts  beak 
with  grateful  emotion  at  the  very  mention  of  their 
names?  Without  doubt:  and,  I  would  observe,  that 
the  reason  why  the  merits  of  men* of  the  present  agfr 
are  not  duly  appreciated  is  simply  this— a  limited  ac- 
quaintance, or  a  knowledge  of  merely  one  or  two  clas- 
ses of  them.  This  leads  us  to  form  erroneous  ideas  of 
the  remaining  portion.  With  all  due,  humility,  1  will- 
venture  to  iay  before  my  readers  a  few  classes  that  have 
come  under  my  own  especial  observation. 

First,  in  order  and  importance,  is  the  Lady's  Man. 
See — yonder  he  stands  with  parasol  in  hand,  shawl  on 
his  arm,  and  a  smile  of  bewitching  sweetness  illuming: 
his  delicate  countenance.  You  will  find  him  ever 
ready  amid  cloaks  and  bonnets,  to  assist  in  their  ar- 
rangement on  the  shoulders  of  their  fair  owners;  al- 
ways waiting  on  the  gentle  sex,  and  paying  them  a 
thousand  delicate  attentions— altogether,  rendering  hit 
society  quite  indispensable. 

In  the  second  class  comes — the  Dandy— the  bright- 
est ornament  of  the  sex.  Without  him,  society  would 
no  longer  have  a  charm.  TaUors,  Barbers,  and  Shoe- 
makers  would  pine  for  sufficient  employment,  while 
goose,  razor  and  axel  would  sink  into  disuse  and  be  for- 
gotten by  the  ungrateful  world.  Broadway  is  his  ele- 
ment, and  there,  when  the  skies  are  propitious,  he  is 
ever  seen.  What  perfect  symmetry  is  there !  What 
inimitable  grace!  Do  you  see  the  bright  gem  that 
glitters  on  his  little  taper  finger,  or  the  brilliant  dia- 
mond sparkling  on  his  bosom  ?  Who,  I  pray,  could 
e'er  withstand  such  powerful  attractions?  (unless  in- 
deed, they  chanced  to  inquire  if  any  were  paid  for.) 

Turn  we  from  this  dazzling  vision,  and  gaze  for  a- 
moment  on  one  who  comes  in  the  next  class— the 
Merchant.  With  a  hasty  stride  and  brow  o'ershadow- 
ed  with  deep  thought,  he  hurries  by.  How  bright  and 
keen  the  glance  of  his  dark  eye !  How  quick  his  every 
motion  I  The  genius  of  trade  claims  him  for  his  own. 
Admire  him  for  his  zeal,  and  pass  him  with  a  low  obei- 
sance, as  an  acknowledgement  of  his  worth  and  an 
humiliating  sense  of  our  own  ignorance  as  to  the  vast 
importance  of  dollars  and  cents. 

The  fourth  class  embraces  the  set  denominated  Old 
Bachelors.  (What  did  I  say !  1  entreat  the  pardon  of 
my  bachelor  friends  for  such  familiarity,  and  will  sub- 
stitute the  word  "includes"  for  "  embraces"  in  order  to- 
spare  their  blushes.)  This  class  of  men  is  pretty  well 
known,  yet  still  most  shamefully  abused.  Who  could 
enter  the  room  of  an  old  bachelor  and  not  be  delighted 
with  the  comfort  therein  displayed,  and  even  visible  on 
his  smiling  countenance !  Seated  before  a  bright  fire, 
industriously  darning  (excuse  the  word,)  a  pair  of 
well-worn  stockings,  he  awaits  the  pleasure  of  the 
hissing  tea-kettle,  and  ever  and  anon  looks  with  great 
camplacency  at  the  cup,  saucer,  spoon,  plate  Ac,'. 
(washed  the  week  before)  that  are  neatly  arranged  upon 
a  small  table  by  his  side.  Gently  my  friends !  Be  not 
too  envious !  Yet  we  must  all  acknowledge  the  wis- 
dom of  his  plan.  Without  that  expensive  incumbrance 
—a  wife,  no  noisy  children  to  disturb,  or  bustling  ser- 
vant to  annoy  him,  he  lives  in  what  is  truly  termed  a 
state  of  "single  blessedness."  Surely,  he  is  the  hap-' 
piest  of  human  beings!  Does  not  the  heart  of  every 
married  man  respond  to  that  sentiment? 

In  the  fifth  class  we  place  the  Widower.  Ton  wul 
know  him  by  his  mournful  sigh,  as  he  mentions  the> 
name  of  his  "  dear  departed  companion ;"  the*  deep  pa- 
thos of  his  voice  as  he  proclaims  her  many  virtues  aa& 
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graces,  (discovered  after  her  decease)— and  the  ready 
tear  that  trembles  in  his  eye,  at  the  thought  of  his  ir- 
reparable loss.  If,  when  "  time  has  soothed  his  an- 
guish," he  should  venture  again  to  seek  for  an  "  help 
mete,"  the  happy  being  that  obtains  him  for  a  husband 
will  be  doubly  blessed,  as  she  is  daily  told  of  the  per- 
fect perfection  of  his  "  dear  sainted  wife,"  now  lost  to 
him  forever.  Kind  reader,  he  has  met  with  a  loss  that 
might  render  him  miserable  for  life,  yet  yon  will  ob- 
serve that  he  is  resigned,  and  meekly  submits  to  the 
stern  decree  of  fate  Give  him  all  the  credit  he  de- 
serves for  his  christian  fortitude,  and  drop  a  tear  of 
sympathy  for  his  great  misfortune. 

The  Married  Man  (whose  name  I  mention  with 
profound  respect)  comes  next  in  order.  But  soft !  I'm 
treading  now  on  dangerous  ground,  and  must  proceed 
with  cautious  step,  lest  my  "  liege  lord'1  should  call 
me  to  account  ror  some  misdemeanor ;  therefore  dear 
friends,  I  dare  not  tell  you  what  are  the  principal  cha- 
racteristics of  this  class ;  (they  don't  always  like  to  be 
known,)  I  will  only  venture  to  assert,  that  they  are  ra- 
ther incomprehensible,  and  then,  like  a  dutiful  wife,  say 
no  more  on  the  forbiden  subject. 

These  are  the  principal  classes,  but  there  are  others, 
-of  which  I  might  speak  had  I  time.  There  is  the  or- 
der of  Shoemakers,  but  they  should  always  be  at  the 
last.  Then  there  are  Tailors— but  'tis  said  that  nine 
of  them  are  only  equal  to  one  man,  and  as  I  cannot 
boast  of  so  extensive  an  acquaintance  with  them,  it 
naturally  follows  that  I  do  not  know  one  man  belonging 
to  this  order.  They  will  pardon  me  if  I  pass  them 
over,  as  well  as  many  others  who  are  well  worthy  of 
mention,  being  unacquainted  with  their  respective  me- 
rits. Are  there  any  of  my  readers  so  totally  insensible 
to  true  worth,  as  to  consider  man  inferior  to  the  other 
sex  ?  Surely  none !  Should  there  be  any  such,  how- 
ever, let  them  remember  the  solemn  declaration  that 
"all  men  are  created  free  and  equal,"  meaning,  of 
coarse,  equal  to  woman. 

Will  not  some  more  experienced  goose  quill  fly  to 
aid  the  persecuted,  defend  them  from  their  slanderers, 
and  proclaim  their  talents,  usefulness,  &c,  to  the  un- 
believing ones  1  That  these  few  hints  may  call  forth  a 
more  worthy  champion,  and  restore  each  man  to  the 
good  graces  of  the  female  part  of  the •  community, 
(old  maids  in  particular)  is  the  sincere  wish  of  the 
sympathizing  writer. 

"SIC  TRANSIT  GLORIA  MUNDI." 

BY    ARTHUR   UOBB£LL. 

Human  life!  what  a  theme  for  the  pen  of  the  poet! 
Its  vanity!  who  in  its  true  light  can  show  it? 
We  follow  a  shadow— 'tis  gone  ere  we  know  it— 
'•  Sic  transit  gloria  mundi." 

The  hero,  when  age  overtakes  him  at  last, 
And  his  country's  ingratitude  blights  like  a  blast, 
Sheds  a  tear  as  he  thinks  of  the  glorious  past— 
"  Sic  transit  gloria  mundi." 

The  orator,  who  in  his  youth  has  erected 
A  monument  which  his  proud  genius  protected, 
In  age  is  forgotten,  unknown,  and  neglected— 
"  Sic  transit  gloria  mundi." 

The  vain  politician,  who  sought  but  for  power, 
And  courted  fair  Fame  for  the  sake  of  her  dower, 
Sees  fortune  upon  his  declining  days  lower— 
"  Sic  transit  gloria  mmdi." 


The  patriot  statesman,  whose  wisdom  directed 
The  counsels  of  state,  and  their  errors  corrected, 
He,  too,  in  his  old  age  is  sadly  neglected— 

"  Sic  transit  gloria  mundi." 

The  poet  and  scholar,  so  fondly  aspiring 
For  Fame,  proud  ambition  their  energies  firing, 
At  last  find  themselves  in  a  garret  expiring — 
"  Sic  transit  gloria  mundi." 

The  ambitious  soldier,  who  seeketh  for  glory, 
And  listeth  with  pride  to  each  veteran's  story, 
Anon  looses  life  in  his  first  paltry  foray— 

"  Sic  transit  gloria  mundi." 

The  doctor,  he  looks  at  his  rich  patient  dying, 
(Whose  illness  has  been  but  a  short  one,)  and  sighing, 
He  turns  to  the  mourners,  death's  havoc  decrying — 
"  Sic  transit  gloria  mundi." 

The  lawyer,  who  piously  readeth  the  will, 
And  finds  not  his  name  in  the  last  codicil, 
Has  one  consolation— he'll  lengthen  his  bill ; 
But  ere  he  can  do  it,  Death  shortens  his  quill — 
And  the  doctor  aforesaid  has  ta'en  his  own  pill — 
"  Sic  transit  gloria  mundi." 

And  so  goes  on  the  world ;  we  are  all  born  to  sorrow; 
We  are  here  with  to-day,  and  we're  gone  ere  to-morow  i 
Not  a  moment  can  time  of  eternity  borrow— 
"  Sic  transit  gloria  mundi." 


LETTER  FROLI  MAJOR  JACK  DOWNING. 

To  my  old  friend,  Seba  Smith,  editor  of  the  Rover,  Magazine, 
New  York. 

Downingvilub,  away  down  east,  in  the  State  of  Maine 
March,  15,  1844.  ' 

My  dear  old  friend,  I  never  feel  happier  than  I  do 
when  I  get  through  ray  day's  work,  and  have  gone  into 
the  house  and  sot  down  with  pen  and  paper  before  me 
to  write  you  a  letter^There's  nothing  else  brings  back 
so  kind  of  clear  to  my  mind  them  grand  duins  we  used 
to  have  in  the  Gineral's  time,  when  the  Bank  shook  the 
whole  country  like  an  airth-quake,  and  the  Ginerai  and 
I  shook  the  Bank  like  a  mouse-trap ;  that  is,  jest  as  a 
boy  shakes  a  mouse-trap  that  has  got  a  live  mouse  in 
it,  and  he  shakes  till  he  shakes  the  breath  of  life  out  of 
him.  Jest  so  we  fixed  the  Bank,  and  it  never  come  tu 
arterwards.  Speaking  of  the  Bank  makes  me  think  of 
poor  Biddle.  I  see  by  the  papers  he's  gone,  too;  and 
now  he's  gone  it  makes  me  feel  kind  of  ugly  to  think 
of  the  squabbles  we  used  to  have  with  him,  for  Mr. 
Biddle  was  naterally  a  kind-hearted  man,  and  didn't 
want  to  do  nobody  any  hurt,  only  he  was  a  good  deal 
set  in  his  way,  and  that  was  what  made  him  sich  a 
hard  match  for  the  Ginerai.  I  wish  I  could  see  the 
Ginerai  now,  for  I  think  he  feels  pretty  much  as  I  do 
about  it.  He  didn't  use  to  think  Mr.  Biddle  was  the 
worst  man  that  ever  was,  and  1  think  he  used  to  really 
like  him  the  better  because  he  was  sich  a  hard  fighter. 
I  see  you  sent  my  letter  to  the  Ginerai  two  or  three 
weeks  ago  in  the  Rover,  and  I  am  much  obliged  to 
you  for  the  kindness.  I  haven't  got  any  answer  to  it 
yet,  and  we  are  all  waiting  here  very  impatient  to  get 
an  answer,  so  as  to  know  who  is  the  republican  candi- 
date for  President.  Uncle  Joshua  is  very  mum  on  that 
subject  now.  If  any  body  asks  him  who  he's  going 
for,  he  folds  his  arms  and  looks  very  wise,  and  says 
it  isnt  time  to  speak  out  yet  j  and  then  he  turns  to 
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me,  and  says  he,  "  Major  how  long  is  it  since  you  writ 
to  the  Gineral  ?  seems  to  me  it's  time  for  an  answer." 
But  when  we  get  the  Gineral's  letter,  we  shall  know 
jest  where  we  stan,  and  we  shall  take  hold  and  pull 
like  a  strong  team. 

I  got  your  letter  containing  the  proof  sheet  of  your 
new  cover  for  the  Rover  day  before  yesterday.  I  like 
the  cover  very  much.  It  seems  to  me  it'll  take  the 
shine  off  the  other  magazines  like  a  silver  sixpence  to 
a  leather  button.  That  portrait  of  mine,  that  you've 
got  on  the  cover,  is  pretty  fair  conaiderin ;  but  I  wish 
you'd  give  my  respects  to  Mr.  Thompson  and  tell  him 
I  think  he  has  slicked  the  hair  down  a  ieetle  too  much. 
I  wear  it  a  good  deal  more  in  the  Rococo  fashion  now 
days.  But  cousin  Nabby  says  it  is  a  good  likeness, 
only  she  thinks  I  ought  to  a  had  my  uniform  on.  She 
says  it  would  look  decidedly  more  rococo. 

What  a  melancholy  thing  that  was  at  Washington 
when  the  gun  blew  up.  And  what  a  lucky  man  the 
President  is,  aint  he?  I  declare  such  luck  as  he  has 
sometimes  almost  makes  me  think  he's  cut  out  for  the 
next  President  yet.  By  the  way,  I  see  that  Mr  Davis, 
that  goes  about  the  country  calling  himself  me,  was 
aboard  the  Princeton  when  the  great  gun  blew  up. 
Now  this  rather  hurts  my  feelins,  and  I  wish  you'd  be 
so  kind  as  to  see  him  and  speak  to  him  about  it,  and 
tell  him  if  he's  agoing  to  be  running  about  in  sich  dan- 
gerous kind  of  places  I  must  go  right  off  and  get  my 
life  insured.  But  if  he'd  only  remain  at  home  and  be 
quiet  I  might  save  all  that  expense. 

I  think  some  of  publishing  a  library  down  here  at 
my  literature  deepo  j  for  if  you'll  believe  me  we  cant 
get  books  fast  enough  here  at  Downingville  for  the 
folks  to  read.  I  suppose  I  avarage  now  about  a  cord  a 
day  of  the  cheap  literature,  besides  the  bound  volumes. 
But  that  dont  seem  to  be  hardly  more  than  a  taste  for 
em ;  and  it  seems  to  me  the  more  they  get,  the  more 
hungry  they  grow.  So  I've  been  thinking  Pd  go  to 
work  and  stuff  em  with  library.  Some  think  that 
would  be  the  most  dying  sort  of  fad  I  could  give  em. 
But  we  are  stuck  a  little  about  what  name  to  give  it. 
I've  had  two  or  three  talks  with  Uncle  Joshua  and  the 
rest  of  em  about  the  name,  but  we  cant  seem  to  agree. 
Uncle  Joshua  wanted  I  should  call  it  the  republican 
library ;  that's  a  word  he  sets  more  by  than  any  other 
in  the  American  language.  I  told  him  if  I  give  it  a 
political  name  I  must  call  it  the  Jackson  library.  Aunt 
Keziah  said  for  her  part  she  thought  I  better  call  it 
Harper's  plcter  bible  library.  "  Well,"  says  I,  "  cousin 
Nabby,  you  haint  gin  us  your  opinion  yet ;  what  do 
you  say  V9 

"  Well,  I  think,"  says  cousin  Nabby,  "  the  best  name 
you  can  give  it,  and  the  only  name  worth  a  having, 
would  be  to  call  it  the  coco-nut  library.  If  folks  would 
n't  bite  at  that,  there's  no  uee  in  trying  to  get  any  name 
at  all."  So  you  see  the  difficulty  I  labor  under  about 
a  name;  but  I'm  determined  to  publish  a  library,  and 
when  I  get  it  under  way  I  shall  want  you  to  be  my 
New  York  agent  to  sell  it. 

Send  me  a  copy  of  all  the  libraries  as  fast  as  they  are 
done,  smokin  hot  right  off  the  griddle,  the  Mirror  library, 
the  drawing-room  library,  and  the  home  library,  and 
the  coco  library,  and  the  library  for  the  million.  I  be- 
lieve I  shall  put  em  all  together  and  boil  em  down  for 
my  library. 

Uncle  Joshua  desires  his  best  regards,  and  I  remain 
your  old  and  true  friend,  t 

Majob  Jack  Dowione 


THE  HEIGN  OF  TERROR  IN  FRANCE. 

BY    H.    B.    SHORTP-ELLOTV. 

4Th«  services  of  religion  were  universally  abandoned,  and  the 
pulpit  deserted  thoughout  the  revolutionized  district*;  bap- 
tism ceased ;  the  burial  service  was  no  longer  heard ;  the 
sick  received  no  communion;  the  dying,  no  consolation. 
The  village  bells  were  silent;  the  sabbath  was  obliterated ; 
infancy  entered  the  world  without  a  blessing,  and  age  left  it 
without  hope."— Alison's  History  of  Europe. 

The  sabbath  bells  no  more  boomed  out, 

Where  once  they  echoing  swung ; 
The  monk's  deep  chaunt  no  more  was  heard 

Those  gothic  aisles  among! 

No  mass  was  said,  no  beads  were  told 

For  those  whose  soul's  had  parted 
From  cherished  ones,  they'd  loved  on  earthy. 

But  left  them  broken-hearted.    * 

'Twas  then  those  bindings  of  the  soul, 

E'en  lovers'  vows  were  broken, 
And  mothers'  prayers  for  infant  hearts 

Were  but  in  whispers  spoken. 

The  solemn  bell  of  Notre  Dame 

Swung  heavily  on  high; 
But  it  seemed  to  utter,  as  it  rolled, 

The  sad,  sad  words—"  to  die  1" 

No  sexton  then  the  chill  grave  made, 

Nor  had  they  a  winding  sheet, 
But  were  borne  away  by  the  murky  Seinev 

Where  river  and  ocean  meet. 

There,  where  the  sea-bird  lonely  wheels, 

Where  the  swaying  surges  leap, 
There  rest  they  now  'neath  ocean's  tide, 

Full  a  hundred  fathoms  deep. 


THE  DARE  SIDE-  OF  LIFE. 

ST  B.  T.  ORSSLBT. 

I  have  mingled— I  have  mingled 

With  the  world,  and  borne  my  share 
•  Of  its  joys,  and  pains,  and  troubles, 

Its  pleasure  and  its  care ; 
I  have  known  the  ties  of  friendship 

Long  enough  to  prove  them  weak, 
And,  though  strongly  yet  how  vainly 

I  have  striven,  let  others  speak. 

I  have  struggled  with  the  boldest 
One  bright  object  to  attain, 

I  have  breasted  many  a  danger- 
Have  vanquish'd  many  a  pain  : 

And  if  hope  and  dauntless  courage, 
And  a  heart  that  quailed  at  nought, 

Could  have  won  that  object  for  me, 
-     I  had  gain'd  the  boon  I  sought, 

But,  though  friends,  as  then,  surround  me, 

And  the  days  are  long  and  bright, 
Hope's  cheering  ray  has  fled  me, 

And  to  me  day  is  but  night ; 
For  my  faith  in  life  is  broken, 

As  the  rose-tree  by  the  storm, 
And  cold  and  sad  forever 

Is  the  heart  thai  once  was  warm ! 
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CONTENTS  OP  THE  PRESENT  NUMBER.— ORIGINAL. 

Lovewell's  fight  with  Paugus,  by  Seba  Smith. 
The  Destiny  of  Woman,  by  C.  P.  Hoffman. 
Boston  Correspondence,  by  a  Boston  Rover. 
The  City  Belle,  by  a  Country  Lass. 
Death  of  the  Half-breed,  by  S.  D.  G. 
Men  of  the  19th  century,  by  Mrs.  H.  L.  Perkins. 
Sentimental  expostulation  to  Gotham,  by  our  Dolly. 
Letter  from  Major  Jack  Downing. 

Poetry. 
Hafed  and  his  Mother,  by  Lawrence  Labree. 
Song,  by  Elizabeth  Oakes  Smith. 
"  Sic  transit  gloria  mundi,"  by  Arthur  Morrell. 
Reign  of  Terror  in  Prance,  by  Hiram  Benson  Short- 
fallow. 
Yonthfulness,  by  A.  J.  H.  Duganne.     • 
Dark  side  of  Life,  by  R.  F.  Greeley. 
Sea-bird  on  shore,  by  C.  Donald  McLeod. 
Lena,  the  Flower  of  Ashton  Glen,  by  E.  A.  Brackett. 

ORIGINAL  NUMBER. 

This  number  of  the  Rover  is  entirely  original  ex- 
cept a  portion  of  the  article  which  illustrates  the  en- 
graving of  Paugus.  It  contains  eight  original  poems, 
eight  or  ten  original  prose  articles,  a  new  illuminated 
cover,  engraved  on  wood  from  an  original  design  and 
stereotyped,  and  a  very  beautiful  original  engraving 
from  an  original  design  made  expressly  for  the  Rover. 

Thus  much  for  the  originals;  and  we  allude  to  them 
more  particularly  and  more  emphatically,  because  the 
impression  prevails  among  some  that  the  Rover  is 
lacking  in  original  matter ;  not,  of  course,  among  those 
who  read  it,  for  they  know  better.  The  truth  is,  every 
number  of  the  Rover  for  six  months  past  has  had  a 
good  porton  of  original  matter  in  it,  and  we  might  of- 
ten make  the  numbers  entirely  original  were  we  not 
well  aware  that  we  can  make  a  better  and  more  inte- 
resting magazine  by  giving  a  portion  of  selected  mat- 
ter. We  have  original  matter  enough  on  hand  now  to 
fill  several  numbers  of  the  Rover,  and  as  good  articles, 
too,  as  are  to  be  found  in  the  best  magazines  in  the 
country.  But  our  rule  is  to  aim  at  making  the  best 
and  most  interesting  magazine  we  possibly  can,  and 
U  matters  little  in  our  estimation  whether  the  new 
has  been  read  out  of  some  of  the  articles  before  we 
give  them  or  not. 

Every  number  of  the  Rover,  however,  will  always 
contain  a  good  portion  of  original  matter,  and  some  of 
our  correspondents  we  think  posses  a  vein  of  originali- 
ty that  is  seldom  surpassed. 

THE  CHEAPEST  MAGAZINE,  COMPARED  WITH  ITS  ME- 
RITS, ever  published.— Reader,  look  at  the  beautiful 
illuminated  cover  of  the  Rover,  look  at  the  two  exqui- 
site steel  engravings,  and  more  than  a  dozen  valuable 
original  articles  in  prose  and  poetry,  and  all  to  be  sold 
for  six  cents,  and  if  you  are  not  convinced  it  is  the 
cheapest  magazine  ever  published,  we'll  reduce  the 
price. 

Pauqus.— The  engraving  in  the  present  number  of 
the  Rover,  representing  the  Indian  chief  Paugus,  has 
been  pronounced  by  some  of  the  best  judges  of  the  art 
in  the  city  to  be  one  of  the  best  specimens  of  engra- 
ving that  have  ever  been  published  .in  an  American 
magazine. 


Teems  op  the  Rover.— Single  numbers  six  cents. 
One  copy  for  one  year  three  dollars,  two  copies  five 
dollars,  five  copies  ten  dollars ;  the  money  to  be  paid 
in  advance  and  free  of  postage. 

Postmasters  are  authorized  to  frank  letters  enclosing 
subscription  money. 

(Boston  Correspondence  of  the  Rover.) 
BROTHER  COLVER  AND  THE  ODDFELLOWS. 
Brother  Colver,  a  Baptist  minister  of  this  city,  has 
been,  for  the  last  two  weeks,  stirring  up  the  subject  of 
Oddfellowship.  He  has  gone  into  it  with  all  of  his 
physical  powers  which  are  mighty,  and  with  all  of  his 
mental  capacities,  which  (in  his  own  opinion)  un- 
doubtedly are  immense.  In  describing  the  initiation 
of  a  candidate  into  this  mysterious  order,  he  says,  after 
they  have  been  tortured  by  spears  and  variously  ter- 
rified—(the  naked  sword  not  being  brought  into  play 
11  as  it  used  to  was")  the  conductor  next  addresses  the 
brethren,  and  says  "shall  we  proceed  to  torture  the 
victim,  or  shall  we  mercy  show?"  All  the  lodge  with 
one  voice  exclaims,  with  a  low  gutteral  tone  "  pro- 
ceed !"  The  conductor  then  calls  for  the  galling  chain^ 
and  binds  the  victim  fast.  After  some  further  cere- 
mony he  cries  again,  "  Light  up  the  furnace,  and  make 
it  ten  times  hotter  I !  /"  Mr.  Colver  is  not  an  oddfellow ; 
then  how  can  he  declare  all  of  those  adsurdities,  which 
he  has  reported,  to  be  true  1  He  says  that,  "  Ministers 
and  Christians  in  this  city  tell  me  it  is  true  !"  Verily, 
verily,  some  men  are  born  with  long  ears,  some  achieve 
long  ears,  and  some  have  long  ears  thrust  upon  them  I 
If  "Ministers"  and  "Christians,"  will  take  such  a 
dreadful  oath,  as  the  following,  which  Mr.  Colver  re- 
peated, and  says  is  administered,  and  then  violate  it 
by  revealing  those  "  awful  mysteries,"  you  can  not 
admit  that  Mr.  Colver  is  a  very  far  sighted,  shrewd 
man,  to  place  confidence  in  them.  Here  is  the  oath 
which  according  to  this  divine  functionary,  has  been- 
taken  and  then  broken  by  "  Ministers  and  Christums?^ 
"  I.  A.  B.  of  my  own  free  will  and  accord,  solemnly 
declare  and  swear  in  this  lodge  of  independent  odd- 
fellows, that  I  will  always  hail,  forever  conceal  and 
never  reveal  any  of  the  secrets  of  this  order  of  indepen- 
dent oddfellows  to  any  person  in  the  known  word, 
except  to  a  lawful  brother,  that  I  will  not  write  it,  stamp, 
stain,  hew,  cut,  carve,  mark,  or  engrave  it  upon  any- 
thing hard  or  soft,  movable  or  un movable,  under  the 
canopy  of  Heaven,  whereby  the  secrets  of  this  order 
shall  become  unlawfully  obtained  by  any  being  in  the 
universe;  binding  myself  under  no  less  penalty  than 
to  have  my  lower  jaw  screwed  off  from  mv  face, 
my^ody  quartered  and  mv  UMB6  scattered  to  the 
four  quarters  of  the  globe. 

To  all  which  I  do,  most  solemnly  and  sincerely,  pro- 
mise and  swear,  without  the  least  equivocation,  mental 
reservation,  or  self-evasion  of  mind  in  me  whatsoever." 
This  will  be  new  and  interesting  to  your  trmfellow, 
but  more  especially  to  your  oddfellow  readers.  The 
following  are  some  extracts  from  a  poem,  on  the  above 
subject,  published  in  the  "  Times'"  of  this  city,  entitled 
THE  CLERICAL  CRUSADE. 

A  PIOUS  BALLAD. 

Being  drops  of  holiness  from  the  coat-tail  pocket  of  a 

preacher  against  Oddfellowship,  found  by  an 

tfcUtman,  on  Monday,  February  26. 

(°Twas  at  the  dead  of  night,  when  even  sinners  pray,. 
That  a  band  of  humbugs  met  in  clerical  array ; 
'Twas  a  fearful,  fearful  scene  of  darkness  and  of  gloom, 
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And  one  tallow  candle  sent  a  light  through  that  sepul- 
chral room." 
This  pious  ballad  proceeds  to  make  dark  Insinuations 
about  gin-slings  and  the  like.  Also  to  describe  the 
righteous  indignation  of  one  of  the  Clerical  Crusaders, 
who  exclaims  in  his  wrath  against  the  oddfellows, 
that, 

"  They've  thinned  my  congregation,  and  emptied  Is- 
rael's tents, 

And  now  the  contribution  box  Is  only  filled  with  cents; 

In  vain  I  beg  supplies  to  help  convert  the  Jews, 

Buy  flannel  shirts  for  niggers  and  tooth-picks  for  Hin- 
doos."* 
He  goes  on  to  say  that  one  of  the  lodges  refused  to 

receive  so  much  piety  as  himself  into  its  bosom ;  but 

had  the  impertinence  to  advise  him  to 

"  Purchase  a  green  umbrella,  but  first  go  shave  his 
head." 
The  present  thought  of  which  so  exasperated  the 

pious  gentleman  that  he  exclaimed 

"This  is  enough  to  make  a  bald  man  tear  his  hair, 

And  if  I  don't  have  revenge" A  brother  said— 

•  "don't  swear." 

"  The  brother  stood  rebuked— but  seemed  exceeding 
loth 

To  swallow  down  his  words— so  he  only  looked  an 
oath." 

But  he  goes  on  with  his  christian-like  spirit  of  re- 
taliation, and  he  says 

"  I've  got  some  poetry  put  in  about  'initiations'— 
And  wont  these  '  diabolions  grin'  at  these  insinuations? 
I've  learned  about  the  c  naked  sword'  the  thumping  of 

the  shoulder, 
The  pressing  of  the  spear,  that  makes  the  candidate 
grow  colder. 

"  And  how  they  tell  the  stranger,  there's  fire  behind— 

below, 
That's  crowding  on  my  pea-patch,  fori  tell  people  so." 

"  The  conclave  rose— the  brother  then  hied  him  to  his 

task  : 
And  from  that  sinful  fellowship  he  drew  the  smiling 

mask. 
And  oh !  he  poured  his  bile  out  like  liquor  from  a  cask, 
And  he  flared  up  like  a  *  buster'  when  he's  drained  a 

brandy  flask. 

"  Oh  when  I  heard  that  holy,  holy,  holy,  holy  man, 
I  thought  he  went  a  notch  beyond  the  godlike  Dan  ; 
If  honey  hung  on  Plato's  lips,  molasses  stuck  on  m 

his'n— 
And  says  I,  another  Daniel  to  judgment  has  arisen. 


"  The  saints  that  came  before  him  he's  destined  to 

eclipse, 
For  even  falsehood  falls  delicious  from  his  lips."    &c. 

It  will  seem  astonishing  to  every  oddfellow  that 
Brother  Colver,  in  his  description  of  the  initiation,  ne- 
glected to  speak  of  of  the  gridirons  which  is  believed 
to  form  the  most  horrible  part  of  the  "  tortures." 

Boston  Roveh. 

SCULPTURE. 
I  havx  just  been  to  see  Crawford's  embodiement  In 
marble  of  Byron's  Bride  of  Abydos.    It  consists  of  no- 
thing more  than  the  head  and  shoulders,  being  what  is 
technically  called  a  bust.    The  first  impression  that  It 


made  upon  me  was  not  at  all  favorable,  because  of  the 
presence  of  too  much  ornament.    The  head  is  loaded 
with  dress;  it  is  bound  with  a  very  stiff  wreath  of 
very  small  flowers,  carved  with  a  minuteness  that  Is 
actually  painful.    In  short  the  puerilities  are  entirely 
too  imposing ;  for  one  is  likely  to  find  themselves  ad- 
miring the  exquisite  carving  of  a  flower,  forgetting  that 
it  ornaments  the  head  of  GiafnYs  daughter.    The  front 
view  of  the  face  is  most  unsatisfactory.    The  eyes, 
which  are  extremely  large  have  an  exceedingly  unin- 
teresting stare,  with  nothing  of  that  expression  which 
is  "in  itself  a  soul."    But  in  taking  a  side  view  o/  the 
head  I  was  at  once  surprized  and  delighted.    The  pro- 
file is  surpassingly  beautiful,  and  presents  to  the  mind 
all  that  the  poet  has  described  in  Zuleika. 
"  Who  hath  not  proved  how  feebly  words  essay 
To  fix  one  spark  of  beauty's  heavenly  ray  ? 
Who  doth  not  feel,  until  his  failing  sight 
Faints  into  dimness  with  its  own  delight, 
His  changing  cheek,  his  sinking  heart  confess 
The  might— the  majesty  of  loveliness  1 
Such  was  Zuleika— such  around  her  shone 
The  nameless  charms  unmarked  by  her  alone ; 
The  light  of  love,  the  purity  of  grace, 
The  mind,  the  music  breathing  from  her  face, 
The  heart  whose  softness  harmonized  the  whole — 
And,  oh !  that  eye  was  in  itself  a  soul !" 

It  is  a  most  singular  feeling  to  turn  from  the  pros- 
pect of  that  which  satisfies  our  sense  of  the  beautiful, 
—from  the  counterpart  of  our  own  ideal,  to  view  the 
same  subject  in  another,  and  a  very  unfavorable  light. 
It  is  like  gazing  at  a  beautiful  soap  bubble  which  more 
than  likely  will  burst  and  fly  in  our  eyes,  producing  a 
sensation  not  at  all  pleasant.    Such  is  the  effect  in 
turning  from  the  contemplation  of  the  profile  of  Craw- 
ford's Zuleika  to  the  front  view  of  the  same.    By  the 
side  of  the  Bride  of  Abydos,  there  is  a  bas-relief  piece 
representing  Christ  blessing  little  children.    This  is 
also  from  the  chisel  of  Mr.  Crawford.    When  looking 
on  the  very  milk  and  water  representation  of  the  Sa- 
viour, I  could  but  think  of  a  verse  by  Peter  Pindar. 
"  Was  our  Redeemer  like  that  wretched  thing 
I  should  not  wonder  that  the  cunning  Jews 
Scorned  to  acknowledge  him  for  king." 
It  is  quite  time  that  we  should  discard  the  idea  of 
the  Saviour  of  mankind  wearing  that  expressionless, 
effeminate   countenance  so  often   awarded   to  him. 
There  is  a  vast  difference  between  the  calm  majesty  of 
conscious  power,  and  the  placid  insipidity  of  weakness. 

Boston  Rover. 
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Kendall's  Santa  Fb  Expedition.— Harper  &  Bro- 
thers. Two  very  neat  and  very  interesting  volumes 
with  the  above  title  have  just  been  issued  by  the  Har- 
pers, being  a  description  of  a  tour  through  Texas  and 
across  the  great  south-western  prairies,  an  account  of 
the  sufferings  and  final  capture  of  the  Texan s,  and 
their  march  as  prisoners  to  the  city  of  Mexico.  The 
volumes  are  illustrated  with  several  fine  and  spirited 
engravings  by  Jordan  &  Halpin,  and  Dick.  Mr  Ken- 
dall was,  and  we  believe  still  is,  one  of  the  editors  of 
the  New  Orleans  Picayune.  He  was  one  of  the  party 
in  that  romantic  and  eventful  expedition,  and  de- 
scribes well  the  remarkable  scenes  and  incidents  they 
met  with.  "All  of  which  he  saw,  and  part  of  which 
he  was." 
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CEMETERY  OF  MOUNT  AUBURN. 

Oura  engraving  this  week  gives  a  fine  view  of  a  port 
tion  of  the  beautiful  cemetery  of  Mount  Auburn, 
which,  aa  moat  of  our  readers  doubdeas  already  know, 
is  situated  about  three  miles  out  of  Boston,  and  is  de- 
cidedly the  most  interesting  and  lovely  spot  appropria- 
ted as  a  resting  place  for  the  dead  in  the  whole  coun- 
try. Greenwood  cemetery  in  Brooklyn,  about  three 
miles  from  New  York,  perhaps  has  capabilities  as  great 
as  Mount  Auburn  for  building  up  a  beautiful  city  of 
the  dead,  but  it  is  yet  comparatively  new,  and  much 
less  improved.  Mount  Auburn  has  been  occupied  we 
believe  something  like  a  dozen  years.  Its  first  tenant 
was  the  celebrated  authoress,  Hannah  Adams.  Spur- 
helm,  the  phrenologist,  and  many  others  both  distin- 
guished and  humble  rest  there. 

As  an  accompaniment  to  the  engraving  we  are  dis- 
posed to  add  the  following  simple  lines,  which  in  spite 
of  their  simplicity,  or  it  may  be  on  account  of  their 
simplicity,  have  had  a  great  popularity.  They  were 
written  more  than  twenty  years  ago,  and  weresug- 
gested  by  real  incidents  that  occurred  at  the  time, 
and  all  substantially  as  related.  The  "three  little 
graves"  were  in  the  beautiful  burying  ground  on  Mount 
Joy,  In  Portland,  Maine ;  and  we  may  add  now,  that 
the  mother  mourner,  who  "  came  to  weep,"  sleeps  by 
the  side  of  her  children.  The  lines  were  published 
anonymously  at  the  time  in  a  Portland  paper,  and  were 
immediately  taken  up  and  circulated  in  newspapers, 
magazines,  school  books,  and  collections  of  poetry. 
They  never  appeared  with  the  author's  name  till  with- 
n  two  or  three  years.  They  have  been  widely  circu- 
lated in  penny  books  for  chilren,  always  anonymous, 
and  the  writer  has  been  delighted  on  more  occasions 
than  one,  and  in  more  cities  than  one,  by  hearing  little 
children,  who  were  utter  strangers  to  him,  repeating 
them  in  the  streets  and  in  by-ways.  Seeing  a  pile  of 
these  little  books  lately  in  one  of  the  largest  wholesale 
bookstores  in  the  city,  we  asked,  "do  you  sell  these  lit- 
tle things  here  V ' 

11  Yes  ever  so  many  of  them,  every  year,"  was  the 
reply. 

THE  THREE    LITTLE  GRAVES. 

BY    8EBA    SMITH. 

'Twas  autumn,  and  the  leaves  were  dry, 

And  rustled  on  the  ground, 
And  chilly  winds  went  whistling  by 

With  low  and  pensive  sound ; 

As  through  the  church-yard's  lone  retreat, 

By  meditation  led, 
I  walked  with  slow  and  cautious  feet 

Above  the  sleeping  dead. 

Three  little  graves,  ranged  side  by  side, 

My  close  attention  drew ; 
O'er  two  the  tall  grass,  bendinp,  sighed, 

And  one  seera'd  fresh  and  new. 

As  lingering  there  I  mused  awhile, 
On  death's  long  dreamless  sleep, 
And  morning  life's  deceitful  smile, 
A  mourner  came  to  weep. 
Toluh«  III.— No  2. 


Her  form  was  bowM,  but  not  with  yean, 
Her  words  were  faint  and  few ; 

And  on  those  little  graves,  her  tears 
DistiU'd  like  evening  dew. 

A  prattling  boy,  some  four  years  old, 
Her  trembling  hand  embrae*d; 

And  from  my  heart,  the  tale  he  told 
Will  never  be  effaced. 

"  Mamma,  now  you  must  love  me  more? 

For  little  sister's  dead ; 
And  t'other  sister  died  before, 

And  brother  too,  you  said. 

Mamma,  what  made  sweet  sister  diet 
She  lovM  me  when  we  played, 

You  told  me  if  I  would  not  cry, 
You'd  show  me  where  she's  laid.'1 

"'Tis  here,  my  child,  that  sister  Hes, 

Deep  buried  in  the  ground ; 
No  light  comes  to  her  little  eyes, 

As  she  can  hear  no  sound." 

"  Mamma,  why  can't  we  take  her  up, 

And  put  her  in  my  bed  7 
I'll  feed  her  from  my  Utile  cup, 

And  then  she  wont  be -dead. 

For  slster'll  be  afraid  to  lie 

In  this  dark  grave  to-night; 
And  she'll  be  very  cold,  and  cry, 

Because  there  is  no  light" 

"No,  sister  is  not  cold,  my  child; 

For  God  who  saw  her  die, 
As  he  look'd  down  from  heaven  and  smiTd, 

Cali'd  her  above  the  sky. 

And  then  her  spirit  quickly  fled 
To  God,  by  whom  'twas  given : 

Her  body  in  the  ground  is  dead ; 
But  sister  lives  in  heaven." 

"  Mamma,  won't  she  be  hungry  there, 

And  want  some  bread  to  eat? 
And  who  will  give  her  clothes  to  wear, 

And  keep  them  clean  and  neat  1 

Papa  must  go  and  carry  some; 

I'll  send  her  all  I've  got; 
And  he  must  bring  sweet  sister  home; 

Mamma,  now  must  he  not?" 

"  No,  my  dear  child,  that  cannot  be ; 

But  if  you're  good  and  true, 
You'll  one  day  go  to  her;  but  she 

Can  never  come  to  you. 

*  Let  little  children  come  to  me.* 

Once  the  good  Saviour  said ; 
And  In  his  arms  she'll  always  be, 

And  God  wUI  give  her  bread." 
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AMBITION'S  VICTIM ; 
Or,  the  New  England  Physician. 

A  TBUB  TALK  OF  RBAL  LIFE. 

BY     MRS.     LUCY     Z.     WELLS. 

All  that  the  majesty  of  mind  commands—* 
All  that  the  heart  of  man  insatiate  craves. 
Is  found  in  Hope's  bright  page ; 
And  yet  the  mighty  majesty  of  mind, 
Ambition,  Fame,  are  mixed  with  earthly  leaven. 

Anonymous. 

"  A  most  incongruous  title"  methinks  some  arrogant 
favorite  of  fortune  exclaims,  with  a  scornful  curl  of  the 
lip.  "  A  physician,  engaged  each  day  in  the  perform- 
ance of  his  quiet  duties,  can  surely  be  little  exposed  to 
the  allurements  of  ambition."  And  is  it  indeed  sol 
Is  there  nothing  in  the  pursuits  of  medical  science  to 
rouse  the  energies  of  the  noblest  minds  1  Surely  it  is 
something  to  explore  the  hidden  riches  of  nature,  and 
the  researches  of  science  and  bend  them  all  to  the  bene- 
ficent aim  of  alleviating  human  sufferings — some- 
thing to  clear  the  clouds  of  gloomy  despondency  from 
a  gifted  mind,  prostrated  to  the  dust  from  sympathy 
with  a  diseased  body — something  to  arrest  the  fleeting 
spirit  when  just  ready  to  depart  from  its  earthly  tene- 
ment, and  give  back  the  loved  one  to  the  embrace  of 
friends  — to  receive  the  blessing  of  those  who  were 
ready  to  perish,  and  to  cause  "  the  widow's  heart  to 
sing  for  joy"  when  the  daughter  who  was  the  sunbeam 
of  her  home,  or  the  son  who  was  the  stay  and  staff  of 
her  declining  years,  is  restored  to  her  after  hope  had 
taken  its  last  lingering  look,  and  all  but  the  skilful, 
untiring  physician  had  abandoned  the  sufferer  in  utter 
despair.  So  thought  Edward  Ralston  as  he  folded  in 
his  arms  his  young  sister  who  had  just  been  rescued 
from  death  by  the  persevering  skill  of  her  medical  at- 
tendant. Edward  was  a  tall,  awkward  looking  boy  of 
fifteen.  He  was  the  youngest  of  four  brothers,  who 
had  all,  except  himself,  left  the  paternal  home  to  seek 
their  fortunes  in  the  far  west.  His  father,  a  small 
former  in  Connecticut,  had  set  his  heart  upon  this  son 
as  the  one  who  should  guide  his  tottering  steps  down 
the  hill  of  life.  For  some  years  every  tree  he  had 
planted  or  pruned,  had  been  for  his  favorite  boy.  The 
neat  stone  walls  with  which  his  farm  was  enclosed,  had 
been  built  for  him— and  as  he  looked  around  on  the 
fruits  of  his  industry  he  would  say  to  himself,  these 
things  will  remind  Ned  of  me  when  my  gray  head  is 
laid  in  the  grave.  Hitherto  Edward  had  silently  ac- 
quiesced in  his  destination.  The  capacities  of  bis  soul 
were  yet  unawakened ;  and  secluded  as  he  was  from 
the  world,  he  hardly  suspected  there  could  be  a  nobler 
occupation  than  digging  the  earth  for  a  subsistence, 
yet  he  was  thoughtful,  and  observing  of  the  operations 
of  nature  to  a  degree,  which  exposed  him  often  to  the 
ridicule  of  his  rough  and  boisterous  school- mates. 
Where  is  Ned?  would  be  the  inquiry  on  the  play 
ground ;  for  the  kindness  and  gentleness  of  his  nature 
made  him  a  universal  favorite.  "  Oh,"  said  a  brawny, 
red-headed  fellow,  "  the  last  time  I  saw  him  he  was 
counting  the  colors  on  a  butterfly's  wing,  and  bottling 
up  a  handful  of  bright  looking  bugs  that  he  had  been 
more  than  an  hour  collecting  in  the  garden— and  he 
tried  to  make  me  believe  they  were  beautiful,  forsooth, 
the  simpleton !  I  believe  he  expects  to  get  a  living 
by  birds  and  butterflies,  and  bits  of  curious  colored 
stone,  and  strange  outlandish  herbs  and  flowers;  for  I 
heard  his  old  father  fretting  about  his  filling  the  kitch- 
en garden  full  of  them."    A  loud  laugh  and  clopping 


of  hands  from  the  merry  group,  bore  testimony  to  the- 
truth  of  their  play-fellows' a  portraiture. 

Such  had  been  the  pursuits  of  Edward's  leisure 
hours  hitherto.  His  father  sometimes,  scolded  and 
sometimes  ridiculed  him ;  but  as  he  was  obedient  and 
industrious  he  generally  suffered  him  to  pursue  his 
own  course  in  quietness.  But  the  time  had  now  come 
which  was  to  give  coloring  to  his  future  destiny ;  and 
when  he  said  to  himself  "  I  will  be  a  physician,"  he 
fixed  his  eye  upon  the  star  which  was  to  guide  his 
course  through  life.  The  capacities  and  aspirations  of 
his  soul  which  had  been  a  sealed  fountain  now  burst 
forth,  and  the  stream  flowed  sparkling  on,  in  equal 
purity  and  increasing  brightness,  to  the  end  of  his  short 
but  brilliant  career.  From  this  moment  the  employ- 
ments of  the  farm  became  a  galling  slavery.  He  pro- 
cured, I  know  not  how,  some  simple  elementary  work* 
on  natural  philosophy,  and  the  structure  of  the  human 
frame,  and  over  these  he  poured  day  and  night.  He- 
soon  began  to  make  experiments  in  the  profession  he 
had  chosen.  Not  a  bruised  foot  or  wounded  finger 
could  be  bound  up  without  his  help— the  lame  old 
horse  who  had  been  a  faithful  servant  of  the  family 
fifteen  years,  was  subjected  to  many  a  surgical  opera- 
tion by  the  young  enthusiast  in  the  full  belief  that  he 
could  make  him  young  again ;  and  the  gray  goose  and 
an  unlucky  sheep,  who  had  each  a  broken  leg,  afforded 
fine  opportunities  for  the  display  of  his  new  powers. 
While  his  experiments  were  confined  to  such  cases, 
his  father  endured  his  vagaries  with  the  patience  of  a 
martyr;  though  he  had  sometimes  muttered  between 
his  teeth  that  he  believed  Ned  was  going  crazy.  But 
unluckily  an  epidemic  among  the  sheep  gave  the  young 
devotee  an  opening  for  his  skill  in  the  Materia  Medica- 
Six  of  his  patients  soon  rested  from  their  cares  and 
sorrows,  and  the  patience  of  his  much  enduring  father 
was  buried  in  the  same  grave  with  them.  "There 
Ned,"  he  exclaimed  in  wrath  as  they  witnessed  the 
dying  struggle  of  the  seventh,  "  take  your  books  and  be 
a  doctor,  and  then  if  nun  are  fools  enough  to  take  your 
drugs,  the  sin  is  their  own ;  but  for  these  poor  innocent 
dumb  beasts,  I  will  not  let  them  suffer  for  your  learn- 
ing." 

Ned's  pale  face  grew  yet  paler,  and  his  full  black 
eyes  looked  as  if  they  would  start  from  their  socket* 
at  this  mortifying  rebuff.  But  he  stole  away  to  his 
little  chamber,  and  soon  lost  the  memory  of  his  defeat 
in  speculations  on  the  cause  why  prescriptions  so 
highly  recommended  for  men,  should  not  prove  equally 
salutary  for  sheep.  In  the  evening  he  seated  himself 
as  usual  by  the  bright  kitchen  fire.  His  mother  whose 
face  beamed  the  very  spirit  of  kindness,  pursued  her 
knitting  quietly;  though  Ned  thought  she  now  and 
then  cast  an  unusually  sorrowful  glance  toward  him. 
His  fair  young  sister,  whose  delicate  frame,  and  lovely 
intelligent  countenance,  suited  ill  with  the  homely 
scene,  was  nestled  close  by  her  side,  arranging 
with  the  taste  of  a  painter  the  various  colors  of  her 
"  patch- work  bed-quilt,"  and  often  looking  from  her 
work  to  cast  glances  of  deep  tenderness  around  on  the 
only  beings  she  had  yet  learned  to  love.  His  father^ 
with  spectacles  on  his  nose,  was  seated  at  a  little 
round  table,  with  the  Bible,  a  volume  of  Fox's  Book 
of  Martyr's  a  Treatise  on  Freedom  of  the  Will,  and  the 
last  newspaper  before  him.  Each  was  tried  in  turn, 
and  thrown  aside  with  an  expression  of  impatience, 
till  at  last  with  a  reverend  air,  he  opened  that  holy  bookr 
which  had  been  his  guide  as  he  toiled  up  the  hill  of 
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life,  and  whose  hopes  and  promises  were  his  solace 
now  that  he  was  descending  the  vale  of  years.  For 
some  moments  be  seemed  to  be  reading,  but  perhaps 
an  acute  observer,  would  have  seen  that  his  thoughts 
were  far  away,  even  from  the  sacred  pages.  At  length 
closing  the  book,  he  pushed  back  his  spectacles,  and 
said  in  a  hoarse  voice,  which  showed  that  he  was 
struggling  to  subdue  strong  emotion, 

11  Ned,  my  boy,  I  believe  your  heart  is  not  here  in 
your  old  father's  home,  and  our  little  (arm,  as  it  used 
to  be." 

Ned  tried  to  answer,  but  his  tongue  was  palsied,  and 
refused  to  move. 

M  Well  my  boy,  I  see  how  it  is ;  you  want  to  be 
pushing  your  way  upward  in  the  world.  God  knows 
I  have  spent  many  a  weary  day  and  night  for  my  boys, 
and  I  hoped  for  one  of  you,  to  watch  over  me  and  your 
old  mother,  when  we  are  children  again.  But  I  never 
yet  tied  the  hand  of  my  boys.  If  you  want  to  try 
your  skill  with  the  rest  in  swimming  on  the  current 
of  life,  why  then  go.  'Tis  little  your  mother  and  I  can 
do  for  you,  b'ut  that  little  you  shall  have,  and  our  bless- 
ing too." 

He  paused,  and  a  slight  twitching  around  the  mouth 
of  the  stern  seeming,  but  kind-hearted  old  man,  alone 
told  what  a  struggle  it  cost  him  to  give  up  the  cherish- 
ed hopes  of  years.  The  mother  silently  wiped  a  tear 
from  her  eye ;  and  Ned  after  many  attempts  to  speak, 
finally  articulated  :  "  Father  you  shall  never  be  asham- 
ed of  me,"  and  then  retreated  to  his  own  room  to  give 
Tent  to  his  full  heart.  And  now  the  way  was  cleared 
before  him,  and  he  proudly  threw  back  the  black  hair 
which  hung  in  masses  over  his  broad  forehead,  and 
said,  I  will  be  something  or  nothing— I  will  rise  in  the 
world,  or— I  will  not  live  to  be  taunted  with  my  fall. 

He  soon  placed  himself  under  the  care  of  the  parish 
minister,  a  man  of  polished  mind,  though  unpretending 
manners,  who  yet  cherished  a  love  for  literature  and 
classic  lore.  He  possessed  a  well  furnished  library, 
to  which  the  young  scholar  had  free  access,  and  here 
while  the  noble,  and  the  learned  of  ancient  days  passed 
before  his  mind's  eye,  he  formed  that  high  standard  of 
intellectual  and  moral  excellence,  which  he  ever  after- 
ward pursued  with  unabated  action.  Here,  too,  while 
poring  over  the  songs  of  the  olden  bards,  was  awa- 
kened that  deep  enthusiastic  love  of  the  beautiful,  and 
that  intense  thirst  for  perfection  in  his  pursuits,  which 
is  ever  the  concomitant  of  high  genius.  When  his 
thoughts  turned  aside  from  the  one  purpose  to  which 
his  highest  energies  were  devoted,  he  luxuriated  in 
dreams  of  loveliness  such  as  exist  only  in  the  fancy  of 
the  poet  But  all  these  imaginings  were  burled  deep 
in  the  recesses  of  his  own  bosom,  for  hitherto  no 
kindred  spirit  had  awakened  the  sympathies  of  his  soul. 
His  books  were  his  world,  and  he  shrunk  with  the  in- 
stinctive delicacy  of  an  imaginative  and  gifted  mind 
from  all  communion  with  the  uncongenial  beings  by 
whom  he  was  surrounded.  The  preparatory  college 
studies  were  mastered  with  a  rapidity  which  astonish- 
ed his  aged  teacher,  and  drew  from  him  many  a  fond 
prediction  of  future  eminence.  Alas!  he  knew  not 
that  he  was  thus  fanning  the  flame  which  was  to  con- 
sume him. 

His  college  life  wrought  a  wonderful  change  in  the 
silent  recluse.  He  found  there  those  who  could  un- 
derstand and  sympathize  with  him ;  and  from  the 
shy,  awkward  boy  he  became  an  intelligent  noble  look- 
ing young  man.    Yet  there  was  even  then  a  careworn 


look,  which  to  a  practised  eye,  told  of  midnight  vigils 
by  the  pale  light — of  hours  stolen  from  needful  slumber 
to  explore  the  exhaustless  mines  of  intellectual  wealth, 
which  were  then  opened  to  his  enraptured  gaze.  The 
day  when  he  left  his  Alma  Mater  was  a  proud  day  for 
him.  He  left  with  the  highest  honors;  and  his  father 
and  young  sister  were  there  to  hear  the  rapturous  plau- 
dits which  his  performance  called  forth.  The  old 
clergyman,  who  was  his  earliest  teacher,  was  there, 
and  the  applause  of  others  was  unheard  when  the 
young  student  saw  his  face  light  up  with  an  exulting 
smile,  and  then  beheld  him  brush  the  unbidden  tear 
from  his  eye.  "  Were  you  satisfied  with  me"  he 
whispered  to  the  delighted  old  man  as  they  dispersed 
among  the  crowd.  "  Yes,  I  was  proud  of  you ;  but 
remember  my  boy,  that  earthly  honors  will  not  pur- 
chase a  seat  in  heaven.  Don't  make  fame  your  idol, 
and  worship  it,  for  you  will  find  it  but  a  faithless  friend 
upon  a  death  bed.  "  I  know  it  well,  my  dear  Sir,  he 
replied— I  will  remember  your  advice,  and  seek  a 
heavenly  treasure — but  now— I  must  press  forward— I 
cannot  pause  now  to  think  of  eternity.  When  I  am 
established  in  my  profession  /  shall  be  satisfied,  and 
then  I  will  follow  your  kind  counsel."  Oh,  how  many 
a  young  heart  has  thus  silenced  the  whispers  of  con- 
science, and  lulled  their  souls  asleep  with  the  vain 
hope  that  the  time  would  come  when  they  should  be 
satisfied  with  wealth,  or  fame,  or  pleasure,  and  be  ready 
to  turn  their  thoughts  toward  heaven.  Did  they  but 
know  that  it  is  at  Bethesda's  fountain  alone  that  the 
heart  can  find  rest,  or  the  fevered  longings  of  the  death- 
lees  mind  can  be  allayed,  they  would  not  turn  scorn- 
fully and  ungratefully  from  the  voice  of  heavenly  com- 
passion which  says  If  any  man  thirst,  let  him  come  to- 
me and  drink.  ***** 
The  traveler  who  is  passing  through  Vermont  is- 
arrested  in  his  course  by  the  beautiful  situation  of  a 
little  village,  on  a  high  swell  of  land  two  miles  from 
the  Connecticut.  In  the  aspect  of  the  hamlet  itself 
there  is  nothing  remarkable.  A  few  neat  quiet  looking 
dwellings  are  dispersed  around  a  verdant  square; 
while  the  ample  church,  which  opens  its  doors  as  a  re- 
fuge appointed  by  heaven  to  point  the  weary  and  the 
broken  hearted  to  that  home  where  sorrow  and  sighing 
shall  flee  away ;  and  the  air  of  quiet  and  repose  which 
hang  as  a  broad  mantle  over  the  scene,  tell  that  there, 
if  any  where  on  earth,  every  warring  passion  in  the 
breast  of  man  should  be  hushed.  It  was  there  that 
young  Ralston  fixed  his  residence,  among  a  people 
simple  indeed  in  their  manners,  but  possessed  of  suf- 
ficient intelligence  to  estimate  and  feel 

"The  power  of  thought,  the  magic  of  the  mind." 
They  possessed,  too,  that  refinement  and  delicacy  of 
feeling  which  results  from  moral  culture.  On  the  Sab- 
bath, every  nook,  and  hill,  and  valley  sent  out  its  In- 
habitants, and  all,  from  the  gray  haired  patriarch  down 
to  the  unconscious  infant,  were  assembled  in  the  house* 
of  prayer.  The  purifying  and  softening  influences  of 
public  worship  were  not  lost  upon  that  unsophisticated 
people.  Their  religious  teacher  was  a  man  of  rnore- 
than  ordinary  intellectual  power.  He  was  ardently 
and  devotedly  pious,  and  possessed  that  singleness  of 
mind  and  energy  of  purpose  which  gives  unlimited 
sway  over  the  minds  of  others.  His  people  had  grown 
up  under  his  teaching— they  loved  and  venerated  him 
as  a  father.  I  knew  him  well,  for  that  quiet  hamlet 
was  the  residence  of  my  maternal  relatives.    Often  In 
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my  childhood  and  early  youth  did  I  listen  to  his  in- 
structions, and  the  tones  of  mingled  kindness  and  se- 
verity with  which  he  would  reprove  the  erring  and  re- 
cal  the  wandering  to  the  path  of  duty,  yet  ring  in  my 
ear.  I  remember,  too,  the  intelligence,  the  acute  dis- 
criminating mind,  and  the  delicacy  of  perception  which 
would  gleam  out  like  sunbeams  through  a  mist,  from 
beneath  the  antique  garb  and  the  unpolished  exterior 
of  many  of  his  parishioners.  Perhaps  the  scenery  by 
which  they  were  surrounded  was  not  without  its  in- 
fluence upon  their  minds  and  hearts. 

They  who  habitually  look  upon  nature  in  her  loveli- 
ness and  grandeur,  especially  if  they  have  been  taught 
to  see  in  the  wonders  of  creation  the  hand  of  unerring 
wisdom  united  with  untiring  love,  and  infinite  power, 
can  hardly  become  enslaved  by  the  base  and  degrading 
passions  of  our  nature.  The  Connecticut  flowed  be- 
neath them,  bordered  by  meadows  which  rivaled. in 
beauty  and  fertility  the  vale  of  Tempe ;  the  curtain  of 
mist  which  hung  over  it  in  the  morning,  was  festoon- 
ed in  ten  thousand  fantastic  shapes  along  the  sides  of 
the  richly  wooded  hills,  now  hiding,  now  revealing  to 
view,  some  deep  glen  or  some  quiet  cottage  scene,  and 
lighted  up  by  the  rising  sun,  reflected  the  gorgeous 
hues  of  the  rainbow ;  while  far  away  in  the  distance, 
the  White  Mountains,  rising  high  toward  heaven,  car- 
ried the  thoughts  to  Him  who  dwclleth  in  light  unap- 
proachable. 

Here  young  Ralston  commenced  his  professional  ca- 
reer. There  was  no  rival  to  obstruct  his  path,  for  his 
superior  powers  and  profound  knowledge  in  his  profes- 
sion, placed  him  at  once  far  above  all  competitors  in 
his  vicinity.  For  a  time  his  progress  was  gradual,  and 
while  needful  slumber  was  allowed,  and  the  Sabbath 
could  be  to  him  a  day  of  rest,  he  bore  up  against  the 
anxiety  which  his  sensitive  mind  endured  when  he  felt 
the  lives  of  others  entrusted  to  his  care.  He  was  con- 
stant in  the  house  of  prayer,  and  there  the  overtasked 
brain,  turned  to  yet  higher  and  nobler  themes,  could 
rest  from  the  depressing  and  exhausting  toils  of  the 
week.  Oh,  the  Sabbath  is  indeed  one  of  Heaven's 
best  gifts  to  man ;  not  less  necessary  is  its  holy  rest  to 
the  cultivated  intellect  and  the  polished  mind,  than  to 
him  who  eats  his  bread  in  the  sweat  of  his  brow.  Then 
In  the  house  of  worship,  in  the  presence  of  the  great 
and  beneficent  Parent  of  all,  the  petty  rivalries  of  lite- 
rary strife  are  forgotten,  the  aspirations  of  ambition 
are  hushed,  and  the  soul  feels  the  nothingness  of  earth- 
born  cares  and  hopes  when  placed  in  competition  with 
the  interests  of  eternity. 

But  soon  with  success  came  an  increase  of  labor  and 
anxiety— labors  more  exhausting,  anxieties  more  de 
pressing,  because  the  best  feelings  of  his  heart,  as  weir 
as  the  energies  of  his  mind  were  all  enlisted  in  the  pro- 
fession he  had  chosen.  And  now  fame  began  to  breathe 
its  seductive  music  in  his  ear.  Not  in  the  coarse  notes 
of  flattery  from  which  a  delicate  mind  shrinks  instinc- 
tively, but  it  came 

"  Like  the  perfumes  on  the  wind 
Which  none  may  stay  or  bind" — 

In  the  half  muttered  "  God  bless  you"  of  the  mo- 
ther who  clasped  again  to  her  bosom  her  little  one,  thai 
seemed  to  her  as  one  raised  from  the  dead—in  the  res- 
pectful look  and  kindly  words  of  the  uncultivated  tiller 
of  the  soil,  a  homage  whose  sincerity  could  not  be  ques- 
tioned—in the  eloquent  though  brief  acknowledgments 
of  the  richly  endowed  and  polished  mind  from  which 


he  had  lifted  the  pall  of  despondency  and  gloom,  cast 
over  the  soul  by  a  diseased  body ;  and  in  the  soft  though 
fervent  tones  of  woman's  admiration  and  woman's  gra- 
titude which  sounded  sweet  in  his  ears  as  his  gentle  sis- 
ter's voice.  Thus  lured  onward,  he  paused  not  in  bis 
career ;  pressing  on,  and  reaching  forward  to  yet  higher 
distinctions  without  consciousness  that  he  needed  rest. 
His  professional  cases  and  duties  absorbed  his  whole 
soul.  He  formed  none  of  those  gentle  and  kindly  ties 
which,  by  dividing  the  thoughts  and  awakening  the 
affections,  tend  to  silence  the  clamors  of  ambition, 
which  ever  cries  "  give,  give !"  No  wife  welcomed  his 
return  to  the  domestic  fireside,  no  little  ones  clung 
fondly  around  him  ;  a  boarding  house  was  his  home, 
and  when  rest  and  relaxation  were  in  his  power,  books 
were  his  only  resource.  But  the  softening  influence 
of  domestic  charities  were  not  all  his  spirit  needed. 
The  hallowing  influence,  the  calming  as  well  as  exal- 
ting hopes  of  the  christian,  were  strangers  to  his  heart. 
He  drank  only  of  earth's  troubled  fountains,  and 
though  he  had  not  yet  found  their  gall  and  bitterness, 
for  life's  cup  still  sparkled  for  him,  he  drank  but  to 
thirst  again  and  again.  Some  years  thus  passed  away 
in  unremitting  labors  on  his  part,  rewarded  by  unri- 
valed fame  within  his  own  circle,  and  it  was  not  a 
narrow  one. 

At  this  period  a  young  man  of  brilliant  talents  and 
fascinating  manners,  offered  his  services  as  physician 
in  the  vicinity  of  Ralston ;  and  soon  after  a  severe  and 
wide  spreading  epidemic  called  for  renewed  exertions, 
while,  at  the  same  time,  it  awakened  fears  that  his 
more  showy  rival  would  have  it  in  his  power  to  sup- 
plant him.  He  now  knew  no  repose  either  of  body  or 
mind.  The  day  was  spent  in  administering  to  the 
sick — the  night  in  making  prescriptions,  and  consul- 
ting his  books.  He  became  emaciated,  and  looked 
pale  and  care-worn.  His  step  once  firm  and  vigorous 
was  now  at  times  alternately  hurried,  or  feeble  and  un- 
steady; and  some,  more  observant  than  others,  no- 
ticed that  he  often  pressed  his  hand  upon  his  brow,  as 
if  thought  and  recollection  cost  him  a  painful  effort. 
These  appearances  were  however  only  momentary. 
On  the  contrary,  there  was  never  before  a  time  when 
his  efforts  and  success  were  so  brilliant.  He  seemed 
indeed  like  a  being  all  soul,  all  spirit.  There  was  a 
dazzling  brightness  in  his  eye,  a  quickness  and  vivid- 
ness in  his  perceptions,  which  inspired  both  admira- 
tion and  awe.  After  a  time,  a  shadow  of  unutterable 
gloom  would  pass  for  a  moment  over  his  countenance, 
and  he  began  to  whisper  to  the  very  few  friends  whom 
he  trusted,  of  strange  fantasies;  he  hinted  of  plots 
formed  against  him ;  and  wild  and  groundless  suspi- 
cions of  his  younger  rival  haunted  his  imagination. 
His  friends  knew  not  whai  to  fear,  but  listened  in  si- 
lent wonder.  At  length,  after  a  day  of  intense  exer- 
tion, he  returned  home  at  a  late  hour  to  his  lodgings, 
and  entering  with  a  pale  and  haggard  look  sunk  appa- 
rently exhausted  in  a  chair.  "  There,  he  has  done  it 
at  last,"  he  muttered  in  a  low  tone,  "  I  have  received 
a  violent  blow  upon  the  top  of  my  head  which  knock- 
ed me  off  my  horse.  How  long  I  lay  insensible  I 
know  not—Oh !  there  is  such  a  weight  here,"  he  whis- 
pered faintly,  putting  his  hand  to  his  head. 

His  kind  hearted  hostess  administered  such  simple 
remedies  as  her  very  limited  knowledge  could  supply; 
but  he  seemed  sinking,  wasting— and  the  powers  of 
his  fine  mind  seemed  rapidly  decaying.  An  incident, 
trifling  in  itself,  first  gave  his  friends  to  fear  thai  the 
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spirit  which  had  been  like  a  powerful  and  sweet  toned 
harp,  vibrating  at  the  slightest  touch,  was  now  hope- 
lessly unstrung  and  shattered.  It  was  a  lovely  even- 
ing in  June.  Supported  on  the  arm  of  his  hostess'  son, 
a  young  man  whose  life  he  had  saved,  and  in  whom 
he  felt  a  deep  interest,  he  was  walking  in  the  garden 
and  enjoying  the  balmy  freshness  of  the  evening  air. 
The  hour  and  the  scene  softened  his  heart,  and  remov- 
ed for  a  time  the  guard  he  habitually  placed  over  the 
expression  of  his  feelings.  He  spoke  of  his  early 
home— of  his  father's  worth,  of  his  mother's  kindness, 
In  tones  of  deep  emotion ;  and  when  he  named  his 
sister,  and  dwelt  on  her  deep  tenderness  and  love  for 
him,  his  voice  faltered.  He  then  alluded  to  his  own 
history— to  his  brilliant  success— to  the  fame  he  had 
acquired— but,  he  continued : 

"  I  have  been  pursuing  a  shadow.  There  has  been 
no  rest,  no  quiet  at  my  heart.  If  I  could  but  know 
that  peace  which  beamed  in  my  beloved  mother's  face, 
when  she  returned  to  us  from  her  sacred  hour  of  se- 
cret communion  with  her  God,  how  gladly  would  I 
lay  down  all— ail  I  have  been  toiling  and  struggling 
for  years  to  obtain.  I  am  like  that  child,"  he  continu- 
ed, pointing  to  a  little  girl  who  was  forming  a  boquet 
of  flowers,  "  see,  she  has  just  grasped  a— a"— he  paus- 
ed, and  pressed  his  hand  upon  his  brow—"  oh,  I  can- 
not remember  the  name— what  is  that  flower  which  is 
surrounded  with  thorns  1" 

"  A  rose  ?"  inquired  his  companion. 

"  Yes,  yes— a  rose  ;  she  has  just  grasped  a  beautiful 
lose,  but  the  leaves  have  all  fallen  at  her  touch,  and 
the  thorns  have  wounded  her  hand.  But  how  strange 
I  could  not  remember  a  name  so  perfectly  familiar  to 
my  memory.  The  truth  is,"  he  continued  in  a  tone  of 
deep  and  melancholy  foreboding,  "  I  am  not,  I  shall 
never  again  be  what  I  have  been.  I  feel  that  I  am 
prostrated.  At  times  I  think  little  of  it— I  suppose  at 
such  times  all  my  powers  are  alike  inert ;  but  when  a 
part  of  my  mind  revives,  so  that  I  feel  the  extent  of 
my  weakness  and  decay,  my  anguish  is  such  that  in- 
sensibility is  preferable." 

This  conversation  was  reported  to  some  of  hisfriends, 
and  alarmed  them.  At  that  time  Dr.  Nathan  Smith, 
whose  skill  and  knowledge  gave  him  a  power  like  in- 
tuition, was  io  the  meridian  of  his  fame.  A  messen- 
ger was  despatched  for  him  by  Ralston's  friends,  who 
had  no  doubt  his  own  impressions  were  correct,  and 
that  he  had  been  injured  by  a  blow  upon  the  head. 
He  came  and  questioned,  and  examined  the  sufferer ; 
and  then  beckoning  the  landlady  out  of  the  room,  ask- 
ed her  of  his  former  habits — of  his  application— his 
hours  of  repose ;  and  his  appearance  when  perplexing 
cases  were  under  his  care. 

"I  cannot  tell  you,  Doctor,"  replied  the  old  lady, 
"  how  he  seemed  in  other  places,  but  I  can  tell  you,  for 
I  shall  never  forget  how  he  looked  and  appeared  when 
my  dear  boy  was  sick  a  few  weeks  since.  He  is  my 
only  child — the  hope  and  slay  of  my  heart  since  his 
poor  lather  was  laid  in  the  gTave.  My  own  doctor  was 
absent  when  he  was  taken  sick  of  the  violent  fever 
which  has  laid  so  many  young  heads  low.  With  a 
heavy  heart  I  sent  for  old  Doctor  K.,  but  Robert  grew 
worse  every  hour,  and  in  three  days  his  cure  was  pro- 
nounced hopeless— no  more  could  be  done  for  him. 
Ah,  these  were  heavy  tidings  for  me !  I  prayed  for 
submission— prayed  that  I  might  be  willing  to  give  up 
my  last  earthly  treasure,  and  go  down  to  my  own  grave 
alone,  with  no  one  to  wipe  the  cold  death-damps  from 


my  brow.  And  I  thought  I  was  willing— thought  I 
could  say  from  the  heart  '  Not  my  will  but  thine,  oh 
God,  be  done.'  But  when  I  sat  down  by  my  boy,  and 
stroked  back  the  curly  hair  from  his  pale  forehead,  and 
felt  that  all  that  I  could  do  was  to  moisten  his  parched 
lips,  and  listen  to  his  quick  low  breathing,  oh,  doctor! 
my  heart  swelled  and  rose,  and  I  thought  I  should  suf- 
focate. I  had  sat  thus  by  him  twelve  hours ;  he  had 
not  opened  his  eyes  nor  spoken,  and  I  had  no  hope  of 
again  hearing  that  voice  which  had  been  my  sweetest 
music.  I  was  bending  over  him  and  listening  to  his 
faint  breathing,  when  I  heard  a  well  known  step.  My 
heart  bounded— it  was  my  own  dear  physician.  But 
when  he  opened  the  door  a  death-like  sickness  came 
over  me.  '  Oh  Doctor,'  said  I, '  you  are  too  late.  Had 
you  come  yesterday  you  might  have  saved  him,  but  he  is 
dying  now.1  I  looked  up'at  him,  and  he  looked  so  pale, 
and  shrivelled,  and  weary  that  I  was  frightened.  ( You 
are  sick  yourself,  said  I. 

'"No,  no,'  he  replied  impatiently;  'what  are  you 
doing  for  Robert  V 

" c  Why,  I  am  only  wetting  his  lips ;  they  told  me  he 
must  die.1 

" '  Die,1  he  replied,  in  a  voice  so  deep  and  stern  that 
I  started,  '  any  body  would  die  so.  There,  take  these,' 
handing  me  some  bitter  drugs, '  put  them  in  hot  water 
and  bring  them  to  me  immediately.' 

"  He  then  threw  off  his  coat,  and  began  rubbing  my 
boy  with  something— I  forget  the  name — but  I  know 
it  is  very  powerful ;  this  he  continued  till  I  brought 
him  the  preparation  he  had  ordered.  When  I  return- 
ed to  the  room  I  was  startled  |at  the  change  in  the  doc- 
tor's appearance.  He  looked  no  longer  pale  and  shrunk 
as  before — I  cannot  tell  you  what  I  thought,  but  it 
seemed  as  if  the  spirit  within  had  changed  him  to  an- 
other man.  There  was  no  look  of  weariness,  but  he 
stood  erect  and  firm ;  his  face  was  flushed,  and  his  eye 
so  bright  that  I  shrunk  from  his  gaze.  He  now  took 
his  station  by  the  bed-side,  and  with  the  fingers  of  one 
hand  pressed  upon  the  pulse  of  the  sufferer,  he  conti- 
nued to  give  him,  once  in  a  few  moments,  what  I  had 
prepared  for  him.  For  some  time  there  was  no  change. 
I  felt  scarcely  a  gleam  of  hope ;  and  there  was  some- 
thing so  strange  in  the  doctor's  appearance,  he  looked 
to  me  so  like  a  bright  spirit,  that  I  almost  left  caring 
for  my  boy  in  wonder  and  anxiety  for  him.  I  at  last 
ventured  to  urge  him  to  take  some  refreshment ;  but 
he  bade  me  disist  in  a  manner  so  different  from  his 
usual  kindness  and  gentleness  toward  me,  that  I  was 
ready  to  weep  afresh. 

" '  My  good  mother,'  said  he,  In  a  tone  which  seem- 
ed to  crave  forgiveness  for  his  apparent  harshness,  '  I 
can  swallow  nothing  now.  I  bave  often,'  he  continued 
with  a  sad  smile,  'gone  without  food  twenty-four 
hours  when  attending  upon  my  patients,  and  now 
when  our  dear  Robert's  life  hangs  by  a  single  hair' — 

"Just  at  that  moment  the  sufferer  drew  a  deep  sigh, 
and  opening  his  eyes  whispered  in  a  low  voice  'dear 
mother.' 

"  I  was  at  his  bed  side  in  a  moment,  and  oh  how  ray 
heart  beat !    But  the  doctor  put  his  finger  on  my  Up*^ 
and  motioned  me  to  be  silent.    Such  a  glad  joyous,*, 
smile  as  passed  over  his  countenance  for  a  moment  aat 
he  looked  at  me— I  shall  never  forget  that  look— and. 
then  turning  his  head  from  me  I  saw  the  tears  fell  drop   . 
by  drop  on  the  floor.    My  son  is  raised  from  the  deads 
he  is  mine  again— but  he  who  saved  his  life" 

"  He  must  die,"  said  Dr.  Smith,  in  a  suppressed . 
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voice.  "I  see  plainly  how  it  is ;  there  is  no  hope,  for 
his  own  fervid  spirit  has  consumed  him.  The  brain 
has  been  over- wrought— ^cr«J  was  the  only  blow  he 
ever  received,  and  he  has  been  in  truth  his  own  des- 
troyer." 

And  it  was  indeed  so,  the  remainder  of  his  sad  story 
is  soon  told.  He  never  recovered  from  that  shock. 
There  were  indeed  occasional  gleams  of  brightness, 
which  served  only  to  render  more  dreary  the  mental 
darkness  that  had  settled  down  like  midnight  gloom 
over  that  brilliant  intellect.  There  were  times  when 
he  seemed  struggling  with  the  incubus  that  weighed 
him  down;  when  he  strove  to  arrest  the  thoughts 
which  flitted  like  shadows  across  his  mind,  and  when 
he  made  painful  efforts  to  give  expression  to  emotions 
that  seemed  for  a  moment  to  be  struggling  for  utter- 
ance. But  it  was  all  in  vain  ;  and  in  a  short  time  even 
these  momentary  efforts  ceased.  Mind  and  body  was- 
ted gradually  and  almost  imperceptibly  away ;  and  be- 
fore the  scene  closed  he  was  reduced  to  almost  child- 
like imbecility.  A  simple  monument  in  the  village 
burying  ground  now  marks  the  spot  where,  at  the  ear- 
ly age  of  thirty-two,  Edward  Ralston  was  laid  in  his 
long  last  home.  Portland^  Maine. 


SONG.— WHAT  MELODY! 

BT    ARTHUR   MORRELL. 

What  melody,  what  melody, 

Though  angels  wake  the  strain, 
Can  e'er  afford  a  charm  for  me, 

Till  Mary  sings  again  ? 
At  early  twilight— blessed  hour ! 

Each  moment,  ah !  how  dear— 
I  hasten  to  my  Mary's  bower, 

Her  song  of  love  to  hear. 

The  robin's  merry  note  of  glee, 

It  joyed  me  once  to  hear ; 
The  nightingale's  sweet  melody 

Once  pleased  my  list'ning  ear; 
But  the  robin's  song,  though  blithe  it  be, 

And  the  nightingale's  sweet  strain, 
Are  warbled  all  in  vain  for  me, 

Till  Mary  sings  again. 

The  dulcimer,  the  mellow  flute, 

When  heard  at  midnight  hour- 
Hie  trilling  sounds  of  harp  and. lute, 

O'er  me  have  lost  their  power. 
No  melody,  no  melody, 

Though  angels  wake  the  strain, 
Can  e'er  afford  a  charm  foj  me, 

Till  Mary  sings  again. 


MY  DOUBLE ; 
Or,  tho  Man  who  is  not  Colonel  Blank. 

BY    O.    y.    HOFFMAN. 

There  are  some  griefs — some  sources  of  serious  an- 
•uoyance,  I  would  say  rather— which  we  can  only  al- 
leviate by  turning  into  a  jest— a  jest  or  a  magazine 
article,  which  many  people  consider  nearly  the  same 
thing.  Like  most  qniet  and  inoffensive  people  I  am 
myself  the  object  of  one  of  these  whimsical  evils,  and 
time  and  again  I  have  been  upon  the  point  of  pouring 
my  sorrows  into  the  ear  of  the  pensive  and  sympathi- 
sing public  through  some  similar  channel  to  that  I  have 


here  chosen.  In  fact  there  must  be  now  among  my 
papers,  somewhere,  a  melancholy  lucubration  written 
some  ten  years  since,  and  bearing  the  same  title  as 
that  which  I  have  here  adopted.  Yes,  I  have  once  be- 
fore made  an  agonized  effort  to  disburden  by  bosom 
of  the  perilous  stuff  that  weighs  upon  it  But  even  as 
the  testament  of  tears  was  placed  in  the  hands  of  the 
printer  an  incident  so  startling,  so  utterly  appalling, 
came  between  the  shuddering  testator  and  the  uncon- 
scious devisees,  that  I  withdrew  the  document  in  dis- 
may. Reader,  a  London  magazine  arrived  here  on  the 
very  day  on  which  my  appeal  to  you  had  passed  into 
the  printer's  hands ;  a  magazine  which  contained  an 
article  bearing  exactly  the  same  title  as  this  before  yoo, 
and  proving — I  don't  know  what  it  proved — I  could 
read  only  the  title,  and  I  remember  only  that  at  the 
words  "  my  double"  I  shrunk  aghast  at  the  accumula- 
tive horrors  of  having  a  quadruple  ! 

Well,  years  have  passed  away,  and  I  come  now 
more  boldly  before  you,  indulgent  and  sympathetic 
reader,  with  the  clear  revelation  of  my  troubles. 

"  My  troubles !"  quoth  ye ;  who  is  /."' 

If  you  will  not  call  upon  me  to  parse  the  latter  limb 
of  that  last  sentence  I  will  tell  you. 

My  name  is  Brown— John  Brown— (a  distant  rela- 
tion of  the  Browns  of  Middlesex  and  Surrey,  England.) 
I  am  a  square  built,  tight  little  fellow,  with  nothing 
peculiar  about  me  save  what  some  might  deem  an  ex- 
cess of  that  physical  characteristic  which  pre-eminently 
distinguishes  the  descendant  of  the  pure  Anglo-Saxon 
from  his  Norman  brother.  I  have  very  short  legs, 
very  long  arms  and  very  red  hands  at  the  extremity  of 
the  latter.  The  rareness  of  this  conformation  among 
my  American  countrymen  might  indeed  attract  more 
attention  to  my  person  in  New  York  than  in  London ; 
still  it  cannot  be  said  to  amount  to  a  deformity,  much 
less  to  annoy  me  with  any  particular  consciousness  of 
persona]  peculiarity.  For  years- 1  walked  the  streets 
with  all  that  happy  .indifference  to  surrounding  objects 
which  is  the  rare  privilege  of  the  unknown  and  the  un- 
obtrusive, and  which  I  still  think,  from  the  freedom 
that  attends  it,  is  worth  more  than  all  the  attentions 
and  privileges  that  are  accorded  to  the  most  favorable 
notoriety. 

I  am  social,  reader,  very  social— but  I  like  to  make 
my  own  law  of  intimacy— to  take  off  the  mask  of  worid- 
liness  only  when  and  with  whom  my  individual  tastes 
or  the  humors  of  the  moment  shall  determine.  We  all 
of  us  have  an  incognito!  for  all  of  us,  however  dear 
may  be  the  opinion  of  some  of  our  fellow-men,  (and 
fellow-women,)  we  all  of  us,  I  say,  at  the  bottom  of 
our  hearts  have  something  which  we  love  much  better 
—our  individual  freedom— our  right  to  move  hither 
and  thither  among  the  crowd,  bearing  no  burden  of 
responsibilities  save  such  as  attach  to  every  orderly 
citizen  of  the  mass.  In  Bhort,  to  most  men  of  sense  I 
presume  the  privacy  of  their  personality  is  at  least  half 
as  dear  as  the  privacy  of  their  souls.  A  man  may  be  of 
so  frank  and  candid  a  humor  that  it  is  his  delight  to 
fling  open  the  portals  of  his  soul  as  freely  as  those  of 
day— may  delight  so  to  fling  open  these  portals  him- 
self, yet  be  vastly  disquieted  when  a  stranger  hand 
would  Intrusively  raise  a  window.  In  short,  however 
women  and  dandies  may  wish  digUo  monstrarf,  (to  be 
pointed  out  with  a  parasol,)  men — or  at  least  thinking 
men— have  enough  within  to  remind  them  painfully  of 
their  individuality,  even  in  a  crowd,  and  that  when 
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they  wish  roost  to  assimilate  unnoticed  with  objects, 
•emotions  and  people  about  them. 

Why,  oh  why  hath  this  delightful  impersonality— 
-this  invaluable  independence  of  obscurity— why,  alas, 
hath  it  been  reft  from  me  ?  I  never  spoke  at  a  "  mass 
meeting"— I  never  delivered  a  public  lecture— I  do  not 
belong  to  the  militia— I  never  sat  at  a  board  of  direc- 
tors—I  am  not  an  autioneer,  nor  yet  am  I  president  of 
any  association  for  doing  any  possible  sort  of  good  to 
mankind.  How  lost  1  my  glorious  freedom  as  an  ab- 
stract quantity,  an  unnamed  unit  of  "the  people?" 
Who  struck  the  fatal  blow  at  my  independence  ?  Who 
singled  me  out  from  the  happy  multitude  of  unnotables 
— stamped  me  with  an  ineffaceable  impress  and  sent 
me  forth  the  walking  label  and  advertisement  of  an- 
other— who? 

My  Double ! 

My  dear  madam,  you  need  not  seem  so  shocked.  I 
mean  no  allusion  to  that  angel,  my  wife.  Mrs.  Brown 
herself  would  smile  with  disdain  at  your  unworthy 
suspicion. 

My  double!  who  is  he?— why,  you,  ma'am,  and 
you,  sir,  both  know  him  perfectly  well  j  you  have  both 
often  mistaken  me  for  him  j  you,  fair  lady,  thanked 
•  me  in  his  name  for  a  prayer  book  I  handed  across  the 
pew  to  you  at  evening. church  last  Sunday;  and  you, 
respected  mister,  looked  thundergusts  at  me  one  day 
-before  the  Astor  House,  because  I  would  not  accept  a 
letter  to  him  that  a  Chicago  correspondent  had  en- 
trusted to  your  care.  My  double,  ladies  and  gentle- 
men, is  none  other  than  my  prototype — a  man  whose 
dapper  form  fits  exactly  into  my  bottle  green  frock— 
whose  long  arms  swing  over  exactly  the  same  number 
of  square  inches  of  Broadway  flagging,  and  whose  one 
red  hand  (he  always  carries  both  gloves  in  the  other,) 
-corruscates  in  front  of  the  Astor  precisely  at  one  o'clock, 
post  meridian,  every  day  in  the  year.  Every  one 
knows  him — every  one  speaks  to  him — certainly  they 
do— everybody  must  of  course  exchange  a  bow  with 
Colonel  Blank  of  the  New  York  state  artillery.  Yea, 
I  see  now  you  know  to  whom  I  allude.  You  have 
known  him  at  concerts,  perhaps,  or  as  chairman  of  a 
society  for  ascertaining  the  condition  of  popular  geo- 
graphical knowledge  at  the  time  when  Shakspere,  in 
his  chart  of  the  Winter's  Tale,  ventured  to  lay  out  a 
sea-port  in  Bohemia  because  there  were  aerft  upon  the 
borders  of  that  ancient  terratime  kingdom.  You  do 
know  Colonel  Blank  1 

Well,  (you  ask,)  and  is  it  such  a  misfortune  to  re- 
semble so  worthy  and  popular  a  character  as  Colonel 
Blank? 

A  misfortune!  good  heavens,  madam,  is  it  no  mls- 
fonue  to  be  known  everywhere  and  pointed  out  every- 
where as  the  man  who  is  not  Colonel  Blank  ? 

It  Is  not,  I  say,  a  positive  calamity  to  have  people 
put  upon  their  guard  against  speaking  to  you  by  mis- 
take ?  to  be  marked,  watched  and  warned  against  as  a 
sort  of  unhappy  natural  swindler,  the  counterfeit  pre- 
sentment, the  notorious  double  of  another  man?— a 
fellow  that  goes  about  as  it  were  in  a  second-hand  body 
— a  form  at  least  so  modeled  after  that  of  another  that 
nature  would  seem  for  the  once  to  have  used  an  old 
mould  in  a  fit  of  economy? 

It  exasperates  me  that  you  can't  see  the  mortifica- 
tion of  the  thing !  Don't  you  see— can  you  not  under- 
stand that  after  all  which  I  have  endeavored  to  convey 
to  you  about  the  love  of  my  own  independence  and 
*he  unobtrusive  but  strong  affection  I  have  for  my  own 


individuality  of  character— don't  you  see  that  this 
Colonel  Blank  not  only  raises  the  window  of  my  pri- 
vacy, but  having  the  greater  claim  of  the  two  to  no* 
toriety,  stamps  me  at  once  as  hie  double  ?  Don't  you 
see,  in  a  word,  that  while  from  the  quietude  of  my 
habits  not  a  breathing  soul  perhaps,  save  my  own  wife, 
will  ever  speak  of  him  in  reference  to  me  as  ••  the  man 
who  looks  so  much  like  John  Brown,"  curiosity  points 
to  me  everywhere  as  "  the  man  who  is  not  Colonel 
JBlank  ?"  Don't  you  see— my  pen  quivers  with  emo- 
lion  as  I  write  it— do  you  or  do  you  not  see,  sir,  that  I 
am  necessarily  therefore  nothing  more  than  something 
pertaining  to  him — that  I  am — am  his  double,  not  he 
mine— in  fine,  that  the  possessive  pronoun  in  the  title 
of  this  article  has  properly  no  business  there  ? 

Ah,  it  breaks  upon  you.  You  do  see  it  all,  and  your 
feelings  begin  to  respond  to  my  appeal  to  your  sympa- 
thy. 

"What  do  I  mean  to  do  about  it?"  Why,  that  is 
the  all-important  question !  What  can  I  do  about  it  ? 
One  thing  only  is  clear  to  me ;  I  must  banish  my  con- 
stitutional dislike  to  publicity  as  I  best  can,  and,  get 
personal  notability  or  notoriety  by  any  means  in  my 
power — my  individual  privacy  is  gone  for  ever,  and  the 
great  object  of  my  efforts  must  now  be  to  establish  in 
some  way  or  other  an  individual  identity.  I  really,  at 
times,  am  disposed  to  compromise  the  matter  in  any 
way ;  to  be  "  The  Ginger-bread  Man,"  "  The  man  in 
the  claret-colored  coat,"  be  any  kind  of  man  per  *«, 
rather  than  the  mere  shadow  of  another ;  "  The  man 
who  is  not  Colonel  Blank." 

'Sdeath,  young  gentleman,  you  laugh,  but  how  would 
you  like  to  be  thus  designated  to  your  beloved  1  Her 
features  attracted  your  gaze  at  Nlblo's;  you  have 
twice  checked  your  horse  to  get  a  fair  look  at  her  form 
as  she  galloped  by  you  among  the  beautiful  glades  of 
Greenwood ;  you  were  her  vis-a-vis  in  a  quadrille  at 
Brighton ;  you  were  dying  to  encircle  her  waist  in  a 
waltz,  your  friend  advanced  to  ask  permission  to  intro- 
duce you.  They  whisper  together— she  looks  at  you — 
she  seems  to  recognize  you.  Has  she  heard  your 
name  favorably  before  ?  and  has  she  been  previously 
interested  by  your  personal  appearance?  Stay)  she 
is  asking  your  friend  to  repeat  your  name — with  what 
well-bred  unconsciousness  you  try  to  catch  her  sweetly 
murmured  comment.  "  Brown— John  Brown,  is  it — 
well,  I've  been  dying  for  years  to  know  that  man's 
name ;  every  one  in  our  set  knows  of  course  that  he  is 
not  Colonel  Blank." 

'Sdeath,  sir,  I  repeat,  would  you  not  feel  at  once 
like  making  "  a  set"— a  world— an  atmosphere  of  your 
own?  Would  you  not  be  ready  on  the  instan^  to 
plunge  into  space  in  search  of  some  planet  where  no 
such  duplicates. of  humanity  were  suffered  to  exist  7 
You  would— I  know  you  would,  had  you  one  spark  of 
true  manhood  about  you ! 

But  you,  sir,  why  do  you  sneer?— you,  I  mean,  "ta- 
lented" author  of  "  Manure  for  Radicalism,  or  the 
Growth  of  Jacobinism  made  Easy."  How  can  you— 
how  dare  you,  sir,  sneer  at  my  sufferings?— you,  who 
with  such  astute  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  such  all 
embracing  love  of  your  fellow-men,  have  taught  the 
sublime  truth  that  "  the  mass  is  everything— the  indi- 
vidual nothing;"  you,  whose  bold  and  energetic  mind 
would  consign  to  priests  and  old  women  the  stale 
preachment  that  "  there  is  more  glory  in  heaven  over 
one  soul,"  &c.— you,  who  with  a  pen  of  fire  would 
marshal  us  on  to  "  attack  and  and  break  down  the  in- 


24 


LYMAN  GRUBB8 


dividual,  but  cherish  and  hatband  the  mass;"— how,  I 
aay,  how  dare  you  deride  my  griefs  at  being  taken  for- 
cibly from  that  "  mass"  and  made  a  man  of  note — a 
quasi  aristocrat  in  my  own  despite— a  patrician  sha- 
dow—a stalking  horse  to  "the  Democracle ?"— " a 
man  that  is  not  Col.  Blank,"  but  so  much  like  him  that 
he  would  do  to  Lynch  instead ! 

I  well  know  that  I  have  now  no  personal  rights— 
that  I  deserve  to  have  none— that  I  lost  all  privilege  as 


LYMAN  GRUBBS: 
An  Autobiography  at  a  Lamp -Poet. 

BT    LAWRENCE    LABREZ. 

Lyman  Grubes  was  a  most  singular  genius— of  that 
species  that  will  bear  watching.  Standing  in  his  shoes, 
he  was  about  six  feet  one  inch  and  a  half,  and  not 
overburdened  with  flesh.  He  was  not  an  industrious 
man— Nature  never  intended  him  for  work,  and  his 
worthy  parent,  paternally,  left  him  in  early  life  to  shift 


a  man  the  instant  I  ceased  to  be  an  integral  portion  o(,  for  himself-the  sainted  spirit  of  his  "anxious  mother  " 
"  the  people."  I  know  this,  I  say,  to  be  a  great  natu- 
ral fact— a  primordial  principle.  But  in  the  name  of 
general — not  individual  freedom— in  the  name]  of  the 
genius  of  universal  freedom,  I  demand  to  know  the 
right  that  any  one  has  thus  to  sever  and  cut  me  away 
from  my  natural  affinities  with  liberty-breathing  ob- 
scurity 1 

"The  mass"  may  indeed,  justly,  at  their  will,  de- 
nounce, detach  and  ostracise  any  particular  member 
of  their  own  enlightened  body.  But  "  the  poople" 
have  for  wise  purposes  delegated  this  extreme  power 
to  certain  executive  officers,  chosen  from  themselves 
by  means  so  mysterious  that  when  these  solemn  offi- 
cers appeal  to  "  their  own  strong  sense  of  public  duty 
and  awful  responsibilities  of  position,'1  we  all  of  us 
feel  that  the  hand  of  Providence  itself  must  have  had 
to  do  with  their  election ;  and  we  feel  in  our  very  souls 
that  the  same  inquisition  of  "  public  opinion"  through 
its  holy  and  infallible  ministers,  clothed  in  the  unde 
filed  vestments  of  the  daily  press,  is  alone  competent 
to  this  office  of  moral  Lynching !  The  newspapers- 
Hot  the  patricians  of  the  Broadway  pavement— the 
newspapers  which,  regardless  of  their  own  prosperity, 
always  study,  "  the  greatest  good  of  the  greatest  num- 
ber"— they  alone  had  the  right  to  single  me  out  from 
among  men— to  strip  me  of  ail  my  privileges  as  one  of 
"  the  majority"  and  brand  me  in  the  public  streets  as 
"  The  man  who  is  not  Col  Blank." 

But,  alas,  it  is  in  vain  to  rebel  against  a  destiny  so 
peculiar— a  destiny  more  terrible  even  than  that  of  the 
ill-starred  Peter  Schemil !  He  was  only  robbed  of  his 
shadow— /—I  have  been  defrauded  of  my  very  self  as 
it  were.  Yes,  cheated  out  of  my  personal  identity,  and 
made  the  shadow,  the  "  phantom  double"  of  another— 
a  forged  chirograph  of  humanity,  a  "  copy  of  an  origi- 
nal done  by  a  pupil"— a  spoon  of  "german  silver,"  a 
plaster  cast,  an  involuntary  daggnereotype,  a  natural 
imposter  who  dare  not  say  that  his  soul  is  his  own ! 


A  tankee  boy  and  a  Dutch  boy  went  to  school  to  a 
Yankee  school- master,  who,  according  to  usage,  in- 
quired, "  What  is  your  name  7"  "  My  name  is  Aaron." 
"Spell  it."  "Great  A,  little  a,  r-o-n."  "That's  a 
man— take  your  seat"    Next  came  the  Dutch  boy. 

"What's  your  name?"  "My  name  is  Hauns." 
«« Spell  it."  "Great  Hauns,  little  Hauns,  r-o-n." 
"  That's  a  man— sit  down." 


A  story  is  told  of  a  preacher,  who  always  borrowed 
a  five  dollar  bill  on  Saturday  night,  and  returned  the 
identical  bill  on  the  Monday  following.  He  was  asked 
by  his  friend  the  reason  why  he  borrowed  and  invari- 
ably returned  the  same  bill.  "  My  dear  sir,"  said  he, 
11 1  can  preach  a  great  deal  better  when  I  have  in  my 
possession  a  little  worldly  independence." 


had  departed  while  he  was  but  a  "  puling  infant ;"  con- 
sequently he  was  compelled  to  labor  in  the  service  of  a 
master;  (he  had  apprenticed  himself  to  a  button  ma- 
ker—not John  Jones,  for  he  might  have  learned  t>ery 
naughty  things;—)  but  when  he  was  "free" — when  he 
became  his  own  master,  (which  he  did  in  advance,  du- 
ring a  fit  of  "precipitation,"  [how  convenient,  some- 
times, are  these  inverted  commas  and  parentheses  to 
help  an  author  out!  of  an  obscurity,])  when  he  became 
his  own  master,  work  was  with  him  but  a  secondary 
consideration,  pleasure  and  dissipation  being  first  on  the 
role  of  his  duties  ;  consequently,  again,  he  was  often 
"  tight,"  or  "strapped,"  Anglice—"  out  of  brads."  The 
first  time  I  saw  him  (I  learned  his  history  afterward)  he 
was  a  picturesque  ruin — seedy,  very  seedy.  He  had  • 
on  a  pair  of  not-the-cleanest  drab  pantaloons  that  fitted 
very  closely  his  small  legs,  strapped  tightly  over  boots 
that  were  shockingly  down  at  the  heel ;  a  rusty  black 
coat  buttoned  up  to  the  chin;  a  very  high  stock,  buck- 
led round  a  very  small  and  long  neck ;  a  white  hat  that 
had  seen  better  (and  whiter)  days ;  a  sandy  beard  of 
seven  days'  growth ;  a  monstrous  kind  of  hungry  stare, 
and  an  attitude  of  angelic  resignation.  Poor  fellow  f 
how  I  did  want  to  sketch  him ;  but  he  was  effere  I 
had  time. 

The  last  time  I  saw  him,  it  was  nearly  the  same  pic- 
ture, but  set  in  a  much  worse  frame!  He  looked  so 
dismally  sad,  that  I  really  asked  myself  if  it  was  possi- 
ble for  anything  with  an  immortal  soul  to  become  so 
degraded.  It  could  not  be  that  he  had  a  solitary  friend 
on  the  earth — a  completely  desolate  being.  It  was  a 
night  in  December.  The  wind  whistled  round  the  cor- 
ners of  the  streets,  myriads  of  bright  stars  twinkled  in 
the  heavens,  and  the  cold  moon  poured  hef  refulgent 
glory  over  the  sleeping  city.  Mr.  Grubbs  was  standing 
on  the  corner  of  a  street,  leaning  against  a  lamp-post. 
His  hat  was  pulled  well  over  his  ears,  and  his  bony 
hands  were  thrust  deeply  into  his  pockets.  The  small 
twigs  upon  the  trees  in  the  park  did  not  tremble  in  the 
cold  wind  more  than  did  unfortunate  Lyman  Grubbs. 
I  was  passing  at  the  time,  and  hearing  a  voice,  and  re- 
cognizing Lyman,  I  was  induced  to  listen.  He  was 
in  a  blue  study— studying  alone,  however.  I  never  be- 
fore knew  him  to  be  melancholy  or  meditative ;  bat 
the  sequel  of  this  may  account  for  it. 

"  Seems  to  me,"  said  he,  "  this  is  a  wery  cold  nighty 
but  I  s'pose  there's  no  helpin'  it,  so  I  must  put  up  with 
it;  but  it's  nothin'  to  me— no!  As  to  that  matter,  the 
world's  as  [cold  naturally,  I  take  it,  as  a  cake  of  ice  ; 
and  I  dont  see  no  use  stoppin'  in  it  any  longer.  I've 
seen  a  good  many  ups  and  downs,  thafs  a  fact ;  but 
lately,  somehow  or  nother,  it's  bin  'nothin'  but  down, 
down  all  the  time  with  me.  I've  stood  on  this  ere 
corner  a  good  many  nights  afore  this,  but  I  never  felt 
so  miserable  like  as  I  do  now.  I  dont  portend  to  know 
how  it  will  end;  but  somehow  or 'nother  I  feel  kind  o* 
sartain  o'  someth'n'.  It  cant  be  much  worse,  how- 
ever, nohow;  that's  one  consolation,  I  take  it. 
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" The  fust  time  I  stood  on  this  ere  comer  was  the 
night  I  ran  away  from  Master  Buttonmould,  arter  I 
stole  his  gold  watch.  That  warn't  only  ten  years  ago. 
It  was  jest  sich  a  night  as  this— wery  cold— wery. 
He'd  gin  me  a  jawin'  that  day,  or  I  shouldn't  ha'  done 
It.  Masters  has  a  good  'eal  to  answer  for,  I  take  it. 
Cruelty  and  oppression  drives  many  an  honest  boy  to 
ruin  that  might  ha'  made  someth'n' ;  but  what's  the 
use  of  my  taJkin'  now?  It's  too  late.  I  didn't  make 
hay  when  the  sun  shined;  and  now  the  sun  don't 
shine.  It's  a  good  while  past  sunset  with  me;  and 
what  makes  it  worse,  it's  wery  cloudy — wery.  I  haint 
got  no  moon  to  shine  as  this  ere  moon  does — no,  not 
so  much  as  a  star.  I  may  think  myself  lucky  if  there 
aint  no  storm  a  brewin'.  I  lay  my  misfort'ns  all  to 
bein'  tempted  by  that  gold  watch.  Master  shouldn't  a 
had  a  gold  watch,  I  take  it ;  he  shouldn't  a  jawed  me, 
anyhow;  that  was  the  fust  start.  I  remember.  I 
come  and  stood  on  this  'ere  wery  corner,  and  asked 
myself  if  I  should  take  the  watch  back.  I  was  a  good 
mind  to ;  but  then  I  was  afeard  of  gittin'  a  lickin',  and 
so  I  didn't  I've  got  a  sperit  above  bein'  licked.  Its 
degradin'  human  natur*  to  lick  any  man ;  and  him  as 
does  it  is  worse  than  a  beast,  I  take  it.  Well,  while  I 
was  thinking  what  to  do,  a  woman  come  along.  I  al- 
ways loved  the  sex.  I  stopp'd  her,  and  we  had  a  chat 
I  asked  her  where  she  lived,  and  she  asked  me  where 
I  lived.  She  told  me  she  kept  a  boardin'  house ;  I  told 
her  I  hadn't  got  none.  She  perposed  to  board  me.  I 
made  a  bargain — the  gold  watch  for  three  months' 
board.  I  went  right  away  with  her,  and  when  we  got 
to  her  house,  she  stuck  me  up  in  the  attic.  I  heard 
strange  noises  that  night.  Next  mornin'  I  found  it 
was  a  strange  sort  of  a  boardin'  house ;  but  I  soon  got 
kind  o'  reconciled.  Howsomever,  'fore  a  week  was 
over,  there  was  a  regMar  row.  Of  course  I  was  in  it- 
it  was  'fore-ordained  I  should  be ;  so  I  got  kicked  into 
the  street,  and  what's  worse,  had  someth'n'  wery  on- 
pleasant  thrown  right  into  my  face.  I  didn't  like  that 
a  bit,  so  I  darned  'em  right  up,  and  cleared  out.  Since 
that  time  my  fort'n's  bin  wery  warygated— wery, 
I  take  it  So  the  watch  turned  out  a  bad  speculation 
-  —I  lost  on  it ;  and  I  wished  I  hadn't  ha'  stole  it,  jest  to 
spite  the  boardin'  house  woman.  A  funny  circum- 
stance happened  next  day,  though;  but  it  come 
wery  nigh  makin'  a  melancholy  endin'  of  me.  Some- 
how or  'nother  when  I  think  on  it  now,  I  kind  o'  wish 
it  had. 

"  You  see,  I  met  some  old  friends,  and  they  asked 
me  to  go  sailin'  with  'em  down  the  bay.  I  was  kind 
o*  feard  of  water  all  the  time,  for  I  never  liked  it  much ; 
but  I  knowed  if  I  told  'em  so,  they'd  laugh  at  me ;  so 
I  went  Noth'n'  wery  partic'lar  happened  till  we  start- 
ed to  come  home,  when  a  white  squall,  or  a  black 
squall,  or  some  squall  or  'nother,  tipped  us  all  into  the 
water.  I  don't  know  exactly  how  it  was  done,  but  I 
never  seed  nothin'  of  my  friends  arter  that  Fust  I 
knowed,  I  found  myself  upon  the  deck  of  an  oyster- 
boat,  and  a  dirty  old  chap  tryin'  to  pour  some  suspi- 
cious brandy  down  my  throat  I  thought  it  better  to 
rewive  than  take  the  brandy,  so  I  jump'd  up.  At  that 
they  all  laughed  out;  so  I  sprung  ashore,  and  made 
myself  scarce  as  soon  as  possible.  That  wery  night  I 
stood  by  this  wery  identical  lamp-post,  and  thought 
seriously  upon  the  warious  wicissitudes  of  human  life, 
and  on  jinin'  the  Moral  Reform  Society. 

"  Now,  was  I  to  call  my  life  a  meller  drammer,  this 
'ud  be  the  end  o'  the  fust  act,  calculatin'  on  the  fillin' 


in  of  the  low  comedy  parts.  I  wish,  somehow,  that 
the  green  curtin  had  dropped  on  it  I  wish  I  was  a 
nigger.  I  don't  b'lieve  they  care  so  much  what  'cornea 
on  'em  as  white  folks  does.  They  aint  naturally  so 
'feard  o'  nothin'.  But,  nigger  or  no  nigger,  its  time  to 
begin  the  second  act— and  that's  a  scrouger,  or  I  aint 
no  judge  o'  nothin'. 

"  Well,  now,  let's  ring  up  the  curtain  for  the  second 
act 

"Arter  my  naughty-call  experiment,  I  found  city  life 
precar'ous— wery ;  so  I  cruises  into  the  country,  or  out 
of  the  country,  for  I  went  to  Jersey.  I  got  along  pooty 
well  for  some  time,  seem*  as  how  I  was  among  the  na- 
tives, but  I  soon  got  so  I  knowed  some  on  'em  right 
well,  'ticularly  the  gender  fair  sex.  Sometimes  I  won- 
der how  I  did  git  along;  but  then  I  come  to  New  York 
once  in  a  while;  and  sometimes  I  poked  over  a  green, 
'un ;  besides,  I  had  a  little  joker  what  was  friendly  to 
me  sometimes,  arter  a  fashion. 

"  Well,  bimeby  I  fell  in  love.  I've  seen  the  day  when 
my  heart  was  wery  susceptible,  'ticularly  to  female 
loveliness.  The  object  of  my  ardency  was  a  little 
Dutch  built  gal,  plump  as  a  pungkin,  and  twice  as 
large,  and  she  could  love  more  natural-like  and  strong- 
er 'n  any  gal  what  I  ever  did  know.  To  cut  a  long 
story  short— for*  ts  gittin  wery  cold,  wery— the  day  was 
fixed  for  our  weddin'.  Here  was  a  fix,  for  the  old  folk* 
was  in  a  mighty  hurry.  What  didn't  make  it  wery 
disagreeable  on  my  part,  the  old  'un  had  plenty  of  tin. 
Well,  I  wanted  some  little  things  to  make  my  outward 
man  look  someth'n'  like.  I  didn't  wish  to  be  trouble- 
some. Howsomever,  I  helped  myself  to  what  was 
wantin',  in  my  own  way,  and  didn't  ask  no  questions* 
There's  where  the  mistake  laid.  Some  people  what 
was  wery  'ficious— p'rhaps  they  was  jealous— said  if  I'd 
do  so  and  so,  they  shouldn't  wonder  if  I'd  steal  if  I  got 
a  chance.  I  wouldn't  ha'  minded  it  had  I  bin  in  New 
York,  'cause  I  could  ha'  got  off  there  in  a  way  I  knows 
on ;  us  chaps  allers  has  plenty  o*  sympathizing  friends 
round  the  Tombs,  in  the  shape  of  nasty,  contaminatin', 
ignorant,  low-bred,  onnat'ralized,  make-b'lieve  lawyers 
—fellers  and  hangers  on  what's  too  darn'd  lazy  to  work 
for  a  livin',  and  too  mean  and  cowardly  to  be  decent 
or  respectable  thieves— these  'ere  chsps  are  allers  ready 
with  their  straw  bail,  as  it's  called,  if  they  can  make  a 
red  cent  out  of  a  wictim.  They  know  how  its  done*. 
But  country  judges  never  knows  nothin' ;  so  I  was  put 
in  an  old  jail  to  keep  from  spilln'.  I  dont  know  what 
my  pertended  said  when  she  beam  tell  on  it,  but  they 
said  it  had  an  effect  on  her.  Poor  critter !  I  was  sorry  r 
but  I  wouldn't  ha'  cared  so  much,  though,  if  I  could 
only  got  a  holt  on  some  of  the  rino.  But  a  jail  couldn't 
keep  me  long;  I  was  bound  to  be  spilt  Ha,  ha! — oh* 
how  wery,  wery  cold  it  is!  It  was  an  old  rack  of  a 
thing,  that  jail,  and  by  a  geed  'eal  of  persewerance,  I 
made  out  to  escape  from  the  second  story  winder  by. 
jumpln'  to  the  ground.  The  noise  started  somebody 
as  had  no  business  to  be  awake,  and  I  run  and  they 
run  arter  me.  Shakspere  says  everybody  as  runs  the 
swfftest  dont  go  the  fastest ;  it  was  jest  so  with  me* 
I  hadn't  run  fur,  when  ker-slosh  I  went  right  into  a- 
muddy  ditch.  « That's  the  time  I  got  you,  my  beauty,' 
sings  out  the  feller  what  was  comin'  arter  me,  as  he 
jumped  forerd  to  catch  me.  *  Nol's  you  knows  on,', 
says  I,  as  I  slung  a  han'full  of  mud  right  slap  In  his 
eyes.  Then  I  lafTd  right  out,  and  afore  he  could  git 
the  mud  out  of  his  eyes,  I  was  streakin'  through  the 
tall  grass  like  a  white-head.    Self-defence,  I  takes  it, 
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is  kind  o'  natural,  but  I  hope  the  feller  didn't  lose  hit 
eye-sight  Jersey  models  terrible  nasty  stuff,  any 
how,  'ticularly  in  the  eyes. 

"The  curtin  may  as  well  come  down  agin  here,  I 
take  it,  makin'  a  tabJux  of  the  ditch,  though  this  ere  is 
a  short  act.  There's  a  good  many  things  cowded  into 
it,  though.  It  took  me  a  good  while  to  play  it.  TJ-ugh ! 
u-u-ugh !  it's  wery  cold— wery  chilly !  I  wonder  that 
the  corporation  don't  pro  wide  some  way  to  keep  folks 
from  freezin'.  It  would  be  wery  comfortable — wery 
acceptable,  and  they  wouldn't  miss  it.  They  don't 
mind  spendin'  money  Fourth  of  July  for  fire-works.  I 
wish  they'd  keep  their  fire-works  for  winter— or  the 
money  they  cost  Oh !  how  many  wretched  critters  it 
would  keep  from  freezin'.  Freezin'  i9  a  terrible  death ! 
—to  be  so  cold!  Oh!  I  wouldn't  like  to  die  such  a 
death!— it  wouldn't  be  natural;  besides,  folk's  dont 
pity  you— they  say  you  died  so  easy !  Oh !  they  dont 
know,  siitin  by  their  comfortable  fires.  But  folks  is 
ignorant  and  unfeelin'  now  to  what  they  used  to  be.  I 
dont  think  I'd  be  so— I  know  I  aint  naturally  hard- 
hearted. Oh !  how  chilly  the  wind  blows !  I  s'pose  I 
must  stand  here  and  freeze,  for  I  dont  know  what  to 
do  nor  where  to  go.  I've  bin  turned  out  doors  three 
or  four  times  to-night,  and  I  haint  got  the  heart  to  try 
agin.  U-u-ugh!  u-u-ugh!  it  is  wery— wery  cold! 
Zero  must  be  at  the  freezin'  pint.  But  I  s'pose  I  must 
go  on  with  another  act— the  third— the  last.  Maybe 
it'll  warm  me.  It  oughter;  there's  a  good  'eal  of  blue 
fire  in  it 

"  Well,  Fate  would  have  me  throw  myself  in  the  city 
agin— I  couldn't  help  that,  you  know.  I've  hearn  say 
it  was  a  good  thing  to  have  friends.  I  dont  know  that. 
They  never  did  me  no  good.  They  was  allers  takin' 
the  "  benefit"  of  my  acts.  Well,  it  was  night  when  I 
come  into  the  city,  and  I  corned  right  to  this  'ere  wery 
identical  lamp-post  to  cogitate  upon  what  was  to  be 
done.  Howsomever,  I  hadn't  ha'  bin  here  long  'fore 
'long  come  Sam  Bevins— I  shall  allers  remember 
Sam,  'cause  he  lick'd  me  oncet  '  Hullo !'  says  Sam. 
4  Hullo  yourself!'  says  I.  *  Whar  ye  go'n' "?  says  Sam. 
c  Nowhere  in  p'  tic'lar,'  says  I.  « What'er  y'  up  to  V  says 
Sam.  *  Noth'n' '  says  I.  So  he  told  me  of  a  plan  to 
rob  a  store.  I  jined  in  in  right  down  airnest,  'cause  I 
had  the  shorts  most  awfully;  besides,  I*knowed  I 
should' nt  lose  noth'n'  if  I  got  nabbed.  So  I  went 
along.  We  get  into  the  store,  stol'd  an  old  coat,  a  pair 
of  trowses,  a  hat,  a  few  pennies  and  a  counterfeit  dol- 
lar bill.  We  didn't  take  none  of  the  goods,  'cause  they 
was  all  iron — we  didn't  know  that  afore,  though ;  but 
mistakes  will  happen  sometimes,  that's  a  fact  Well, 
we'd  got  along  pooty  slick  so  fur,  but  jest  as  we  was 
comin'  out,  I  was  laid  holt  on  by  a  stupid  leather-head, 
whose  grip  warn't  none  o'  the  tenderest.  c  So  my 
covy,  I've  got  you  now;'  and  he  fetch'd  me  a  swat 
over  the  head  that  made  me  think  I  heerd  the  belle 
ringin'  for  fire !  Sam  he  run'd  away,  and  as  he  run'd 
away  he  lafTd.  I  did'nt  take  the  joke ;  but  I  thought, 
somehow  or  'nother,  that  I  seed  Sam  put  his  thumb 
on  his  nose,  and  sing  out :  '  O  Lime !  what  a  grien 
nn!'  I  couldn't  help  that,  you  know.  I  hadn't  done 
nothln'  mean.  I  never  done  but  one  mean  act — that 
was  to  steal  five  dollars  to  go  the  ( Box  Ball;*  but  then 
I  got  an  introduction  to  Boz,  and  danced  with  Missis 
Box;  but  I  didn't  ask  him  to  take  nothin',  and  so  I 
s'pose  he  didn't  like  it ;  that's  why  he  wrote  his  book, 
I  haint  a  doubt— it  stuck  in  his  crop,  so.  However, 
they  say  he  was  mighty  perlite  to  the  serrantsand 


niggers— 'specially  niggers— and  carried  away  their 
good  will.  It's  expected,  when  he  gits  money  enough, 
if  he  dont  love  the  'almighty  dollar'  too  much,  that  he 
will  purchase  freedom  for  all  fhe  slaves  of  the  sooth ! 
I  haint  got  no  faith  in  it,  though.  It's  all  wery  well  in 
its  place— wery.  I've  hearn  that  he's  bin  sick  ever 
sence  he's  bin  home,  and  that  he's  bin  throwin'  up  ter- 
ribly. I  never  seed  much  manners  in  him,  nohow. 
That's  nothin',  though.  You  can't  take  folks  from  the 
kitchen  and  put  'em  into  the  parlor,  and  expect  'em  to 
act  like  somebody.  You  can't  come  to  me  and  tell 
me  what's  what 

"  Well,  fort'nately,  the  result  of  the  buglery  was  to 
be  sent  up.  I  didn't  care  so  much  about  the  sendin1 
up  part;  it  was  the  disgrace  of  the  thing  what  I  look'd 
at  But  I  served  my  time  out  like  a  reg'lar,  and  no 
mistake.  When  the  state  couldn't  afford  to  keep  me 
no  longer,  I  was  let  loose  agin  on  society,  as  they  calls 
it  So  down  I  come  to  New  York,  for  I  know'd  there 
warn't  no  other  place  where  I  would  stand  a  chance  to 
git  a  livin'  In.  But  warn't  I  surprized  when  I  got  here, 
though?  Ruther,  I  takes  it  Folks  didn't  seem  to 
notice  the  ewent  at  all.  There  warn't  no  turn  out  no 
where,  nor  no  guns  fired  when  I  arrived.  I  expected 
they  would  ha'  fired,  for  I  allers  understood  it  was  a 
way  they  had,  and  I  didn't  like  to  be  disappinted,  for  I 
made  great  calculations  on  it— it  kind  o'  s'ported  me, 
like,  through  my  grievous  confinement.  I  understood 
arterwards,  though,  that  the  thing  was  proposed  in  the 
Common  Council,  and  would  ha'  bin  carried,  but  for  a 
foolish  old  alderman,  what  had  more  patriotism  than 
brains,  who  said, 

"  'If  a  gun  was  fired  on  sich  a  disgraceful  occashin, 

he'd  be  d d  if  it  should  ever  be  fired  agin  on  a  Fourth 

of  July— he'd  have  it  thrown  off  the  dock,  fust!' 

"  What  a  blasphemous  idee !  I  shouldn't  wonder  if 
that  'ere  man  was  made  mare,  yit,  for  the  people  are 
jest  darn'd  fools  enough. 

"  Well,  folks  by  this  lime  begun  to  notice  me  more. 
I  use'  to  see  my  name  in  the  papers ;  so  bein'  nat' rally 
modest,  I  made  up  my  mind  to  retire  into  obscurity, 
for  bein'  the  author  of  many  things  what  some  folks  • 
said  warn't  no  credit  to  me'  I  didn't  like  to  put  myself 
in  the  way  of  its  bein'  made  a  '  personal  matter'  on ; 
so  to  make  my  obscurity  sart'n,  I  raised  a  fierce  pair  of 
nasty  lookin'  moustaches— for  they  is  nasty,  and  no 
decent  person  won' t  wear  'em.  I  lost  character  by  'em, 
I  take  it  I  hadn't  no  sooner  got  a  plenty  of  hair  on 
my  upper  lip,  than  every  body  kind  o'  seemed  to  cross 
over  when  I  went  along,  and  a  kind  of  a  sort  of  a  feel- 
all-over-their-pookets  like  expression  about  'em.  How- 
ever, I  larnt  one  thing  about  moustaches— a  man  what 
what  wears  'em  was  never  known  in  this  city  to  have 
his  pockets  pick'd,  'cause  why?— gentlemen  as  does 
that  business  never  has  time  to  throw  avay  on  noth'n'. 
One  thing,  though— I  haint  come  down  to  be  a  beggar, 
yit.  I  despises  a  beggar— I'm  above  that,  anyhow.  I 
allers  got  my  livin'  without  askin'  for  it  I'd  die  before 
I'd  stoop  to  beggin'. 

"  Arter  I  come  down  from  Sing  Sing,  I  got  along 
pooty  well  for  a  lime.  But  lately— that's  the  picter  I 
don't  like  to  look  on.  Fust  in  the  watch-house,  next  in 
the  Tombs— I  like  to  ha'  got  et  up  in  the  Tombs  by  the 
rats— next  agin  on  the  Island.  Its  all  the  one  to  me, 
though.  It  dont  make  no  great  difference  where  I  am. 
I  aint  proud— 'taint  in  the  family  to  be  stuck  up  'boat 
noth'n'.  I've  seen  'my  day,  though.  I've  run  the 
gauntlet    I  haint  got  no  more  capital— I'm  broke.  Fm 
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«cta'Uy  sufPrin'.  My  heart  is  broke,  too,  I  know— 
'heart  and  pocket  broke  together,  long  time  ago.'  I 
taint  got  no  heart  to  do  noth'  a'  no  more.  I'm  freexin', 
too— and  haint  got  no  where  to  go — turned  out  of  eve- 
rywhere—and I  daresn't  pray,  'nothcr;  it  wouldn't 
*eem  nat'ral  like  in  me— besides,  I  don't  know  as  I'd 
Jtnow  how.  I  doubts  if  I  has  any  soul  to  pray  for.  It's 
cold— it's  wery  cold.  If  I  could  git  someth'n'  to  drink 
it  might  do  me  good ;  but  it's  no  use  wishin'— it  wont 
come  no  sooner  for  it.  I  b'lieve  I'm  goin'  to  die  here 
— might  as  well  die  when  I  can't  run  no  longer.  It's 
•cowardly,  though,  when  I  can't  help  myself.  I'll  will 
body  to  the  corporation  to  pay  the  expense  of  berrin' 
me.  Maybe,  though,  they  wont  take  me  out  of  the 
street— they  might  as  well  let  me  stay  with  the  rest  of 
the  rubbish — cats  and  dogs— 'twould  save  trouble,  per- 
haps. They  wont  take  me  up  for  dyin'  in  the  streets. 
'taint  likely;  so  I  aint  afeard.  If  I  had  some  brandy 
—oh,  if  I  had  some  brandy !  Hark !  I  hear  a  singin' 
noise— and  my  head  feels  so  big!  My  heart— my 
lieart— oh !  how  it  pains  me !  What  is  the  matter 
with  me  ?— I  feel  so  1  How  dark  it  is  giltin'— 1  am 
numb— I  am  fallin'  1  O  God !  what  is  the  matter  ?— 
what !— what !  Am  I  dyin'  ?  No !— nb  !-<lon't  let 
me  die!— I  can't  die— not  yet!  I'm  afeard— I  aint 
ready— not  yet !  What  do  I  see  7  Oh,  what  shapes 
— what  horrid  things !  No ! — no !— have  mercy — mer- 
cy— mer " 

Did  the  angel  come  ?  The  spirit  had  fled.  The  de- 
based form  had  fallen  to  the  earth.  The  "green  cur- 
tain" had  dropped  on  the  last  act  of  the  sad  drama  of 
the  life  of  Lyman  Orubbs.  Dare  we  hope  ?  If  so, 
may  we  not  hope  that  the  last  agonizing  cry  for  mercy 
which  echoed  from  the  dying  wretch's  lips  may  have 
wiped  out  years  of  transgression?  Oh,  melancholy  la 
the  fall  of  such! 


£t  is  a  poor  rule  that  wont  work  both  ways.  In  the 
last  week's  Rover  we  had  a  spirited  poem,  address- 
ed "  to  a  sea-bird  on  shore."  As  a  pleasant  contrast 
to  that,  we  give  this  week  "the  land-bird  at  sea,"  by 
-Mrs.  Sigourney. 

TO  A  LAND-BIRD  AT  SEA. 

BY  LIDIA  H.  SIOOURNKT. 

Bied  of  the  land !  what  dost  thou  here  ? 

Lone  wanderer  o'er  a  trackless  bound, 
With  naught  but  frowning  skies  above, 

And  cold,  unfathom'd  seas  around; 

Among  the  shrouds,  with  heaving  breast 
And  drooping  head,  I  see  thee  stand, 

And  pleased  the  coarsest  sailor  climbs, 
To  clasp  thee  in  his  roughen'd  hand. 

And  did' st  thou  follow,  league  on  league, 
Oor  pointed  mast,  thine  only  guide, 

When  but  a  floating  speck  it  seem'd 
On  the  broad  bosom  of  the  tide  ? 

On  far  Newfoundland's  misty  bank, 
Had' st  thou  a  nest,  and  nurslings  fair? 

Or  mid  New  England's  forests  hoar? 

Speak !  speak !  what  tidings  dost  thou  bear  ? 

What  news  from  native  shore  and  home? 

Swift  courier  o'er  the  threatening  tide? 
-Hast  thou  no  folded  scroll  of  love 

Prest  closely  to  thy  panting  side? 


A  bird  of  genius  art  thou  ?  say ! 

With  impulse  high  thy  spirit  stirr'd 
Some  region  unexplored  to  gain, 

And  soar  above  the  common  herd? 

Burns  in  thy  breast  some  kindling  spark 
Like  that  which  fired  the  glowing  mind 

Of  the  adventurous  Genoese, 
An  undiscovered  world  to  find  ? 

Whate'er  thou  wert,  how  sad  thy  fate 
With  wasted  strength  the  goal  to  spy, 

Cling  feebly  to  the  flapping  sail, 
And  at  a  stranger's  feet  to  die. 

Yet,  from  thy  thin  and  bloodless  beak, 
Methinks  a  warning  sigh  doth  creep — 

To  those  who  leave  their  sheltering  home, 
And  lightly  dare  the  dangerous  deep. 
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BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF    "CBGISINO  IN  THE  LA8T  WAR," 
THE    "BEBREB  OF  '7C,"  ETC, 

I  remained  but  a  short  time  in  the  Arrow  after  we 

sailed  finally  from  the  port  of ;  for  happening  to 

fall  in  with  and  capture  a  rakish  little  schooner,  Cap- 
tain Smyth  resolved  to  arm  and  send  her  forth  to  cruise 
against  the  enemy  on  her  own  account  A  long  Tom 
was  accordingly  mounted  on  a  pivot  amid- ships,  a 
complement  of  men  placed  in  her,  and  the  command 
given  to  our  second  lieutenant,  with  myself  for  subor- 
dinate. Thus  equipped,  we  parted  company  from  our 
consort,  who  bore  away  for  the  north,  while  we  were 
to  cruise  in  the  Windward  Passage. 

For  several  days  we  met  with  no  adventure.  The 
weather  was  intensely  sultry.  He  who  has  never  wit- 
nessed a  noontide  calm  on  a  tropical  sea,  can  have  no 
idea  of  the  stifling  heat  of  such  a  situation.  The  sea 
is  like  molten  brass ;  no  breath  of  air  is  stirring ;  the 
atmosphere  is  dry  and  parched  in  the  mouth,  and  the 
heavens  hang  over  all  their  canopy  of  lurid  fire,  in  the 
very  centre  of  which  burns  with  intense  fierceness  the 
meridian  sun.  The  decks,  the  cabin,  and  the  tops  are 
alike  stifling.  The  awnings  may  indeed  afford  a  par- 
tial shelter  from  the  vertical  rays  of  the  sun,  but  no 
breeze  can  be  wooed  down  the  eager  windsail ;  while, 
wherever  a  stray  beam  steals  to  the  deck  through  an 
opening  in  the  canvas,  the  turpentine  oozes  out  and 
boils  in  the  heat,  and  the  planks  become  as  intolerable 
to  the  tread  as  if  a  furnace  was  beneath  them. 

Ij  was  on  one  of  the  hottest  days  of  the  season,  and 
about  a  fortnight  after  we  parted  from  the  Arrow,  that 
we  lay  thus  becalmed.  The  hour  was  high  noon.  I 
atood  panting  for  breath  by  the  weather  railing,  dress- 
ed in  a  thin  jacket  and  without  a  cravat,  feverishly 
looking  out  across  the  ocean  to  discern,  if  possible,  a 
mist  or  a  cloud,  or  other  evidence  of  an  approaching 
breeze.  My  watch  was  in  vain.  There  was  no  ripple 
on  the  deep,  but  a  long  monotonous  undulation  heaved 
the  surface  of  the  water,  which  glittered  far  and  near 
like  a  mirror  in  which  the  sun  is  reflected  vertically, 
paining  and  almost  blinding  the  gaze.  The  schooner 
lay  motionless  on  the  ocean,  the  shadow  of  her  boom 
shivering  in  the  wave,  as  the  swell  undulated  along. 
Silence  reigned  on  the  decks.  To  a  spectator  at  a  dls- 
ance,  who  could  have  beheld  our  motionless  shadow 
in  the  water,  we  would  have  seemed  an  enchanted 
ship,  hanging  midway  betwixt  the  sea  and  sky. 

Noon  passed,  and  the  afternoon  drew  heavily  along, 
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yet  still  no  breeze  arose  to  gladden  our  listless  spirits. 
Two  bells  struck,  and  then  three,  but  the  same  mo- 
notony continued.  Wearied  out  at  length  I  was  about 
turning  from  the  weather  quarter  to  go  below,  when  I 
fancied  I  saw  a  sail  far  down  on  the  horizon.  I  paused 
and  looked  intently  in  the  direction  where  the  welcome 
sight  had  been  visible.  For  a  moment  the  glare  of  the 
sun  and  the  water  prevented  me  from  distinguishing 
with  any  accuracy  whether  what  I  saw  was  really  a 
sail  or  not,  but  at  length  my  doubts  were  removed  by 
the  cry  of  the  look-out  on  the  fore-castle,  and  before 
half  an  hour  it  became  evident  that  the  vessel  to  the 
windward  was  a  square-rigged  craft,  but  of  what  size 
or  character  it  was  impossible  to  dertcrmine. 

"They  must  have  had  a  puff  of  wind  up  yonder," 
remarked  the  second  lieutenant  to  me,  "  or  else  they 
could  not  have  come  within  sight  so  rapidly." 

"But  the  breeze  has  left  them  ere  this,"  I  said,  "for 
they  have  not  moved  for  the  last  quarter  of  an  hour.4' 

"  We  shall  probably  know  nothing  more  of  them  un- 
til nightfall,  for  the  wind  will  scarcely  make  before  sun- 
set, even  if  it  does  then.  He  has  the  weather  guage. 
Until  1  know  something  more  of  him,  I  would  rather 
change  positions." 

"He  is  some  fat  merchantman,"  I  replied;  "we 
will  lighten  his  plethoric  pocket  before  morning." 

During  the  afternoon  the  calm  continued,  our  craft 
and  the  stray  sail  occupying  their  relative  positions. 
Meantime,  innumerable  were  the  conjectures  which 
we  hazarded  as  to  the  character  of  our  neighbor;  and 
again  and  again  were  our  glasses  put  in  requisition  to 
see  If  anything  could  be  discovered  to  decide  our  con- 
flicting opinions.  But  the  royals  of  a  ship,  when  no- 
thing else  of  her  is  visible,  give  scarcely  any  clue  as  to 
her  character ;  and  accordingly  hour  after  hour  passed 
away,  and  we  were  still  altogether  ignorant  respecting 
the  flag  and  strength  of  our  neighbor.  Toward  sunset 
however,  signs  of  a  coming  breeze  began  to  appear  on 
the  seaboard,  and  when  the  luminary  wheeled  his  disc 
down  the  western  line  of  the  horizon,  the  sea  to  the 
windward  was  perceptibly  ruffled. 

"Ah !  there  it  comes  at  last,"  said  the  second  lieu- 
tenant ;  "  and  by  my  halidome,  the  stranger  is  stand- 
ing for  us.  Now,  if  he  will  only  keep  in  his  present 
mind  until  we  can  get  within  range  of  him,  I  am  no 
officer  of  the  United  Colonies  if  I  do  not  give  him  some 
hot  work.  By  St.  George,  the  men  have  had  so  little 
to  do  of  late,  and  they  long  so  eagerly  to  whet  their 
palates,  that  I  would  venture  to  attack  almost  twice 
our  force — ehl  Cavendish!  You  have  had  such  a  dare- 
devil bniBh  with  the  bucaniers  lately  that  I  suppose 
you  think  no  common  enemy  is  worth  a  thought." 

"  Not  altogether,"  said  I ;  "  but  I  think  we  shall 
have  our  wish  gratified.  Yonder  chap  is  certainly 
twice  our  size,  and  he  carries  his  topsails  as  jauntily  as 
a  man-of-war." 

"Faith!  and  you're  right,  Harry,"  said  my  old  mess- 
mate, as  he  shut  the  glass  with  a  jerk,  after  having,  in 
consequence  of  my  last  remark,  taken  a  long  look  at 
the  strange  sail,  "  that's  no  sleepy  merchantman  to 
windward.  But  we'll  swagger  up  to  him,  neverthe- 
less; one  doesn't  like  to  run  away  from  the  first  ship 
one  meets." 

I  could  not  help  smiling  when  I  thought  of  the  ex- 
cuses with  which  the  lieutenant  was  endeavoring  to 
justify  to  himself  his  contemplated  attack  on  a  craft 
that  was  not  only  more  than  twice  our  size,  but  appa- 
rently, an  armed  cruizer,  for  I  knew  the  case  would 


have  been  the  same  if  this  had  been  the  hundredth,  in* 
stead  of  the  first  vessel  he  had  met  after  assuming  a 
separate  command,  as  no  man  in  the  corvette  had  been 
more  notorious  for  the  recklessness  with  which  he  in- 
vited danger.  Perhaps  this  was  the  fault  of  his  cha- 
racter. I  really  believe  that  he  would,  if  dared  to  it, 
have  run  into  Portsmouth  itself;  and  fired  the  British. 
fleet  at  anchor..  In  our  former  days,  when  we  had 
been  fellow  officers  on  board  the  Arrow,  we  had  often 
differed  on  this  trait  in  his  character,  and  perhaps  now 
be  felt  called  on,  from  a  consciousness  of  my  opinion, 
to  make  some  excuse  to  me  for  his  disregard  of  pru- 
dence in  approaching  the  stranger ;  for,  as  soon  as  the 
breeze  had  made,  he  had  close-hauled  the  schooner, 
and,  during  the  conversation  I  have  recorded,  we  were- 
dashing  rapidly  up  toward  the  approaching  ship. 

As  we  drew  nearer  to  the  stranger,  my  worst  suspi- 
cions became  realized.  Her  courses  loomed  up  large 
and  ominous,  and  directly  her  hammock  nettings  ap- 
peared, and  then  her  ports  opened  to  our  view,  six  on- 
a  side ;  while,  almost  instantaneously  with  our  disco- 
very of  her  force,  a  roll  of  bunting  shot  up  to  her  gaflj 
and,  unrolling,  disclosed  the  cross  of  St.  George. 
There  was  now  no  escape.  The  enemy  had  the  wea- 
ther gague,  and  was  almost  within  closing  distance. 
However  prudent  a  more  wary  approach  might  have 
been  hitherto,  there  was  no  longer  any  reason  for  the 
exercise  of  caution.  It  would  be  impossible  for  us 
now  to  avoid  a  combat,  or  to  get  to  windward  by  any 
manoeuvre ;  and  to  have  attempted  to  escape  by  going 
off  before  the  wind  would  have  been  madness,  since  of 
all  points  of  sailing,  that  was  the  worst  for  our  little 
craft.  Gloomy,  therefore,  as  the  prospect  appeared  for 
us,  there  was  no  hesitation,  but  each  man,  as  the  drum 
called  us  to  quarters,  hurried  to  his  post  with  as  much 
alacrity  as  if  wo  were  about  to  engage  an  inferior  force, 
instead  of  one  so  overwhelmingly  our  superior. 

The  moon  had  by  this  time  risen  and  was  calmly 
sailing  on,  far  up  in  the  blue  ether,  silvering  the  deep 
with  her  gentle  radiance,  and  showering  a  flood  of 
sparkles  on  every  billowy  crest  that  rolled  up  and  shiv- 
ered in  her  light.  Everywhere  objects  were  discerni- 
ble with  as  much  distinctness  as  under  the  noon- day 
sun.  The  breeze  sang  through  our  rigging  with  a  joy- 
ous sound,  singularly  pleasing  after  the  silence  and- 
monotony  of  the  day;  and  the  waves  that  parted 
beneath  our  cutwater  rolled  glittering  astern  along  our 
sides,  while  ever  and  anon  some  billow,  larger  than  its- 
follows,  broke  over  the  bow,  sending  its  foam  crackling 
back  to  the  foremast.  Around  the  deck  our  men  were 
gathered,  each  one  beside  his  allotted  gun,  silently 
awaiting  the  moment  of  attack.  The  cutlasses  had 
been  served  out ;  the  boarding  pikes  and  muskets  were 
placed  convenient  for  use;  the  balls  had  already  been 
brought  on  deck;  and  we  only  waited  for  some  demon- 
stration on  the  part  of  the  foe  to  open  our  magazine 
and  commence  the  combat  in  earnest.  At  length,  when, 
we  were  rapidly  closing  with  him,  the  enemy  yawed, 
and  directly  a  shot  whistled  high  over  us. 

"  Too  lofty  by  far,  old  jackanapes,"  said  the  captain 
of  our  long  Tom,  "  we'll  pepper  you  after  a  different 
fashion  when  it  comes  to  our  turn  to  serve  out  the  iron 
potatoes.  Ah!  the  skipper's  tired  of  being  silent,"  he 
continued,  as  Mr.  Vinton  ordered  the  old  veteran  to- 
discharge  his  favorite  piece,  "  we'll  soon  see  who  can. 
play  at  chuck-farthing  the  best,  my  hearty.  Rowse 
away,  boys,  with  that  rammer— now  we  have  her  in  a, 
line— a  little  lower,  just  a  trifle  more— that's  it— there 
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she  goes;"  and  as  he  applied  the  match,  the  flame 
streamed  from  the  mouth  of  the  gun,  a  sharp,  quick 
report  followed,  and  the  smoke,  clinging  a  moment 
around  the  piece  in  a  white  mass,  broke  into  fragments 
and  eddied  away  to  leeward  on  the  gale ;  while  the  old 
Teteran,  stepping  hastily  aside,  placed  his  hand  over 
his  eyes,  and  gazed  after  the  shot,  with  an  expression 
of  Intense  cariosity  stamped  on  every  feature  of  his 
lace.  Directly  an  exulting  smile  broke  over  his  coun- 
tenance, as  the  fore-top-sail  of  the  ship  fell— the  ball 
hiving  hit  the  yard. 

"By  the  holy  and  thrue  cross,"  said  a  mercurial 
Irishman  of  the  old  veteran's  crew,  "but  he  has  it  there 
— hurrah !  Give  it  to  him  nately  again— it's  the  early 
thrush  that  catches  the  early  worm." 

"  Home  with  the  ball  there,  my  hearties,"  sung  out 
<che  elated  veteran,  "  she  is  yawing  to  let  drive  at  us — 
there  it  comes.    Give  her  as  good  as  she  sends." 

The  enemy  was  still,  however,  at  too  great  a  distance 
to  render  her  fire  dangerous,  and  after  a  third  shot  had 
been  exchanged  betwixt  us — for  the  stranger  appeared 
to  have,  like  ourselves,  but  a  single  long  gun  of  any 
weight — this  distant  and  uncertain  firing  ceased,  and 
both  craft  drew  steadily  toward  each  other,  determined 
to  fight  the  combat,  as  a  gallant  combat  should  be 
tfbught,  yard  arm  to  yard  arm. 

The  wind  had  now  freshened  considerably,  and  we 
made  our  way  through  the  water  at  the  rate  of  six  knots 
an  hour.  This  soon  brought  us  on  the  bows  of  the 
foe.  Our  guns,  meanwhile,  had  been  hastily  shifted 
from  the  starboard  to  the  larboard  side,  so  that  our 
whole  armament  could  be  brought  to  bear  at  once  on 
-the  ship.  As  we  drew  up  toward  the  enemy  a  profound 
.silence  reigned  on  our  deck — each  man,  as  he  stood  at 
his  gun,  watching  her  with  curious  interest  We  could 
see  that  her  decks  were  well  filled  with  defenders,  and 
that  marksmen  had  been  posted  in  the  tops  to  pick  off 
our  crew.  But  no  eye  quailed,  no  nerve  flinched,  as 
we  looked  on  this  formidable  array.  We  felt  that  there 
was  nothing  left  for  us  but  to  fight,  since  flight  was 
alike  dishonorable  and  impossible. 

At  length  we  were  within  pistol  shot  of  the  foe,  and 
-drawing  close  on  to  his  bows.  The  critical  moment 
.had  come.  That  indefinable  feeling  which  even  a 
brave  man  will  feel  when  about  engaging  in  a  mortal 
combat,  shot  through  our  frame  as  we  saw  that  our 
-bowsprit  was  overlapping  that  of  the  enemy,  and  knew 
that  in  another  minute  some  of  us  would  perhaps  be 
In  another  world.  But  there  was  little  time  for  such 
reflections  now.  The  two  vessels,  each  going  on  a 
different  tack,  rapidly  shot  by  each  other,  and,  in  less 
time  than  I  have  taken  to  describe  it,  we  lay  broadside. 
to  broadside,  with  our  bows  on  the  stern  of  the  foe?  and 
our  tafferel  opposite  his  foremast.  Until  now  not  a 
word  had  been  spoken  on  board  either  ship ;  but  the 
moment  the  command  to  fire  was  passed  from  gun  to 
gun,  a  sheet  of  flame  instantaneously  rolled  along  our 
aides,  making  our  light  craft  quiver  in  every  timber. 
The  rending  of  timbers,  the  crash  of  spars,  and  the 
shrieks  of  the  wounded,  heard  over  even  the  battle, 
told  us  that  the  Iron  missiles  had  sped  home,  bearing 
destruction  with  them.  A  momentary  pause  ensued, 
as  if  the  crew  of  the  enemy  had  been  thrown  into  a 
temporary  disorder— but  the  delay  was  only  that  of  a 
second  or  two — and  then  came  in  return  the  broadside 
of  the  foe.  But  this  momentary  disorder  had  injured 
the  aim  of  the  Englishman,  and  most  of  his  balls  pas- 
sed overhead,  doing  considerable  injury  however  to  the 


rigging.  Our  men  had  laid  flat  on  the  deck  after  our 
discharge,  since  our  low  bulwarks  afforded  scarcely 
any  protection  against  the  fire  of  the  enemy,  and  when, 
therefore,  his  broadside  came  hurtling  upon  us,  the 
number  of  our  wounded  was  far  less  than  under  other 
circumstances  would  have  been  possible. 

"Thank  God  1  the  first  broadside  is  over,"  I  Invol- 
untarily exclaimed,  "  and  we  have  the  best  of  it." 

"  Huzza !  we'll  whip  him  yet,  my  hearties,"  shouted 
the  captain  of  our  long  Tom ;  "give  it  to  him  with  a 
will  now— pepper  his  supper  well  for  him.  Old  Mar- 
blehead,  after  all,  against  the  world  1" 

With  the  word  our  men  sprang  up  from  the  decks, 
and  waving  their  arms  on  high,  gave  vent  to  an  enthu- 
siastic shout  ere  they  commenced  re-loading  their  guns. 
The  enemy  replied  with  a  cheer,  but  it  was  less  hearty 
than  that  of  our  own  men.  Little  time,  however,  was 
lost  on  either  side  in  these  bravadoes ;  for  all  were  alike 
conscious  that  victory  hung,  as  yet,  trembling  in  the 
scales. 

"  Out  with  her— aye !  there  she  has  it,"  shouted  a 
grim  veteran  in  my  division,  "  down  with  the  rascally 
Britisher." 

"  Huzza  for  St.  George,"  came  hoarsely  back  in 
reply,  as  the  roar  of  the  gun  died  on  the  air,  and,  at  the 
words,  a  ball  whizzed  over  my  shoulders,  and  striking 
a  poor  fellow  behind  me  on  the  neck,  cut  the  head  off 
at  the  shoulders,  and  while  it  bore  the  skull  with  it  in 
its  flight,  left  the  headless  trunk  spouting  its  blood,  as 
if  from  the  jet  of  an  engine,  over  the  decks.  I  turned 
away  sickened  from  the  sight.  The  messmates  of  the 
murdered  man  saw  the  horrid  sight,  but  they  said  no- 
thing, although  the  terrible  energy  with  which  they 
jerked  out  the  gun,  told  the  fierceness  of  their  revenge- 
ful feelings.  Well  did  their  ball  do  its  mission ;  for  as 
the  smoke  eddied  momentarily  away  from  the  decks  of 
the  enemy,  I  saw  the  missile  dismount  the  gun  which 
had  fired  the  last  deadly  shot,  scattering  the  fragments 
wildly  about,  while  the  appalling  shrieks  which  folow- 
ed  the  accident  told  that  more  than  one  of  the  foe  had 
suffered  by  that  fatal  ball. 

"We've  revenged  poor  Jack,  my  lads,"  said  the 
captain  of  the  gun—"  away  with  her  again.  A  few 
more  such  shots  and  the  day's  our  own." 

The  combat  was  now  at  its  height.  Each  man  of 
our  crew  worked  as  if  conscious  that  victory  hung  on 
his  own  arm,  nor  did  the  enemy  appear  to  be  less  de- 
termined to  win  the  day.  The  guns  on  either  side 
were  plied  with  fearful  rapidity  and  precision.  Our 
craft  was  beginning  to  be  dreadfully  cut  up,  we  had 
received  a  shot  in  the  foremast  that  threatened  mo- 
mentarily to  bring  it  down,  and  at  every  'discharge  of 
the  enemy's  guns  one  or  more  of  our  little  crew  fell 
wounded  at  his  post.  But  if  we  suffered  so  severely 
it  was  evident  that  we  had  our  revenge  on  the  foe. 
Already  his  mizzen  mast  had  gone  by  the  board,  and 
two  of  his  guns  were  dismounted.  1  fancied  once  or 
twice  that  his  fire  slackened,  but  the  dense  canopy  of 
smoke  that  shrouded  his  decks  and  hung  on  the  face 
of  the  water,  prevented  me  from  observing  with  any 
certainty,  the  full  extent  of  the  damage  we  had  done 
to  the  enemy. 

For  some  minutes  longer  the  conflict  continued  with 
unabated  vigor  on  the  part  of  our  crew ;  but  at  the  end 
of  that  period  the  fire  of  the  Englishman  sensibly 
slackened.  I  could  scarcely  believe  that  our  success 
had  been  so  decisive,  but,  in  a  few  minutes  longer,  the 
guns  of  the  enemy  were  altogether  ailenced,  and  di- 
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vectry  afterward  a  Toiee  hailed  from  him,  laying  that 
he  had  surrendered.  The  announcement  was  met  by 
a  loud  cheer  from  our  brave  tars,  and  as  the  two  ves- 
sels had  now  fallen  a  considerable  distance  apart,  the 
second  lieutenant  determined  to  send  a  boat  on  board 
and  take  possession.  Accordingly,  with  a  crew  of 
about  a  dozen  men,  I  pushed  off  from  the  sides  of  our 
battered  craft. 

As  we  drew  out  of  the  smoke  of  the  battle  we  be- 
gan to  see  the  real  extent  of  the  damage  we  had  done. 
The  ship  of  the  enemy  lay  almost  a  perfect  wreck  on 
the  water,  her  foremast  and  mizzen  mast  having  both 
fallen  over  her  side ;  while  her  hull  was  pierced  in  a 
continuous  line,  just  above  water  mark,  with  our  balls. 
Here  and  there  her  bulwarks  had  been  driven  in,  and 
her  whole  appearance  betokened  the  accuracy  of  our 
aim.  I  turned  to  look  at  the  schooner.  She  was 
scarcely  in  a  better  condition,  for  the  foremast  had  by 
this  time  given  way,  and  her  whole  larboard  side  was 
riddled  with  the  enemy's  shot.  A  dark  red  stream  was 
pouring  out  from  her  scuppers,  just  abaft  the  main- 
mast. Alas !  I  well  knew  how  terrible  had  been  the 
slaughter  in  that  particular  spot.  I  turned  my  eyes 
from  the  melancholy  spectacle,  and  looked  upward 
to  the  calm  moon  sailing  in  the  clear  azure  sky  far 
overhead.  The  placid  countenance  of  the  planet  seem- 
ed to  speak  a  reproof  on  the  angry  passions  of  man.  A 
moment  afterward  we  reached  the  captured  ship. 

/As  I  stepped  on  deck  I  noticed  that  not  one  solitary 
individual  was  to  be  seen;  but  in  the  shattered  gun- 
carriage,  and  the  dark  stains  of  blood  on  the  deck,  I 
beheld  the  evidences  of  the  late  combat.  The  whole 
crew  had  apparently  retreated  below.  At  this  instant, 
however,  a  head  appeared  above  the  hatchway  and 
instantly  vanished.  I  was  not  long  in  doubt  as  to  the 
meaning  of  this  strange  conduct,  for,  almost  immedi- 
ately a  score  of  armed  men  rushed  up  the  hatchway, 
and  advancing  toward  us  demanded  our  surrender.  I 
saw  at  once  the  dishonorable  stratagem.  Stung  to 
madness  by  the  perfidy  of  the  enemy,  I  sprang  back  a 
few  steps  to  my  men,  and  rallying  them  around  me, 
bid  the  foe  come  on.  They  rushed  instantly  upon  us, 
and  in  a  moment  we  were  engaged  in  as  desperate  a 
melee  as  I  had  ever  seen. 

"Stand  fast,  my  brave  lads,"  I  cried,  "give  not  an 
inch  to  the  cowardly  and  perfidious  villains." 

"  Gut  him  down,  and  sweep  them  from  the  decks," 
cried  the  leader  of  the  men,  stung  to  the  quick  by 
the  taunt  of  cowardice.  "St.  George  against  the  re- 
bels." 

A  brawny  desperado  at  the  words  made  a  blow  at 
me  with  his  cutlass,  but  hastily  warding  it  off  I  snatch- 
ed a  pistol  from  my  belt,  and  fired  at  my  antagonist, 
who  feil  dead  to  the  deck.  The  next  instant  the  com- 
bat became  general.  Man  to  man,  and  foot  to  foot, 
we  fought,  desperately  contesting  every  inch  of  deck, 
each  party  being  conscious  that  the  struggle  was  one 
of  life  or  death.  The  clashing  of  cutlasses,  the  crack 
of  fire-arms,  the  oaths,  the  shouts,  the  bravado,  the 
shrieks  of  the  wounded,  and  the  dull  heavy  fall  of  the 
dead  on  the  deck,  were  the  only  sounds  of  which  we 
were  conscious  during  that  terrible  melee^  and  these 
came  to  our  ears  not  in  their  usual  distinctness,  but 
mingled  into  one  fearful  and  indescribable  uproar. 
For  myself,  I  scarcely  heard  the  tumult.  My,  whole 
being  was  occupied  in  defending  myself  against  a  Her- 
culean ruffian  who  seemed  to  have  singled  me  out 
from  my  crew,  and  whom  it  required  all  my  skill  at 


my  weapon  to  keep  at  bay.  I  saw  nothing  but  the  fe- 
rocious eye  of  my  adversary ;  I  heard  only  the  quick 
rattle  of  our  blades.  I  have  said  once  before  that  my 
proficiency  at  my  weapon  had  passed  into  a  proverb 
with  my  messmates,  and  had  I  not  been  such  a  mas- 
ter of  my  art,  I  should,  on  the  present  occasion,  have 
fallen  a  victim  to  my  antagonist.  As  it  was,  I  receiv- 
ed a  sharp  wound  in  the  arm,  and  was  so  hotly  press- 
ed by  my  vigorous  foe  that  I  was  forced  to  give  way. 
But  this  temporary  triumph  proved  the  destruction  of 
my  antagonist.  -Flushed  with  success,  he  forgot  his 
wariness,  and  made  a  lunge  at  me  which  left  him  un- 
protected. I  moved  quickly  aside,  and  seizing  my  ad- 
vantage, had  buried  my  steel  in  his  heart  before  his 
own  sword  had  lost  the  impetus  given  to  it  by  his  arm. 
As  I  drew  out  the  reeking  blade,  I  became  aware,  for 
the  first  time,  of  the  wild  tumult  of  sounds  around  me. 
A  hasty  glance  assured  me  that  we  barely  maintained 
our  ground,  while  several  of  my  brave  fellows  lay  on 
the  deck  wounded  or  dying ;  but  before  I  could  see 
whether  the  ranks  of  the  foe  had  been  equally  thinnedV 
and  while  yet  scarcely  an  instant  had  passed  since  the 
fall  of  my  antagonist,  a  loud,  clear  huzza,  swelling 
over  the  din  of  the  conflict,  rose  at  my  side,  and,  turn- 
ing quickly  around,  I  saw  to  my  joy  that  the  ahout 
proceeded  from  a  dozen  of  our  tars  who  had  reached 
us  at  that  moment  in  a  boat  from  the  schooner.  In  an 
instant  they  were  on  deck. 

"  Down  with  the  traitors— no  quarter— hew  them  to 
the  deck,"  shouted  our  indignant  messmates  as  they 
dashed  on  the  assailants.  But  the  enemy  dfd  not  wait 
to  try  the  issue  of  the  combat.  Seized  with  a  sudden 
panic,  they  fled  in  all  directions,  a  few  jumping  over- 
board, but  most  of  them  tumbling  head-long  down  the 
hatchways. 

We  were  now  masters  of  the  deck.  As  I  instantly 
guessed,  the  report  of  the  fire-arms  had  been  heard  on 
board  the  schooner,  when,  suspecting  foul  play,  a  boat 
had  instantly  pushed  off  to  our  rescue. 

"A  narrow  escape,  by  Jove!"  said  my  messmate 
who  had  come  to  my  aid,  "  these  traitorous  cowards 
had  well  nigh  overpowered  you,  and  if  they  could  have 
cut  your  little  party  off  they  would,  I  suppose,  have 
made  another  attempt  on  the  schooner — God  confound 
the  rascals !" 

"Your  arrival  was  most  opportune,"  said  I,  "a  few 
minutes  later  and  it  would  have  been  of  no  avail." 
And  then,  as  I  ran  my  eye  over  our  comparatively  gi- 
gantic (oet  I  could  not  restrain  the  remark,  "It  is  a 
wonder  to  me  how  we  conquered." 

"  Faith,  and  you  may  well  say  that,"  laughingly  re- 
joined my  messmate ;  "  it  will  be  something  to  talk 
of  hereafter.  But  the  schooner  hasn't  come  off,"  he 
added,  glancing  at  our  craft,  "  without  the  marks  of 
this  fellow's  teeth.  But  I  had  forgot  to  ask  who  or 
what  the  rascal  is." 

The  prize  proved  to  be  a  privateer.  She  had  receiv- 
ed so  many  shot  in  her  hull,  and  was  already  leaking 
so  fast,  that  we  concluded  to  remove  the  prisoners  and 
blow  her  up.  Her  crew  were  accordingly  ordered  one 
by  one  on  deck,  handcuffed,  and  transferred  to  the 
schooner.  Then  I  laid  a  train,  lighted  it  and  put  off 
from  the  prize.  Before  I  reached  our  craft— which  by 
this  time  had  been  removed  to  some  distance — the 
ship  blew  up. 

We  rigged  a  jury  mast,  and  by  its  aid  reached 
Charleston,  where  we  refitted.    Our  capture  gave  us- 
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no  little  reputation,  and  while  we  remained  in  port 
we  were  lionized  to  our  hearta'  content 

Eager,  however,  to  continue  the  career  so  gloriously 
begun,  we  staid  at  Charleston  no  longer  than  was  ab- 
solutely necessary  to  repair  our  damages.  In  less  than 
a  fortnight  we  left  the  harbor,  and  made  sail  again  for 
the  south. 


CHILDHOOD  AND  HI8  VISITORS. 

Once  on  a  time  when  tunny  May 
Was  kissing  at  the  April  showers, 

I  saw  fair  childhood  hard  at  play 
Upon  a  bank  of  blushing  flowers ; 

Happy— he  knew  not  whence  or  how; 
And  smiling— who  could  choose  but  love  him? 

For  not  more  glad  than  Childhood's  brow, 
Was  the  blue  heaven  that  breathed  above  him; 

Old  Time,  in  most  appalling  wrath, 
That  valley's  green  repose  invaded ; 

The  brooks  grew  dry  upon  his  path, 
The  birds  grew  mute,  the  lilies  faded, 

But  Time  so  swiftly  winged  his  flight 
In  haste  a  Grecian  tomb  to  batter, 

That  Childhood  watched  his  paper  kite, 
And  knew  just  nothing  of  the  matter. 

With  curling  lip  and  glancing  eye, 
Guilt  gazed  upon  the  scene  a  minute, 

But*Childhood's  glance  of  purity, 
Had  such  a  holy  spell  within  it, 

That  the  dark  demon  to  the  air 
Spread  forth  again  bis  baffled  pinion, 

And  hid  his  envy  and  despair, 
Self-tortured  in  his  own  dominion. 

Then  stepped  a  gloomy  phantom  up, 
Pale,  cypress-crowned,  Night's  awful  daughter, 

And  proffered  him  a  fearful  cup, 
Full  to  the  brim  of  bitter  water  j 

Poor  Childhood  bade  her  tell  her  name, 
And  when  the  beldame  muttered  "  Sorrow," 

He  said—11  Don't  interrupt  my  game, 
I'll  taste  it,  if  I  must,  to-morrow." 

The  muse  of  Pindns  hither  came, 
And  wooed  him  with  the  softest  numbers 

That  ever  scattered  wealth  and  fame 
Upon  a  youthful  poet's  slumbers; 

Though  sweet  the  music  of  the  lay, 
To  Childhood  it  was  all  a  riddle, 

And,  "Oh,"  he  cried,  "do  send  away 
That  noisy  woman  with  the  fiddle." 

Then  Wisdom  stole  his  bat  and  ball, 
And  taught  him,  with  most  sage  endeavor, 

Why  bubbles  rise,  and  acorns  fall, 
And  why  no  toy  may  last  forever; 

She  talked  of  all  the  wondrous  laws 
Which  Nature's  open  book  discloses, 

And  Childhood,  ere  she  made  a  pause, 
Was  fast  asleep  among  the  roses. 

Sleep  on,  sleep  on  I— Oh!  manhood's  dreams 
Are  all  of  earthly  pain  or  pleasure, 

Of  Glory's  toils,  Ambition's  schemes, 
Of  cherished  love,  or  hoarded  treasure  > 


But  to  the  conch  where  Childhood  lies 
A  more  delicious  trance  is  given, 

Lit  up  by  rays  from  seraph's  eyes, 
And  glimpses  of  remembered  heaven ! 
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CONTRIBUTORS  TO  THE  ROVER. 

While  we  have  the  satisfaction  of  counting  among 
our  contributors  some  of  the  best  writers  of  established 
reputation  in  the  country,  it  is  with  equal  pleasure  that 
we  find  we  are  drawing  around  us  a  new  set  of  writers, 
many  of  whom  write  exclusively  for  our  pages,  and 
some  of  whom  will  yet  write  their  names  high  on  the 
scroll  of  fame.  If  our  little  bark  continues  to  be  wafted 
onward  with  the  favoring  breath  of  public  opinion,  we 
trust  the  day  is  not  very  far  distant,  when  the  Rover 
will  be  especially  noted  for  the  beauty  and  originality 
of  its  pictorial  embellishments,  and  the  richness  and 
variety  of  its  original  literature.  We  are  no  boasters 
on  our  own  account,  but  we  know  too  well  what  man- 
ner of  stuff  our  contributors  are  made  of,  not  to  speak 
with  some  boldness  on  their  behalf. 

Among  the  original  articles  in  the  present  number  of 
the  Rover,  the  New  England  Physician,  by  Mrs.  Lucy 
E.  Wells,  is  a  graphic  and  interesting  description  from 
real  life.  The  poetry  of  Ernest  Helfenstein  is  full  of 
strong  and  deep  thought,  and  MorreU's  is  marked  for 
its  liquid  flow  of  versification. 

Communications  from  Hiram  Benson  Shortfellow, 
W.  P.  N.  and  others,  too  numerous  to  mention,  are  on 
hand  and  will  be  attended  to  in  due  time. 

P.  S.  Perceiving  there  Is  a  slight  stagnation  In  the 
cheap  literature  business  about  these  days,  we  hope 
our  friend  Major  Jack  Downing  will  find  breathing 
time  enough  to  write  us  soon,  and  at  some  length. 
And  we  also  take  this  occasion  to  present  our  compli- 
ments to  cousin  Nabby,  thanking  her  for  her  poetical 
description  of  the  Rhinoceros  in  the  twenty  fifth  num- 
ber of  the  last  volume  of  the  Rover,  and  solicit  a  con- 
tinuance of  her  favors.  Uncle  Joshua  is  very  kind,  and 
merits  our  hearty  thanks  for  franking  these  communi- 
cations to  us-from  DowningviHe.  We  consider  it  no 
sin  against  the  post  office  law,  till  Congress  complies 
with  the  reasonable  request  of  the  people  to  reduce  the 
postage. 

The  Hutchinson  Faimlt,  the  minstrels  from  the 
granite  state,  gave  their  farewell  concert  in  this  city  at 
the  Tabernacle  in  Broadway,  on  Thursday  evening  of 
last  week.  Every  part  of  that  capacious  edifice  was. 
thronged,  and  the  performances  were  received  with; 
great  applause.  Music  seems  to  be  the  most  saleable^ 
commodity  in  market  these  days.  It  is  having  a  nut 
almost  equal  to  cheap  literature. 

Countbt  exchange pafees.— Editors  with  whom  we- 
have  exchanged  for  the  past  year,  as  well  as  others  la 
all  parts  of  the  country,  who  will  advertise  the  title, 
terms  &a,  of  the  Roveb,  as  borne  on  the  first  page  of 
tbe  cover,  and  occasionally  notice  the  work  editorally, 
will  be  entitled  to  an  exchange  for  the  year  which  com- 
menced with  the  last  week's  number. 

Back  nttm bees.— Pull  sets  of  the  Rotee  from  its 
commencement  can  still  be  obtained  of  the  publishers, 
either  in  single  numbers  or  bound  volumes. 
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We  find  the  following  very  beautiful  little  poem  in  the 
London  Illuminated  Magazine. 

MY  PHILOSOPHY. 

Bright  things  can  never  die, 

E'en  though  they  fade — 
Beauty  and  minstrelsy 

Deathless  were  made. 
What  though  the  summer  day 
Passes  at  eve  away, 
Doth  not  the  moon's  soft  ray 

Silence  the  night  ?— 
11  Bright  things  can  never  die," 
Saith  my  philosophy,— 
Phoebus,  though  he  pass  by, 

Leaves  us  his  light. 

Kind  wordB  can  never  die — 

Spoken  in  jest, 
God  knows  how  deep  they  lie 

Stored  in  the  breast ; 
Like  childhood's  simple  rhymes, 
Said  o'er  a  thousand  times, 
Aye — in  all  years  and  climes, 

Distant  and  near. 
"  Kind  words  can  never  die," 
Saith  my  philosophy — 
Deep  in  the  soul  they  lie, 

God  knows  how  dear. 

Childhood  can  never  die— 

Wrecks  of  the  past 
Float  on  the  memory 

E'en  to  the  last. 
Many  a  happy  thing- 
Many  a  dasied  Spring, 
Flown  on  Time's  ceasless  wing 

Far,  far  away. 
"  Childhood  can  never  die," 
Saith  my  philosophy — 
Wrecks  of  our  infancy 

Live  on  for  aye. 

Sweet  fancies  never  die — 

They  leave  behind 
Some  fairy  legacy 

"Stored  in  the  mind — 
Some  happy  thought  or  dream, 
Pure  as  day's  earliest  beam 
Kissing  the  gentle  stream, 

In  the  lone  glade. 
Yet  though  these  things  pass  by, 
Saith  my  philosophy— 
"  Bright  things  can  never  die, 

E'en  though  they  fade."        c.    h.    h. 


Inscription  on  the  tomb  op  Napoleon. — The 
following  record  of  events  In  the  life  of  the  Emperor 
Is  inscribed  on  the  socle  of  his  tomb  at  the  Invalides : 

"  Born  on  the  15th  of  August  1769  ;  captain  of  a 
Bquadron  of  artillery  at  the  seige  of  Toulon,  in  1793,  at 
the  age  of  24;  commander  of  artillery,  in  Italy,  in  1794, 
lit  25 ;  general  in  chief  of  the  army  in  Italy,  1796,  at 
27;  general  in  chief  of  the  expedition  of  Egypt,  in 
1798,  at  29 ;  first  consul,  in  1799,  at  30;  consul  for  life 
after  the  battle  of  Marengo,  in  1800,  at  31 ;  emperor  of 
the  French  in  1804,  at  35;  abdicated  the  throne  after 
the  battle  of  Waterloo,  June  1815,  at  46 ;  died  In  exile 
at  St  Helena,  May  5,  at  52." 


£he  mystic  lamp. 

BY    ERNEST    HELFEN8TBIN. 

1  At  the  same  time  wai  discovered  an  ancient  cave,  wherein 
was  found  one  of  those  lamps,  that  cannot  be  put  out,  and 
burns  continually  without  any  addition  of  oil,  by  an  invention 
that  is  last"  [Psoralens  or  Nostbobamos,  1555.] 

Wildest  dreams  of  love  and  rapture, 
Wildest  dreams  upon  me  throng- 
But  my  lips  are  sealed  to  silence, 
Save  I  utter  them  in  song. 

Silent  thou— not  unforgetting ! 

Unto  whom  my  spirit  turns- 
Distance  may  not,  Time,  nor  Absence, 

Quench  the  love  with  which  it  burns. 

Sages  tell  of  magic  torches, 

Kindled  once  by  wonderous  power- 
Ages  since  those  lamps  were  lighted, 
Burning  quenchless  at  this  hour. — 

Burning  on,  undimned  forever, 

Hidden  deep  in  cavern  lone ; 
Sealed  from  human  skill  and  searching, 

Though  the  stars  their  kindling  own. 

Dim  that  faith,  oh !  blind  the  fancy ; 

Wildering,  luring  thought  astray— 
For  the  flame  thus  lighted,  deathless, 

Was  but  Love's  eternal  ray. 

Mine  the  heart,  in  silence  shielding 
Love,  like  flame  in  cavern  damp— 

Thou  the  Star,  whose  kindred  beaming, 
Pound  at  once  the  Mystic  Lamp. 
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Habfeb's  Piotobial  Bible.— The  second  number 
of  this  great  work  has  been  out  about  two  weeks.  It 
fully  sustains  the  expectations  that  were  formed  by  the 
appearance  of  the  first  number,  and  the  enterprise  bids 
fair  to  be  attended  with  almost  unparallelled  populari- 
ty. The  only  difficulty  about  it  yet,  has  been,  that 
the  publishers  could  not  mate  them  fast  enough  to 
supply  the  demand.  In  consequence  of  having  to  re- 
print the  first  number,  the  subsequent  numbers  have 
been  delayed.  Two  large  editions  of  the  first  number 
have  been  exhausted,  and  a  third  still  larger  is  now 
going  through  the  press.  Hereafter  the  numbers  will 
appear  in  more  rapid  succession. 

NewMusic,  published  by  F.  Riley,  297  Broadway. 
"A  woman's  love  deep  in  the  heart."  The  music 
founded  on  a  beautiful  air  from  the  opera  of  Norma, 
African  Quadrille,  selected  from  the  most  admired 
Negro  melodies,  and  arranged  for  the  piano  forte  by  J. 
C.  Scherpf,  Professor  of  the  piano  and  guitar.  The 
melodies  comprise  "  Going  ober  de  Mountains,""  Boat- 
man's Dance,"  "Dandy  Jim,"  "Old  Dan  Tucker," 
&c,  &c. 


Mobe  than  vebified.—  A  strong-fisted  servant  girl 
in  Albany,  recently  flogged  two  pitiful  scoundrels 
named  John  and  Elam  Miles,  who  Insulted  her  in  the 
street  The  old  proverb—"  A  miss  Is  as  good  as  a  mile" 
— was  here  more  than  verified ;  for  a  MU*  proved  to  be 
as  good  as  two  Miles,  and  a  little  better. 
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Leaveb  iuo  umos  sun,  ana  eyeballs  staring  wide ; 
©ut  yet  he  holds  the  parting  breath  of  life, 
JUu)  only  yields  it  to  the  hunter's  knife  t 
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remembered  his  face  about  town  for  the  last  twenty 
years,  knew  that  he  must  be  much  older.  Yet  tin 
absence  of  all  those  daily  cares  which  wear  so  much 
upon  the  physical  frame,  had  enabled  him  to  ratals. 
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TEE  HUNTED  BUFFALO. 

BY  U.  C.  FIEI.D. 
WITH  AN  BRORAVINa. 

Sjlbkcx  beneath  the  noon-day  sun  is  keeping 
Watch  o'er  the  distant  preries  of  the  West, 

Where  myriads  of  buffalo  are  sleeping, 
Or  grazing  on  the  green  earth's  flow'ry  breast ; 

And  their  low  bellowing  doth  the  stillness  break, 

As  the  wind  booms  along  some  Northern  iake  :— 

kOr  like  the  gentle  surging  of  the  sea— 
Or  like  the  murmur  of  a  storm  retiring— 

Or  like  the  South  wind  in  some  hollow  tree— 
Nor  roar,  nor  bellowing,  but  a  short  respiring, 

"Which,  made  by  millions,  low,  yet  awful,  seems 

Like  distant  thunder  heard  through  fitful  dreams. 

Count  in  the  milky  way  each  little  star, 

Then  number  the  wild  monarchs  of  the  scene; 

(For  ail  around  to  the  horizon  far, 

The  wilderness  is  black  instead  of  green ; 

Millions  and  myriads,  unseen,  unknown, 

&tove  freely  o'er  the  wilderness  they  own. 

<But  hark,  a  moment !    Other  sounds  are  near ; 

See  for  away  the  alarm  soon  spreads  along, 
Throughout  the  herd  some  wild  and  sudden  fear 

Moves  like  a  storm-lashed  sea  the  mighty  throng; 
The  lazy  bulls,  rising  in  sudden  fright, 
-Stretch  forth  their  heavy  limbs  in  hasty  flight  t 

The  cause  !  the  cause !    Look  to  the  sky  afar; 

See  you  the  dust  rising  in  sudden  clouds? 
'Hear  you  the  red  man's  piercing  scream  of  waT? 

Mark  the  wild  steed  mixed  with  the  frighted  crowds; 
See  the  swift  arrows,  flashing  on  the  sight, 
As  stars  fly  through  the  clear  blue  heaven  of  night. 

A  thousand  hunters  on  their  fiery  steeds, 
With  barbed  arrows  and  with  bended  bow, 

^Shrieking  as  each  new  victim  falls  and  bleeds, 
Are  dealing  death  among  the  buffalo. 

•See  the  wild  herds,  swift  tossing  as  they  fly, 

Their  armed  heads  in  terror  to  the  sky. 

-See  the  Camanches,  with  a  fiend-like  ease,  - 
Flying  on  half  wild  steeds  across  the  plain ; 

Their  long,  dark  scalp  locks  streaming  in  the  breeze, 
Flaunting  the  sunbeam  with  vermilion  stain ; 

Now  distant  far,  now  instant  flashing  nigher, 

Like  lightning  bolts,  or  mounted  flames  of  fire ! 

And  see  the  phrenzied  buffalo  at  bay, 
After  his  savage  hunter  madly  rushing ; 

Vainly  he  fights  or  tries  to  run  away, 

With  the  red  stream  from  bis  wide  nostrils  gushing! 

He  pauses,  staggers,  pants,  and  glares  around, 

Then  headlong  falls  upon  the  reeking  ground. 

Goring  the  earth,  gasping  a  feeble  breath, 
And  spouting  blood,  he  falls  upon  his  side; 

And  soon  the  quivering  agony  of  death 
Leaves  his  limbs  stiff,  and  eyeballs  staring  wide ; 

©ut  yet  he  holds  the  parting  breath  of  life, 

•And  only  yields  It  to  the  hunter's  knife  I 
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Thus  fall  the  untamed  monarchs  of  the  waste; 

But  centuries  shall  seek  eternal  rest, 
Ere  the  last  lonely  buffalo  is  chased 

From  the  wild  grassy  gardens  of  the  West. 
Then,  like  the  mastodon,  some  upturned  bone 
Shall  be  the  relic  of  a  wonder  gone. 


THE  AWAKENED  HEART. 

BY   MRS.    EMUi    C.    EKBUET. 

My  schoolmate,  Lizzie  L.,  was  one  of  those  gay, 
thoughtless,  light-hearted  beings,  whom  everybody 
likes,  but  who  rarely  awaken  a  deep  and  abiding  in- 
terest in  one's  heart.  Before  we  can  truly  love  our 
companions  we  must  have  wept  as  well  as  laughed 
with  them,  they  must  have  called  forth  the  hidden 
sympathies  of  our  nature ;  we  must  share  their  sorrows 
no  less  than  their  joys,  and  this  is  as  true  in  childhood 
as  in  later  life.  Now,  Lizzie's  heart  was  always  so  full 
of  joyousness,  that  those  of  a  less  gladsome  temper 
were  often  oppressed  and  overpowered  by  her  gayety. 
Her  susceptibility  to  outward  impressions  was  so  great, 
that  it  gave  her  the  semblance  not  only  of  fickleness, 
but  even  of  insincerity ;  and  they  who  sounded  the 
depths  and  shallows  of  her  girlish  character  found  no 
anchorage  ground  for  their  faith.  Her  parents  had 
died  when  she  was  little  more  than  an  infant,  and  Liz- 
zie would  have  been  thrown  upon  the  cold  charity  of 
the  world,  had  it  not  been  for  the  kindness  of  a  gentle- 
man who  had  been  her  father's  bosom  friend  from  boy- 
hood. He  took  the  child  to  his  house,  and  placing  her 
under  the  charge  of  a  sister,  who  presided  over  his 
bachelor's  household,  avowed  his  determination  to  pro- 
tect and  provide  for  the  orphan.  Had  Lizzie  been  older 
when  these  circumstances  occurred,  a  sense  of  grati- 
tude might  have  given  more  depth  to  her  feelings,  but 
the  effect  now  was  rather  an  injurious  one,  since  it  ex- 
onerated her  from  those  claims  of  tenderness  which 
naturally  spring  up  in  the  relation  between  parent  and 
child.  She  had  no  ties  of  blood  to  any  living  creature, 
and  as  the  unbroken  prosperity  of  her  benefactors  de- 
prived her  of  all  opportunity  of  making  those  daily  self- 
sacrifices  which,  under  other  circumstances,  her  grati- 
tude might  have  suggested,  she  grew  up  toward  wo- 
manhood without  having  one  deep  emotion  awakened 
in  her  bosom.  Gentle,  sweet-tempered  and  joyous, 
she  yet  seemed  totally  deficient  in  the  power  of  earnest 
feeling.  She  resembled  one  of  those  beautiful  Chinese 
drawings,  where  bird  and  flower  and  butterfly  are  deli- 
cately drawn  and  exquisitely  colored,  but  where  the 
total  absence  of  all  shadows  so  fatigues  the  eye,  that  it 
gladly  turns  to  some  less  resplendent  and  more  softly- 
tinted  picture. 

After  leaving  school  I  lost  sight  of  Lizzie  for  about 
two  years,  when  I  met  her  at  a  fashionable  watering- 
place,  attended  by  her  guardian  and  his  sister.  Mr* 
Weldon  was  one  of  those  well-preserved  specimens  of 
manly  beauty,  which  seem  to  defy  all  attempts  st 
"verifying  dates."  A  stranger  might  have  thought 
him  somewhere  about  five-and-thirty,  while  those  who 
remembered  his  face  about  town  for  the  last  twenty 
years,  knew  that  he  must  be  much  older.  Yet  the 
absence  of  all  those  daily  cares  which  wear  so  much 
upon  the  physical  frame,  had  enabled  him  to  retain 
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much  of  his  youthfulness  of  appearance,  while  a  judici- 
ous use  of  the  convenient  appliances  of  art,  enabled 
him  to  supply  the  ravages  of  time.  He  was  handsome 
in  person,  grave  and  dignified  in  manners,  affluent  in 
his  circumstances,  liberal  and  good-natured  in  disposi- 
tion, and  remarkable  for  nothing  so  much  as  his  ten 
dency  to  abstract  speculations,  and  his  fondness  for 
books,  which  he  devored  with  a  voracity  that  effectually 
prevented  all  healthy  digestion  of  their  contents.  Na- 
turally studious  in  his  habits,  his  large  patrimony  had 
left  him  without  a  motive  for  active  exertion ;  and  his 
veneration  for  true  genius  led  him  to  despise  the  tem- 
porary reputation  of  popular  authorship.  He  had, 
therefore,  given  himself  up  to  the  pleasure  of  literary 
idleness,  and  contented  himself  with  enjoying  the  fruits 
of  other  men's  labor,  without  putting  forth  his  hand  to 
scatter  the  seed  which  might  have  grown  up  into  a 
stately  tree,  for  the  overshadowing  of  some  future  way- 
farer in  the  rugged  path  of  learning. 

His  sister,  Miss  Weldon,  was  a  real  old-school 
spinster.  Tall,  thin,  and  as  upright  as  if  her  back  had 
never  been  allowed  to  repose  its  perpendicularity  dur- 
ing the  last  half  century,  with  a  face  of  most  decided 
ugliness,  but  full  of  benevolent  expression,  she  was  as 
rigid  and  unbending  in  character  as  she  seemed  in  per- 
son. Extremely  exacting  in  small  matters,  but  re- 
markably liberal  in  all  important  ones,  she  would  re- 
primand a  servant  with  excessive  severity  for  neglect- 
ing to  brush  away  a  cobweb,  while  she  would  exercise 
the  utmost  charity  toward  a  moral  failing.  In  short, 
she  was  one  of  those  persons  who  so  often  shock  our 
instinctive  sense  of  justice,  that  their  opinions  become 
at  length  of  little  importance,  and  their  influence  is 
rather  injurious  than  beneficial  to  those  of  more  im- 
pulsive character. 

Lizzie  had  grown  up  very  beautiful,  but  her  infantile 
expression  of  countenance  had  gained  no  shadow  from 
the  impending  duties  of  womanhood ;  and  it  was  easy 
to  perceive  that  the  light- hearted ness  which  charac- 
terized her  early  days,  was  still  her  prevailing  trait 
Her  cheek  was  as  round  and  rosy,  her  lip  as  bright,  her 
blue  eyes  as  full  of  mirth  as  in  childhood ;  but  her  golden 
hair  had  a  tinge  of  deeper  brown  upon  its  rich  curls, 
her  brows  were  darker  and  more  firmly  pencilled,  and 
the  long  black  lashes  which  fringed  her  laughing  eyes, 
gave  a  new  and  pleasing  softness  to  their  expression. 
Her  extreme  beauty  attracted  around  her  all  those  but- 
terflies  of  fashion,  who  flutter  their  brief  season  in  the 
sunshine  of  gay  life ;  and  the  wealth  of  him  whom  the 
world  considered  her  father  by  adoption,  gave  new  zest 
to  the  admiration  which  her  loveliness  excited.  1 
thought,  however,  that  I  could  perceive  something  like 
disquiet  in  the  watchfulness  with  which  Mr.  Weldon 
regarded  Lizzie  and  her  admirers.  Indeed,  the  evident 
annoyance  which  he  once  or  twice  displayed,  when 
her  sylph  like  form  was  whirled  through  the  mazes  of 
a  waltz,  in  the  arms  of  a  tall,  black-whiskered  beau, 
convinced  me  that  there  was  something  more  than 
paternal  fondness  in  his  prudent  care  of  her. 

I  was  little  surprized,  therefore,  when,  in  the  course 
of  the  following  winter,  I  received  an  invitation  to  at- 
tend the  nuptials  of  Mr.  Weldon  and  his  beautiful  ward. 
Lizzie  was  certainly  one  of  the  loveliest  of  biides,  and 
though  she  looked  rather  like  the  daughter  than  the 
wife  of  hlra  to  whom  she  plighted  her  faith,  yet  there 
was  a  gentle  reverence  in  her  manner  toward  him, 
which  seemed  to  promise  more  happiness  than  usually 
results  from  such  unequal  marriages.    The  truth  was,  f 


that  Mr.  Weldon,  early  in  life,  had  met  with  one  of 
those  disappointments,  which  often  freeze  for  ever  the 
deepest  fountain  of  affection.    He  could  never  again 
love  with  the  fervor  which  had  characterized  his  first 
attachment,  but  he  was  kind  and  affectionate  in  his 
disposition,  and  his  regard  for  Lizzie,  while  it  was  al- 
most paternal  in  its  character,  yet  derived  something 
of  earnestness  from  the  absence  of  all  lies  of  actual 
kindred  between  them.    He  saw  that  her  position  in 
society  was  a  dangerous  one,  and  mingled  with  his 
disinterested  wish  for  her  future  welfare,  was  a  natural 
emotion  of  jealousy  toward  those  who  aspired  to  her 
favor.    He  finally  persuaded  himself  that  Lizzie's  hap- 
piness could  be  best  promoted  by  a  continuance  of  the 
guardianship  which  had  watched  over  her  childhood;, 
and,  after  sundry  serious  deliberations  with  his  sister, 
it  was  finally  decided  that  he  should  make  Lizzie  his 
wife.    It  is  true  he  was  thirty  years  her  senior,  but  this 
disparity  only  made  him  a  safer  guide  for  her  inexpe- 
rience, and  the  subject  was  at  length  referred  to  Lizzie  ;. 
but  less  in  the  form  of  a  proposition  than  as  the  final 
arrangement  of  a  long  settled  project.    Lizzie  was 
somewhat  startled  at  the  first  development  of  the 
scheme.    She  reflected  upon  it  gravely  for  at  least  an 
hour—a  long  time  in  Lizzie's  calendar  of  thoughtful- 
ness— and  finally,  having  come  to  the  conclusion  that 
it  was  a  duty  which  her  benefactors  seemed  to  expect 
of  her,  that  Mr.  Weldon  was  one  of  the  handsomest 
men  she  knew,  even  if  he  was  not  very  young,  and 
that  she  really  liked  him  better  than  any  one  else  in 
the  world— she  avowed  her  consent  to  the  marriage. 

Like  all  persons,  in  whom  a  strong  sense  of  inner 
life  has  never  been  developed,  Lizzie  was  keenly  alive 
to  all  the  pleasurable  excitements  of  external  circum- 
stances. In  compliance  with  her  wishes,  Mr.  Weldon 
purchased  a  new  house,  furnished  it  in  the  most  lux- 
urious manner,  and,  installing  his  sister  in  her  wonted 
dignity  as  housekeeper,  commenced  a  style  of  living 
as  different  as  possible  from  his  former  plain  habits. 
Lizzie  was  just  like  a  petted  and  indulged  child;  she 
caressed  and  coaxed  her  husband  with  so  much  girlish 
grace  and  sweetness  that  he  never  could  refuse  any 
request,  however  unreasonable  it  might  6cem  to  his 
better  judgment.  Her  good  temper  enabled  her  to 
yield  bo  easily  and  so  becomingly  in  all  small  matters, 
that  she  was  always  sure  to  have  her  way  in  every- 
thing which  seemed  to  contribute  to  her  real  gratifies,* 
tion,  and  she  was  thus  enabled  to  indulge  her  taste  for 
gayety  and  expense,  without  in  the  least  degree  impair- 
ing the  harmony  of  her  pleasant  home.  Proud  of  his 
beautiful  wife,  pleased  with  the  respect  and  deference 
with  which  she  always  treated  him,  confiding  implicitly 
in  her  really  good  principles,  and  conscious  that  her 
affections  never  wandered  from  her  duties,  Mr.  Weldon 
found  his  highest  pleasure  in  anticipating  her  every 
wish.  His  sister  sometimes  remonstrated  and  reprov- 
ed, but  her  opinions  had  but  little  weight,  and  Lizzie 
was  allowed  to  acquire  habits  which  were  only  fitted 
for  a  life  of  self-indulgence;  while  her  years  fleeted  by 
without  affording  her  the  experience  which  the  ordi- 
nary chances  and  changes  of  time  bring  to  all. 

I  saw  but  little  of  Lizzie  during  this  period,  for  the 
dissipation  in  which  she  lived,  did  not  harmonize  witlr 
the  quiet  in  which  my  heart  found  happiness.  I  heard 
continually  of  Mrs.  Weldon's  splendid  parties,  of  her 
costly  equipages,  of  her  extravagance  in  dress,  of  her 
brilliant  success  In  society,  and  of  the  singular  attach- 
ment which  subsisted  between  the  young  wife  and  be* 
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elderly  husband,  undisturbed  as  it  seemed  by  all  the  al- 
lurements of  society,  on  the  one  side,  and  the  Increasing 
distaste  to  gay  life  on  the  other.  But  a  few  years  pas 
sed  away,  and  all  was  changed.  Mr.  Weldon  died  sud- 
denly, and  a  will,  which  bequeathed  his  fine  fortune  to 
be  equally  divided  between  his  wife  and  sister,  was 
found  in  his  desk,  without  signature.  Miss  Weldon, 
however,  produced  a  will  of  much  earlier  date,  legally 
executed  several  years  previous  to  his  marriage,  which 
gave  to  his  sister  bis  whole  estate,  and  Lizzie  now 
found  herself  totally  unprovided  for.  Upon  further  in- 
vestigation, it  was  found  that  there  had  been  an  under- 
standing, many  years  previous,  between  the  brother 
and  sister,  respecting  the  disposition  of  the  estate ;  and 
that  each  had  executed  a  will  which  secured  to  the 
survivor  the  whole  amount  of  their  large  and  undivided 
patrimony.  The  manifest  injustice  of  such  a  will,  after 
bis  marriage,  had  suggested  itself  to  Mr.  Weldon,  and 
he  had  intended  to  satisfy  his  conscience  by  an  equal 
division,  but  he  had  deferred  the  fulfilment  of  his  de- 
sign until  death  came  to  set  his  seal  upon  that  which 
was  already  done. 

When  I  heard  of  Lizzie's  misfortunes,  all  my  former 
interest  in  her  was  renewed,  and  I  was  among  the  first 
who  visited  her  in  her  seclusion.  I  found  her  looking 
very  lovely  in  her  grief,  for  she  retained  at  five-and- 
twenty,  much  of  the  fresh  beauty  which  had  charac- 
terized her  at  fifteen ;  and,  as  her  sweet  young  face 
looked  out  from  beneath  the  heavy  and  ungraceful 
widow's  cap,  she  seemed  to  be  enacting  some  piquant 
part  in  a  masquerade.  But  she  did  grieve  heartily  and 
truly  for  her  kind  husband,  and  her  total  ignorance  of 
the  want  and  value  of  money,  led  her  to  pay  little  at- 
tention, as  yet,  to  the  provisions  of  bis  unjust  will.  I 
could  not  bi)t  lament  the  fate  of  one  who  had  lived  in 
an  atmosphere  of  luxury  until,  it  seemed  to  me,  she 
was  unfitted  for  any  other ;  and,  when  I  saw  her  total 
unconsciousness  of  the  unfortunate  predicament  in 
which  she  was  placed,  I  could  not  but  deprecate  the 
injudicious  indulgence  which  had  left  her  now  with  a 
character  but  half  formed,  and  a  mind  but  half  deve- 
loped, to  struggle  with  the  exigencies  of  life.  But, 
Miss  Weldon,  touched  by  Lizzie's  genuine  sorrow  for 
the  dead,  and  her  apparent  indifference  to  the  change 
in  her  fortunes,  determined  to  fulfil,  in  part,  the  evi- 
dent wi9h  of  her  brother.  With  a  cautious  degree  of 
liberality,  which  certainly  did  credit  to  her  prudence, 
she  proposed  to  continue  their  splendid  establishment, 
on  the  same  scale  of  magnificence,  and  offered  to  share 
with  Lizzie  the  income  derived  from  Mr.  Weldon's 
estate ;  thus  making  the  widow  seemingly  independent, 
« while,  in  fact,  all  the  luxuries  which  use  had  now  made 
necessary  to  her  comfort  were  held  only  at  the  good 
will  and  pleasure  of  the  spinster.  This  mockery  ol 
wealth  might  have  been  rejected  by  a  more  sensitive 
mind,  but  Lizzie  had  never  felt  any  very  delicate 
scruples  on  the  subject  of  self-indulgence,  and  know- 
ing that  her  husband  would  have  wished  her  to  con- 
tinue the  companion  of  his  sister,  she  seemed  quite 
content  to  accept  Miss  Weldon' s  offer.  Indeed  she 
possessed  too  generous  and  liberal  a  spirit  to  feel  that 
there  was  any  dependence  in  her  position,  for  she  never 
dreamed  that  Miss  Weldon  could  feel  she  was  confer- 
ring, as  an  obligation,  what  her  sense  of  justice  must 
have  dictated  to  her  as  a  duty.  So  Lizzie  continued 
to  indulge  her  habits  of  indolence  and  luxury  without 
a  single  fear  for  the  future.  The  protracted  morning 
•lumber,  the  late  breakfast  served  in  her  dressing-room, 


the  perfumed  bath,  the  attendance  of  a  well-trained 
dressing-maid  at  her  toilet,  and  all  the  thousand  wants 
and  whims  which  unlimited  wealth  and  the  command 
of  a  train  of  obsequious  servants  could  create,  were 
still  allowed  to  fill  up  the  measure  of  her  days. 

Among  my  few  tried  and  valued  friends  of  the  op- 
posite sex,  was  one  who  afforded  a  living  proof  of  the 
doctrine  of  compensations  ;  since  Heaven,  in  denying 
him  all  the  appliances  of  fortune,  had  bestowed  upon 
him  every  thing  most  desirable  in  the  human  charac- 
ter. Prank  F possessed  the  richest  gifts  of  a  com- 
manding and  powerful  intellect,  his  brilliant  imagina- 
tion, hi 3  sparkling  wit,  his  fervid  fancy,  his  clear 
judgment,  his  correct  taste,  were  equally  exhibited  in 
his  writings  and  in  his  dally  conversation  ;  while  his 
fine  genial  qualities,  his  kindliness  of  heart,  his  warm 
affections,  his  tenderness  of  nature,  end  his  suscepti- 
bility to  all  generous  impulses,  made  him  one  of  the 
most  attachable  as  well  as  one  of  the  most  admirable 
of  men.  His  person  was  remarkably  fine,  his  head 
would  have  charmed  a-  phrenologist,  and  his  sparkling, 
vivid,  expressive  countenance  left  one  no  opportunity 
of  criticising  the  irregularity  of  feature  which  would 
have  marred  a  less  noble  face.  He  had  passed  the" 
green  spring  time  of  youth,  but  was  in  the  very  prime 
of  manhood,  and  had  I  been  called  to  depict  the  cha- 
racter which  came  nearest  to  my  beau-ideal  of  the* 
sex,  I  should  have  drawn  the  portrait  of  my  friend 
Frank. 

Such  was  the  person  who  accidentally  met  Mrs, 
Weldon,  when,  in  the  third  year  of  her  widowhood 
she  discarded  the  moro  ungraceful  portion  of  her 
weeds,  and  returned  to  the  gay  scenes  which  she  had 
once  adorned.  Her  long  seclusion;  and  the  quiet 
touch  of  sorrow,  had  given  a  softness  to  her  manners 
which  added  new  charms  to  her  beauty,  and  Frank 
soon  became  deeply  and  desperately  in  love  with  the 
gentle  widow.  I  must  confess  that  I  was  both  disap- 
pointed and  grieved  by  this  untoward  chance,  for  I  es- 
timated Frank  too  much  to  contemplate  with  patience 
his  attachment  to  so  frivolous  a  character.  The  de- 
votion of  such  a  heart  to  such  an  idol  seemed  to  me 
little  better  than  desecration.  But  the  voice  of  rea- 
son has  little  influence  over  the  dictates  of  passion, 
and  though  I  availed  myself  of  the  privilege  of  long- 
tried  friendship,  in  my  remonstrance  against  the  folly 
of  such  an  attachment,  I  found  all  my  arguments  of 
no  avail. 

"  You  do  not  know  Mrs.  Weldon,"  said  Frank  to 
me,  one  day,  when  I  had  been  discoursing  at  some, 
length  of  her  utter  incapacity  of  loving  as  he  deserved 
to  be  loved ;  "  you  do  not  know  her,  if  you  believe  her 
to  be  Incapable  of  strong  emotions.  There  are  some 
hearts,  in  which,  as  in  the  burning  soil  of  a  tropical' 
climate,  passion-flowers  spring  up  spontaneously,  but 
there  are  others  where  are  found  only  the  sweet  wild- 
flowers  of  the  gentler  affections,  until  culture  brings 
forth  the  perfumed  blossoms  of  a  sunnier  clime.  The 
full  strength  of  Lizzie's  womanly  nature  has  never 
been  called  forth.  The  joyousness  of  temper  which 
to  you  seems  an  evidence  of  frivolity,  is  but  the  over-' 
flow  of  a  deep  and  living  spring  of  tenderness  which, 
lies  unstirred  within  her  bosom." 

"  And  can  you  believe,  Frank,  that  in  all  the  chan- 
ges which  come  over  woman's  character  from  child- 
hood to  youth— as  a  maiden,  and  a  wife — can  you  be-' 
Ueve  that  those  deep  affections  could  still  remain  hid- 
den, if  she  really  possessed  them  V* 
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"  Surely,  surely,"  was  his  earnest  reply ;  "  she  ne- 
ver knew  the  strong  love  which  binds  a  daughter  to 
the  mother  who  watches  over  her  infancy,  and  to  the 
lather  who  guards  her  youth ;  a  feeling  somewhat 
filial,  but  less  devoted  in  its  character— a  feeling  of 
mingled  respect  and  gratitude  bound  her  to  her  hus- 
band ;  the  maternal  instincts,  which  in  so  many  hearts 
supply  the  place  of  passionate  emotions,  have  never 
been  awakened  in  her  heart ;  her  duties  have  all  been 
performed  without  the  need  of  earnest  affections ;  her 
character  is  but  half- developed." 

"And  now,  at  elght-and-twenty,  you  expect  to  dis- 
cover and  bring  to  light  these  precious  treasures?'1 

"I  do;  nay  more,  I  have  already  succeeded  in  in- 
spiring emotions  such  as  never  before  disturbed  the 
calm  current  of  her  life." 

11  Walt  till  the  moment  of  self-sacrifice  comes,  and 
then  test  the  value  of  that  which  you  deemed  fine 
gold,  Frank ;  if  she  could  relinquish  all  her  selfish  in- 
dulgences, and  adapt  herself  perfectly  and  entirely  to 
your  fortunes,  I  might  give  her  credit  for  some  energy 
of  feeling  and  action,  but  her  position  places  her  above 
the  reach  of  such  a  trial,  and  you  will  be  more  likely 
to  be  spoiled  by  the  luxury  with  which  your  marriage 
will  surround  you." 

"  Good  heavens !  my  dear  madam,  is  it  possible  you 
do  not  know  the  penalty  attached  to  her  union  with 
no  1  Miss  Weldon,  upon  whom  her  husband's  sud- 
den death  left  her  entirely  dependent,  has  declared  that 
In  the  event  of  a  second  marriage,  she  shall  withdraw 
the  allowance  she  has  hitherto  permitted  her  to  derive 
from  the  estate.'1 

"  Can  it  be  possible  ?    What  then  is  to  be  done  ?" 

"For  my  part,  I  am  glad  of  it,  since  it  obviates  my 
only  objection  to  wedding  the  object  of  my  tenderest 
love.  I  would  not  have  the  world  give  me  credit  for  a 
prudential  marriage,  and  when  we  are  united  Lizzie 
will  be  as  poor  as  myself." 

41  And  has  she  consented  to  be  your  wife  at  such  a 
sacrifice." 

"I  have  a  great  mind  not  to  satisfy  your  ungenerous 
doubts.    We  are  to  be  married  next  week."    . 

"But  what  will  you  do,  Frank,  with  so  perfectly 
useless  a  wife." 

"  I  am  going  to  settle  in  the  .West,  that  Eldorado  of 
all  imprudent  and  unsuccessful  people." 

I  laughed  heartily  at  this  wild  project.  "  What  take 
Lizzie  to  a  log-cabin,  and  expect  her  to  cook  your  ba- 
con and  knead  your  bread?  Why,  Frank,  she  never 
rises  in  the  morning  till  eleven  o'clock,  and  then  can- 
not breakfast  except  upon  French  chocolate,  served 
tip  in  Sevres  china." 

"  She  will  learn  better,  and  be  all  the  happier  in  the 
novelty  of  a  different  kind  of  life." 

I  shook  my  head  with  a  most  knowing  expression 
of  doubt  and  dissatisfaction,  and  our  conversation  en- 
ded. 

A  second  time  I  saw  Lizzie  arrayed  as  a  bride,  and 
if  she  had  lost  some  of  the  freshness  of  her  glad  youth, 
I  fancied  she  had  gained  something  more  elevated 
and  noble  from  the  daily  contemplation  of  moral  ex- 
cellence in  her  lover.  But  when  I  looked  on  Frank, 
and  remembered  that  he  was,  now,  in  the  very  lowest 
ebb  of  fortune,  and  that  he  was  uniting  to  his  own  the 
destiny  of  a  creature  nursed  in  the  lap  of  luxury,  I 
could  have  wept  at  my  own  melancholy  forebodings. 

Miss  Weldon  fulfilled  her  threat,  for  her  indignation 
at  Lizzie's  second  marriage  knew  no  bounds,  and  the 


gentle  widow  was  a  portionless  and  penniless  bride.  A 
few  weeks  were  given  to  the  enjoyment  of  society, 
and  then  the  newly  wedded  pair  wended  their  way  to 
the  Far  West. 

Twelve  months  had  elapsed  after  their  departure, 
when  I  was  gladdened  by  a  letter  from  Frank  F. 

"How  you  would  wonder,"  he  said,  "if  you  could 
look  in  upon  us  now.  Lizzie  is  actually  cooking  a 
piece  of  bacon  for  my  dinner,  and  its  savoury  smell 
mingles  with  the  rich  steam  of  the  corn-bread  which 
she  has  just  placed  smoking  upon  the  table.  Our 
house  is  divided  into  two  apartments — one  is  our  par- 
lor, kitchen,  and  hall— the  other  is  our  bed-chamber, 
and  Lizzie's  taste  has  contrived  to  give  an  air  of  com- 
fort to  the  desolate  dwelling.  Instead  of  rising  at  ele- 
ven, Lizzie  is  up  with  the  sun,  and  her  first  care  is  to 
bring  me  a  cup  of  soft  warm  water  for  my  toilet,  (for 
she  insists  upon  my  shaving  every  day,  though  in  this 
part  of  the  country  it  is  only  a  weekly  luxury.)  While 
I  am  performing  this  operation,  she  prepares  our 
breakfast,  and  though  it  is  not  made  of  French  choco- 
late, nor  drank  from  any  more  costly  cups  than  com- 
mon white  delph,  yet  we  enjoy  it  with  an  appetite 
such  as  only  health  and  happiness  can  give.  I  wish 
yon  could  see  how  sweet  Lizzie  looks  in  her  calico 
drees  and  clean  check-apron.  She  is  a  little  browned 
by  the  sun,  and  her  hands  are  sadly  spoiled,  but  she 
is  lovelier  than  ever.  I  wish  you  could  see  her,  if  it 
were  only  to  convince  you  of  the  truth  of  my  predic- 
tion. The  fountain  of  affection  has  been  unsealed, 
its  waters  have  found  a  channel  broad  and  deep,  and 
never  did  man  drink  from  a  purer  and  more  refreshing 
stream." 

"  Wonders  will  never  cease,"  said  I  to  myself,  as  I 

folded  the  letter;   "Lizzie  F cooking,  baking, 

waiting  upon  her  lazy  husband,  wearing  check-aprons, 
and— pshaw,  it  is  nothing  but  a  lover's  exaggeration." 

By  and  by  another  letter  brought  me  tidings  of  an 
addition  to  their  happiness.  Lizzie  was  a  mother; 
her  baby  was  a  sturdy  boy,  as  pretty  as  its  mother, 
and  with  every  promise  of  being  as  robust  as  its  fa- 
ther. "How  will  all  the  baking  and  boiling  go  on 
now,"  thought  1,  "  with  this  new  claimant  upon  Liz- 
zie's time  T  But  there  came  no  murmurs  in  the  fre- 
quent letters  which  I  received  from  both  my  friends, 
and  I  must  confess,  that  the  refined  and  intellectual 
tone  of  Lizzie's  epistolary  communications  struck  me 
with  surprize.  She  seemed  to  have  undergone  a  com- 
plete metamorphose,  and,  excepting  in  her  sunny 
cheerfulness,  I  could  discern  no  trace  of  the  light- 
minded,  frivolous,  indolent  woman  of  fashion. 

Seven  years  passed  away,  and  then  another  change 
came  over  the  fortunes  of  the  twain.  Miss  Weldon  * 
was  afflicied  with  a  lingering  illness,  which,  while  it 
brought  death  to  watch  beside  her  pillow,  still  allowed 
her  time  to  lay  aside  her  prejudices  and  animosities. 
She  had  no  relative  to  inherit  her  wealth,  and  the  re- 
membrance of  the  child  whom  she  had  reared  from  in- 
fancy, came  to  her  like  a  gentle  vision.  She  would 
fain  have  summoned  Lizzie  to  her  sick  bed,  but  it  was 
too  late.  She  did  all  that  she  now  could,  however, 
and  with  the  news  of  her  death,  which  I  was  deputed 
to  convey  to  my  friends,  I  was  enabled  also  to  make 
them  acquainted  with  their  accession  to  a  large  arid 
unincumbered  property.  Of  course  the  log- cabin  was 
speedily  abandoned,  and  among  the  list  of  artivals  at 
the  Astor  House  was  soon  numbered  the  name  of 
Frank  F ,  Esq.,  and  femily.    I  hastened  to  offer 
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my  congratulations,  and  I  hope  I  may  be  pardoned  if  a 
little  curiosity  to  witness  time's  changes  in  Lizzie, 
mingled  with  my  better  feelings.  But  Lizzie  was  one 
of  those  happy  creatures  whom  Love  renovates  faster 
than  Time  can  despoil.  Her  person  had  acquired  a 
noble  fulness,  without  losing  the  slightest  portion  of 
Its  grace,  and  her  face  was  as  radiant  in  its  fresh  beau- 
ty as  if  she  had  numbered  only  weeks  instead  of  years, 
during  the  latter  half  of  her  life.  She  showed  me  her 
three  children,  fat,  chubby  little  creatures,  full  of  life 
and  animal  spirits,  as  "all  healthy  children  should  be, 
and  the  pride  which  sparkled  in  her  eye  left  me  in  no 
doubt  as  to  her  maternal  feelings.  She  spoke  of  her 
husband  with  a  degree  of  enthusiasm,  which  charmed 
me,  and,  when  he  entered,  and  I  saw  the  bright  heart- 
beam  which  flashed  across  her  face,  as  she  looked  upon 
him,  I  readily  acknowledged  in  my  own  dbul  that 
Frank  had  proved  a  true  seer.  Love  had  wrought  out 
his  mighty  work— the  beautiful  statue  had  been  vivi- 
fied by  his  touch,  and  the  heart  which  had  so  long 
slumbered  in  quiet  apathy,  now  throbbed  with  the  firm, 
strong  healthful  pulsations  of  self- forgetting  and  devo 
ted  womanly  tenderness, 

Lizzie  still  lives  in  comfort  and  affluence,  the  idol 
of  her  husband,  the  beloved  of  her  children,  admired 
and  esteemed  by  all  who  know  her,  and  affording  by 
her  dally  life,  a  beautiful  testimonial  of  Love's  magic. 

Reader,  tfiere  are  hundreds  of  women  who  live  and 
die  with  energies  but  half  awakened,  and  characters 
bat  half  developed.  The  oracle  within  their  souls  is 
dumb,  or  only  utters  those  unintelligible  words  which 
require  the  interpretation  of  the  prophet  voice  of  Love 
or  Sorrow  ere  they  can  be  fully  understood. 


A  LONDON  LYRIC. 

BY    BARRY    CORNEA:.  I.. 
WITHOUT. 

The  winds  are  bitter,  the  skies  are  wild, 

Prom  the  roof  comes  plunging  the  drowning  rain ; 
Without—. in  tattlers  the  world's  poor  child 

Sobbeth  aloud  her  grief,  her  pain ! 
No  one  heareth  her,  no  ono  heedeth  her; 

But  Hunger,  her  friend,  with  his  cold  gaunt  hand, 
Grasps  at  her  throat,  whispering  huskily, 

"  What  dost  thou  in  a  Christian  land?" 

WITHIN. 

The  skies  are  wild  and  the  blast  is  cold, 

Yet  Riot  and  Luxury  brawl  v itkin  1 
Slaves  are  waiting  in  crimson  and  gold, 

Waiting  the  nod  of  the  child  of  sin. 
The  fire  is  crackling,  wine  is  bubbling 

Up  in  each  glass  to  its  beaded  brim ; 
The  jesters  are  laughing,  the  parasites  quaffing 

"Happiness,"  "  honor,"  and  all  for  him! 

WITHOUT. 

She  who  is  slain  'neath  the  winter  weather— 

Ah !  she  once  had  village  fame, 
Listened  to  love  on  the  moonlit  heather, 

Had  gentleness,  vanity,  maiden  shame ; 
Now  all  her  allies  are  the  tempest  howling, 

Prodigal's  curses— self-disdain, 
Poverty— misery;— well,  no  matter, 

There  is  an  end  to  every  pain! 


The  harlot's  fame  was  her  doom  to-day, 

Disdain,  despair;  by  to-morrow's  light 
The  ragged  bearers  and  the  pauper's  pall  j 

And  so  she'll  be  given  to  dusty  night, 
Without  a  tear  or  a  human  sigh, 

She's  gone— poor  life  and  its  "  fever"  o'er, 
So— let  her  in  calm  oblivion  lie, 

While  the  world  runs  merry  as  heretofore! 


He  who  yon  lordly  feast  enjoyeth, 

Ho  who  doth  rest  on  his  couch  of  down, 
He  it  was  who  threw  the  forsaken 

Under  the  feet  of  the  trampling  town ;  * 

Liar— betrayer— false  as  cruel— 

What  is  the  doom  for  his  dastard  sin? 
His  peers,  they  scorn?  high  dames,  they  shun  himt 

Unbar  your  palace  and  gaze  within. 

There — yet  his  deeds  are  all  trumpet-sounded, 

There  upon  silken  seats  recline 
Maidens  as  fair  as  the  summer  morning, 

Watching  him  rise  from  the  sparkling  wine. 
Mothers  all  proffer  their  stainless  daughters; 

Men  of  high  honor  salute  him  "  friend ;" 
Skies!  oh,  where  are  your  cleansing  waters? 

World!  oh,  where  do  thy  wonders  end? 


We  advise  all  the  Captain  Flints  and  the  Mrs.  Captain. 
Flints  throughout  the  country  to  read  the  following 
article. 

CONFESSIONS  OF  A  KEYHOLE. 

BY    IAMAH    BLA170H1RD.] 

I  am  a  native  of  London,  and  was  bored  about  a 
century  ago.  I  am  not  ashamed  to  say  that  originally 
I  was  of  a  circular  form,  and  of  a  size  quite  inconsider- 
able compared  with  my  present  dimensions,  being  in- 
tended simply  to  give  effect  to  the  spring  of  a  latch; 
but  a  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  the  house  (I  be- 
lieve this  is  the  modern  style)  with  which  I  am  con- 
nected, and  some  interesting  events  rendering  a  lock 
necessary,  I  was  subsequently  raised  to  the  dignity  of 
a  keyhole. 

The  great  powers  that  govern  alike  the  destinies  of 
keyholes  and  kings,  may  be  supposed  to  have  little 
favored  me.  It  was  certainly  not  my  fate  to  be  cut  in 
solid  fine  mahogany,  or  glorious  old  oak ;  to  be  fashion- 
ed in  any  substance  resembling  ebony,  ivory,  or  mother 
of  pearl ;  to  be  wrought  in  the  precious  metals,  or  even 
to  be  encircled  and  set  off  with  fanciful  ornaments, 
bronze  or  gilt :  I  have  heard  of  silver  keys,  but  no  key 
of  that  kind  ever  came  near  me.  I  cannot  boast  of 
being  the  medium  of  a  statesman's  entrance  to  his 
study,  or  of  a  beauty's  entrance  to  her  boudoir.  Plain 
uses  and  plain  appearances  are  all  I  pretend  to. 

I  am  as  far  removed,  however  from  the  gloomy  hovel ' 
of  one  district  as  from  the  gloomier  hell  of  another ; 
and  I  ever  thanked  fortune,  from  the  moment  when 
the  air  of  heaven  first  found  a  clear  passage  through 
me,  for  having  placed  me  among  the  middle  classes ; 
neither  in  a  parish  union  nor  a  palace ;  neither  in  a 
miser's  chest  nor  a  church  door;  not  so  high  up  as  the 
garret  of  a  philosopher,  nor  so  low-down  as  the  cellar 
of  a  five-bottle  blockhead ;  neither  in  the  prison  of  an 
honest  debtor,  nor  in  a  grinding  usurer's  country-box. 

I  may  add,  if  a  little  more  breath  may  be  allowed  me 
on  this  point,  that  although  it  is  the  luck  of  one  key- 
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hole  to  be  cut  in  the  door  of  a  harem,  and  of  another 
In  the  door  of  a  green-room— while  this  has  its  lot  in 
the  gate  of  the  foundling-hospital,  and  a  second  gapes 
in  the  door  of  some  sworn  bachelor's  cold  and  comfort- 
less dormitory — these  opposite  situations,  abounding 
as  they  may  with  the  means  of  gratifying  curiosity, 
and  awakening  moral  reflections,  are  In  truth  anything 
but  enviable.  To  a  keyhole  of  a  sensitive  turn  a  post 
In  a  quiet  family  is  the  most  desirable ;  at  a  distance, 
on  the  one  hand,  from  the  dreary  still-life  and  newiess 
monotony  of  a  deserted  banister's  chamber,  unlocked 
once  a  day;  and  on  the  other,  from  the  wear  and  tear 
attendant  upon  a  connection  with  an  elderly  lady's 
cordial  closet,  opened  every  ten  minutes. 

But  it  must  be  owned  that  there  are  a  thousand  posi- 
tions more  favorable  than  my  own  to  the  picking  up 
•f  secrets,  and  the  whispering  of  strange  news.  What 
mysterious  and  heart-rending  revelations— what  tender 
and  exciting  confessions — what  unexpected  and  terri- 
ble disclosures,  might  myriads  of  my  brethren  make  if 
they  disburdened  themselves  of  that  secret  information 
which  is  stored  in  their  small  but  wonder-treasuring 
recesses! 

In  the  case  of  a  poor-box  the  keyhole  might  have  no 
story  to  tell ;  a  jingling  note  resounding  through  it  now 
and  then  would  be  as  much  as  it  could  give  tidings  of 
But  let  it  be  the  strong-box  of  a  savings-bank,  and  if 
it  gave  forth  any  sound  at  all,  what  affecting,  what  en- 
nobling histories  should  we  hear  of!  daily,  hourly  acts 
of  self-denial  and  abstinence ;  of  industry  and  toil  the 
most  patient,  hopeful  and  unresting;  of  constant  strug- 
gles with  want,  and  frequent  triumphs ;  of  hard  but 
cheerful  efforts  to  withhold  from  the  eager  clutch  and 
hungry  maw  of  the  present  a  morsel  for  the  hurrying 
future — of  resolution  heroically  held  through  all  temp- 
tations, and  a  spirit  of  independence  unconquerable 
even  in  the  most  trying  condition  of  servitude! 

Or  say  that  it  be  the  tin  japanned  box  of  a  lawyer, 
having  the  date  of  the  year  painted  on  it,  with  two  or 
three  initials,  contrived  to  explain  nothing.  Of  what 
broken  fortunes  do  those  mortgage -deeds  speak!  of 
what  broken  hearts  perhaps  those  marriage  settle- 
ments !  Or  suppose  it  to  be  the  jewel-box  of  the  wife 
referred  to  in  those  matrimonial  documents;  when 
with  feverish,  trembling  hands  and  signs  of  bitter  an- 
guish, remorse,  and  fiercely  struggling  pride,  she  locks 
up  its  horrible  emptiness,  to  conceal  from  a  suspecting 
husband  the  absence  of  those  love-gifts  now  gone  to 
pay  the  humiliating  debt  of  reckless  dissipation,  or 
vainly  to  purchase  at  treacherous  hands  a  temporary 
security  for  shivering  honor. 

Or  imagine  it  to  be  the  writing-desk  of  the  suspect- 
ing husband  himself,  with  its  epistolary  store  of  pro- 
found secrets— the  correspondence  of  the  last  divinity 
that  had  won  him,  all  susceptibility,  to  her  worship— 
or  the  confounded  packet  of  long  bills  just  discharged 
on  the  score  of  Mademoiselle. 

If  instead  of  relating  my  own  experiences  it  were 
my  purpose  to  speculate  on  the  secrets  which  other 
keyholes  may  have  collected,  tragedies  as  dire,  and 
mysteries  as  blood-curdling,  as  any  ever  acted  in  Blue- 
Beard's  chamber,  might  be  found  lurking  near  very 
unlikely  locks,  and  whispers  of  them  might  be  caught 
coming  through  very  ordinary  looking  apertures  It 
might  be  by  no  means  necessary  to  repair  for  appalling 
tales  of  suffering,  told  only  in  sighs  and  groans,  to  the 
keyhole  of  the  condemned  cell,  with  its  lonely  inmate, 
or  to  the  gate  of  the  many-peopled  and  yet  more  deso- 


late hospital.  No,  by  the  common  till,  the  cash-box  of 
a  pawnbroker,  opened  every  minute  in  the  day — at  the 
closed  inner  door  of  a  gambling-house,  past  which  one 
continual  stream  of  life  flows  unobservingly  on  forever 
—at  the  locked  and  sealed  up  lid  of  a  Minister's  red- 
box,  borne  by  a  heedless  and  insensible  official  to  its 
sacred  destination;  but  with  any  secrets  in  this  latter 
quarter  it  is  best  perhaps  to  have  nothing  to  do.  When 
the  contents  transpire  in  the  regular  way  that  will 
doubtless  be  quite  time  enough  for  most  people. 

What  hideat  thou  in  thy  treasure  caves  and  cells — 
thou  keyhole  in  the  door  of  the  cabinet  council-chamb- 
er. Yet  catch  thou  not  the  question.  Curiosity  stop* 
her  ear  as  a  draught  of  communicative  air  steals  mur- 
muringly  through,  and  Wisdom  ventures  not  to  peep 
out  at  even  the  most  cautious  corner  of  his  eye  1 

Make  revelations  of  the  exclusive  doings  ye  witness, 
of  the  muttered  irregularities  within,  ye  keyholes  of 
vestries  held  with  closed  doors,  public  assemblies 
where  reporters  are  Marplots  1 

And  oh !  ye  privileged  keyholes,  peculiar  to  snug 
little  tea-parlors  where  eternal  Gossip  loves  at  appoint- 
ed hours  to  assemble  her  clacking  chattering  crew  over 
the  unincbriating  three  cups— give  up  your  hosts  of 
little  secrets,  and  take  a  breath  of  fresh  air  for  the  first 
time  these  forty  years. 

You  too,  keyholes  cut  in  quiet  back  drawing-rooms, 
and  dressing-rooms  where  privacy  is  ever  securely 
;  lodged — in  those  safest  and  most  comfortable  corners 
of  the  house,  be  they  high  or  low,  wherein  Slander  is 
best  pleased  to  ensconce  herself,  and  whisper  to  one 
edified  disciple,  or  to  a  wondering,  worshipping  dozen, 
as  the  case  may  happen,  all  the  foreign  and  domestic 
news  of  the  dressing,  dining,  dancing  world  around — 
give  out  now  but  an  echo  of  the  myriads  of  unwritten 
and  incredible  novels  packed  up  in  the  air  that  fills 
you. 

The  groans  of  unfortunate  reputations  stabbed  ruth- 
lessly in  your  presence,  the  last  dying  speeches  of 
spotless  and  irreproachable  characters  suddenly  cut  off 
in  their  bloom,  the  heavy  sighs  of  the  more  tender- 
hearted proselytes  of  scandal,  compelled  (by  their  re- 
gard for  truth)  to  ruin  the  fair  fame  of  a  family  they 
are  really  so  much  attached  to— these,  with  the  sound 
of  a  half-suppressed  giggle,  and  the  exclamation 
"  What  a  shame  1"  in  a  serious  elderly  tone  now  and 
then,  are  among  the  precious  secrets  with  which,  all 
ye  keyholes,  ye  are  stored— as  a  shell  is  with  sea-music 
when  held  close  to  the  ear. 

I  may  here  close  my  introductory  speculation  with 
the  general  remark,  that  as  no  human  face  divine  ever 
passed  before  the  mortal  gaxe  that  was  not  well  worth 
looking  at,  for  some  oda*  reason  or  other,  so  no  keyhole 
in  Christendom  or  out  of  it  was  ever  cut,  bored,  or 
chiseled,  that  was  not,  for  some  similar  odd  reason, 
worth  peeping  into  or  listening  at.  It  is  a  conviction 
in  this  truth  that  encourages  me  to  proceed  with  my 
narrative. 

The  apartment  to  which  I  was  an  appurtenance,  and 
in  behalf  of  whose  tenants  in  endless  succession  I  was 
to  discharge  such  important  and  necessary  functions, 
was  at  first  let  with  outer  rooms  as  lodgings.  I  re- 
membered the  workmen  coming  to  fit  np  and  furnish, 
and  from  them  I  heard  the  praises  of  the  tenant,  even. 
before  he  had  taken  up  his  abode  in  my  vicinity. 

He  was  a  prodigious  favorite  with  everybody ;  that 
was  evident  before  he  appeared.    Captain  Flint  smil- 


CONFESSIONS  OP  A  KEYHOLE. 


ed,  spoke,  moved,  lived,  only  to  fascinate,  High  and 
low  were  alike  caught — the  great  marquis  and  the 
poor  mechanic  There  was  a  general  conspiracy  among 
the  tradesmen  to  have  the  place  completed— not  half 
finished  by  the  appointed  hour;  they  would  not  dla- 
•  oblige  so  sweet-tempered  and  affable  a  customer  for 
twice  the  amount  of  the  profits.  Curtains  should  be 
put  up  and  carpets  down,  whether  there  happened  to 
be  time  enough  or  not.  As  for  Peggy,  who  was  dust- 
ing everything  as  if  for  sheer  pleasure,  prematurely, 
before  the  workmen  had  departed ;  she  vowed  by  her 
quarter's  wages  she  would  dust  the  tip  of  her  ringers 
off  rather  than  leave  a  single  speck  anywhere  within 
sight,  to  offend  the  dear,  smiling  blue  eyes  of  a  cap- 
tain, who  seemed  to  have  collected  whatever  was  bril- 
liant, handsome,  and  seductive  in  the  whole  British 
army,  into  that  one  pair  of  gracious  sparklers. 

But  it  was  not  merely  Peggy  and  the  work-people 
who  were  smitten;  the  landlord  came  up  with  an  eager 
and  anxious  countenance,  as  if  he  were  looking  for  his 
rent  beforehand ;  but  in  truth  he  only  came  to  hurry 
on  proceedings,  lest  so  kind  and  charming  a  lodger 
should  find  anything  to  complain  of.  And  yet  what 
an  idle  thought,  said  the  good  man  to  himself.  He 
complain !  with  such  a  face  as  that !    I  defy  him ! 

On  one  thing,  or  rather  two,  as  I  could  plainly  over- 
bear, all  the  gossippers  were  agreed ;  and  these  were — 
that  whereas  my  master  was  by  far  the  sweetest-tem- 
pered, the  most  affable,  and  the  most  amiable  of  mor- 
tals then  existing,  his  wife  was  assuredly  altogether 
as  sour— an  icicle  too  cold  to  be  melted  by  the  sunbeam 
she  had  married  —a  shrewish  thing  unconscious  of  the 
rare  felicity  of  her  lot  in  possessing  with  the  husband 
for  life,  the  fond  perpetual  lover— a  knowing  hypocriti- 
cal little  fury,  obstinately  bent  on  remaining  insensible 
to  the  blessings  of  having  an  angel  for  her  lawfully- 
wedded  partner. 

"A  real  angel,"  cried  Peggy,  perfectly  bewitched, 
"ifhe'saman!" 

And  at  length  when  all  was  complete,  up  came  the 
expected  lodgers,  ushered  In  by  "  my  landlord ;"  the 
captain  in  his  turn  introducing  half  a  dozen  friends, 
who  came  to  favor  him  with  their  opinions  touching 
colors,  contrasts,  patterns,  and  proportions. 

A  general  cry  of  "beautiful 1"  charming 1"  conveyed 
at  the  first  survey  of  the  apartment  a  verdict  of  ap- 
proval, and  several  glowing  faces  turning  rapidly  from 
this  side  to  that,  expressed  in  looks  the  same  decision 
wherever  their  glances  fell.  What  the  captain's  face 
said,  however,  I  could  not  see,  for  his  back  was  toward 
me;  but  just  at  the  moment  I  caught  that  which  could 
scarcely  be  less  expressive  than  his  best  holyday  looks 
— the  tones  of  the  sweetest,  softest,  silveriest  voice 
conceivable,  and  yet  withal  quiet  manly  and  unaffected. 
"My  dear,"  said  the  beautiful  winning  voice,  "I 
hope  you  will  find  something  to  approve  in  the  arrange- 
ment. It  is  not  complete,  you  know,  until  you  sanc- 
tion it  with  a  smile." 

The  dulcet  words  were  addressed  to  his  wife— and 
Mrs.  Flint  did  smile;  she  did  more,  for  she  delivered 
her  opinion  in  a  low  quiet  voice,  as  if  not  much  moved 
by  the  exhibition  which  delighted  others,  and  indeed 
Uttle  addicted  to  raptures  at  any  time,  to  the  effect  that 
she  thought  it  all  very  pleasing,  and  quite  as  it  should 
be  |  an  expression  of  approval  which  certainly  did  not 
harmonize  exactly  with  the  chorus  of  "charming!" 
"  perfect !"  and  therefore  had  a  rather  cold  and  dissat- 
isfied twang  in  it. 


The  face  of  my  mistress  was  visible  to  me  as  she 
spoke,  and  a  very  pretty  face — nay,  a  lovely  one  it 
must  once  have  been.  I  use  the  past  tense,  for  al- 
though it  had  still  youth  in  it,  it  had  seen  its  best  days. 
What  could  have  left  it  young,  and  yet  have  stripped 
it  of  the  glow  and  the  grace  of  the  early  time,  when 
the  heart's  freshest  hues  flush  the  beautiful  cheek v and 
the  whiteness  of  the  unsinnlng  soul  has  its  outward 
and  visible  sign  on  the  fair,  lovely  open  brow — when 
the  hope  that  lights  up  all  within  is  seen  in  the  sunny 
smile,  and  the  leap  of  the  happy  blood  is  in  the  giddy, 
sudden,  joyous  laugh  t 

Can  it  be,  I  mused  within  myself— can  it  be  her  in- 
domitable shrewishness  that  has  cast  the  pale  prema- 
ture shadow  upon  her  brow,  that  is  giving  by  rapid  de- 
grees a  sunken  form  to  her  cheek,  that  invests  her 
pretty  mouth  with  a  sadness  not  untouched  with  pain,  m 
and  conveys  into  her  eyes— no,  there  is  nothing  like 
the  spirit  of  a  shrew  lingering  in  those  patient,  passion- 
less orbs,  which  reveal  so  little  of  any  emotion  or  trou- 
ble in  the  inner  nature,  and  tell  rather  of  faded  fires 
than  flashes  and  gusts  to  be  dreaded.  It  must  have 
been  a  raging  volcano  to  have  burnt  out  so  soon. 
Perhaps  she  helped  to  put  it  out  with  floods  of  savage 
tears  on  finding  herself  unable  to  spoil  her  doting  hus- 
band's temper.  Her  flames  have  turned  to  ice,  and 
she  is  simply  cold,  sullen,  and  discontented— ah,  I  said 
so,  she  is  at  this  moment  finding  fault. 

"  If  I  may,"  remarked  the  lady  of  the  lodgings,  at 
that  moment,  in  the  same  quiet  tones,  "  suggest  an 
improvement,  I  think  It  might  be  effected  by  hanging 
the  picture  lower— at  present  it  is  In  a  false  light,  and 
the  effect  is  disadvantageous." 

"  The  picture"  thus  adverted  to  by  Mrs.  Flint  was 
no  other  than  a  portrait  of  the  captain,  an  acknowledg- 
ed likeness  of  the  All-admired,  and  the  company  with 
one  accord  turned  to  look  at  the  master-piece.  Each 
gazed  with  rapturous  admiration,  as  each  had  done  a 
hundred  times  before,  at  the  brilliant  canvas  whereon 
rested  the  placid  and  undelighted  eyes  of  Mrs.  Flint ; 
and  then  each  directed  a  glance  at  the  face  of  tfoat  pen- 
sive critic,  in  which  there  was  no  touch  of  idolatry  ex- 
pressed, and  what  awakened  their  wonder  more,  no 
character  of  scorn  or  disgust  either. 

"  How  astonishingly  she  contrives  to  hide  her  hatred 
and  malice,"  said  each  of  the  company  in  significant 
looks  to  the  other.  "  The  portrait  is  in  the  very  hap- 
piest light,  and  with  that  demure  visage  she  proposes 
to  destroy  its  effect !  Well,  of  all  the  women  in  the 
world." 

But  of  all  men  in  the  world,  Captain  Flint,  at  that 
Instant  looked  the  handsomest  and  the  happiest.  As 
he,  too,  turned  toward  the  portrait  his  face  flashed  in 
the  direction  of  the  door,  and  if  a  sunbeam  had  darted 
through  me,  I  could  not  have  felt  more  suddenly  illu- 
minated. His  countenance,  it  is  no  exaggeration  to 
say,  was  suffused  with  the  light  of  an  enthusiastic, 
an  unclouded  mind.  It  was— If  a  keyhole  may  be  al- 
lowed the  expression— it  was  one  smile.  It  had  been 
dipped  In  rose-water,  and  it  caught  not  only  the  sweet- 
ness of  the  flower  but  the  tints  of  it.  With  what  a 
glow  of  pure  affection  and  gratitude  it  recognized  the 
tender  interest  which  Mrs.  Flint  had  taken  in  the  posi- 
tion of  his  worthless  portrait— yet  not  wholly  worth- 
less since  she  had  bestowed  her  first  inquiring  thoughts 
upon  it,  and  wished  to  see  it  more  advantageously 
placed. 
He  did  not  utter  a  syllable,  for  words,  though  deli- 
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Tered  in  the  most  melodious  tones,  must  have  feebly 
expressed  his  emotions ;  but  he  thanked  her  in  more 
eloquent  silence  with  his  eyes— such  eyes !  and  then 
with  his  hands  j  between  which  he  pressed  for  a  mo- 
ment one  of  hers,  that  trembled  a  little  as  he  raised  it 
almost  reverentially  to  his  lips.  In  fact  I  expected  for 
a  brief  second  to  see  lips  meeting  lips ;  but  perhaps 
his  ardent  feelings  were  restrained  by  the  presence  of 
company — or  he  might  have  been  deterred  by  the  calm 
look  which  his' wife  bent  upon  his  fond  and  beaming 
face,  as  she  gently  turned  aside  her  head,  and,  still  un- 
moved, appeared  to  be  tracing  the  intricate  pattern  of 
the  new  carpet. 

All  eyes  observed  the  graceful  action  of  the  captain, 
the  air  of  devotion,  of  idolatrous  affection  even,  which 
he  assumed  as  if  by  an  instinct  of  his  superior  na- 
ture ;  and  no  eyes  then  save  those  of  the  wife  herself, 
*were  deficient  in  very  obvious  signs  of  admiration. 

And  now,  as  though  raised  beyond  his  ordinary 
spring  of  spirits,  by  a  feeling  of  hilarity  on  taking  pos- 
session of  his  new  residence,  by  the  well- understood 
sentiment  with  which  his  gentle  wife  had  hallowed  the 
hearthstone  by  which  he  was  to  sit,  and  by  the  pre- 
sence of  friends,  willing  not  only  to  be  pleased,  but 
charmed,  he  gave  loose  to  his  powers  of  entertaining. 
With  inexhaustible  variety  he  led  from  one  form  of 
pleasantry  to  another,  and  touched  in  turn  on  the  to- 
pic most  acceptable  to  each  of  his  guests.  The  rich 
chocolate,  the  fine  wine,  the  dainty  liqueur,  wanted 
sparkle  and  fragrance  in  comparison  with  his  jest  and 
sentiment.  The  current  of  his  gay  humor  was  a  con- 
stant flow,  yet  a  constant  change ;  so  that  the  listener 
might  break  in  at  any  point  he  pleased  and  join  in  the 
rattle— or  sit  contentedly  and  laugh.  He  dealt  out 
compliments,  impromptu,  equal  almost  to  Mr.  Pope's, 
and  if  Sir  Richard  had  been  there,  he  would  have  star- 
ted off  home  earlier  than  the  rest  to  write  Tattlers  from 
recollection. 

But  the  real  charm  of  his  wit  consisted  less  in  its 
brilliancy  than  in  its  delightful  temper.  It  was  the 
suavity,  more  even  than  the  mirth  and  gayety  of  his 
manner,'  that  flung  its  spell  over  the  room,  and  made 
life,  where  he  was,  a  comedy  on  which  there  was  no 
curtain  to  fall.  Mere  wit  may  become  wearisome,  but 
good  humor  and  joyous  frankness  never. 

In  the  exercise  of  these  qualities,  in  the  easy  display 
of  a  series  of  delicate  and  polished  courtesies,  felt  ra- 
ther than  observed,  the  time  flew ;  and  the  guests,  for- 
getful of  the  playhouse  and  Ranalegh,  protracted  their 
intended  visit  of  an  hour  far  into  the  evening;  when 
amki  a  shower  of  merry  laughs  and  anticipations  of 
the  coming  housewarming,  mingled  with  more  formal 
ceremonials  and  adieus,  they  broke  away,  to  sing  to  the 
world  the  praises  of  Captain  Flint;  adding  to  these, 
their  especial  wonder,  that  a  creature  so  perfectly  en- 
chanting should  bo  so  perfectly  enchanted  with  his  wife 
— and  such  a  wife. 

No  sooner  had  the  last  parting  word  been  uttered, 
no  sooner  at  least  had  the  door  been  closed,  than  a 
shadow  fell  across  the  apartment,  gloomy  as  it  was 
sadden— as  though  the  lights  had  all  gone  out  with  the 
guests.  I  peeped  round,  curious  to  know  the  cause, 
and  saw  it  in  the  altered  visage  of  my  master.  Yes, 
his  face  literally  darkened  the  room.  I  felt  a. shiver 
run  through  me  at  the  startling  and  fearful  change. 

It  was  not  to  the  glittering  play  of  fancy  and  the 
flash  of  merriment,  an  expression  of  weariness  had 
succeeded-— that  the  bright  eye  looked  sleepy,  that  the 


smiling  mouth  had  fallen  under  the  influence  of  a* 
yawn;  that  the  human  machine  had  been  screwed  up- 
a  little  too  high,  so  that  the  reaction  had  come  heavily 
and  at  once.  There  was  no  trace  of  this  ordinary  ex- 
haustion of  the  animal  powers  in  that  scowling  brow 
and  coarse  sullen  mouth.  On  the  contrary  there  was 
an  indefinable  quality  in  them  that  denoted  vigor  and 
full  consciousness,  and  seemed  to  say  that  this  was 
the  natural  character  of  the  face.  • 

Could  it  be,  then,  that  as  the  glad,  frank,  fine-tem- 
pered air  which  had  for  hours  overspread  his  features, 
disappeared  with  his  visitors— a  mere  mask  had  fallen 
off!  Was  the  man  visible  now,  while  the  actor  only 
had  appeared  before !  If  so,  there  was  nothing  fabu- 
lous about  Spencer's  bird  that  transformed  itself  into  a 
hedgehog.  But  a  minute  ago  he  was  state-coachman 
to  Cinderella,  mounted  on  the  box  of  a  fairy  chariot, 
and  now  behold  him  nothing  but  a  large  rat. 

That  model  of  politeness  and  prince  of  goodfellows. 
Captain  Flint,  having  placed  his  back  to  the  fire  for  a 
few  seconds,  and  directed  a  few  supercilious  glances 
round  the  apartment,  settled  his  look  at  length  upon 
his  silent  partner,  who  sat  with  a  resigned  air  and  lids 
bent  downward  at  a  respectful  distance.  With  that 
mysterious  sympathy  which  enables  people  to  feel  that 
they  are  being  looked  at,  she  then  raised  her  eyes  to- 
rn eet  the  gaze  of  her  guardian  adorer,  the  man  whom 
all  the  world  said  she  had  positively  bewitched;  but- 
although  there  happened  to  be  nothing  in  his  features 
just  then  that  could  possibly  delight  her,  there  was  evi- 
dently nothing  to  surprize.  Whatever  character  they: 
wore,  it  was  an  expression  she  seemed  used  to;  and 
she  merely  dropped  her  eyes  again,  without  evincing 
any  emotion,  unless  the  lowest  faintest  sigh  in  the 
world,  which  I  could  only  just  hear,  might  give  token 
of  some  inward  feeling. 

He  was  then  subject,  perhaps  daily  subject,  to  terri- 
ble bodily  spasms,  contortions  of  the  countenance,, 
which  gave  him  the  appearance  of  being  in  a  devil  oC 
a  temper!  Little  did  the  admiring  world  know  how 
its  favorite  suffered— how  he  hid  his  throes.  So  fre- 
quent were  his  attacks,  that  his  wile  it  was  pretty  clear, 
regarded  them  as  things  of  course. 

In  a  frame  of  mind,  judging  from  appearances,  that 
strongly  disposed  him  to  break  the  looking-glasses,  my 
master  now  took  the  room  at  two  strides,  seized  •> 
book,  flung  himself  into  a  chair,  and  commenced  a- 
"  calm  course  of  reading,"  with  knit  brows  and  lips 
violently  disposed  to  denticulate  one  auother.  But  be- 
fore he  had  settled  himself,  my  mistress  broke  silence 
—yet  scarcely  so  either— by  a  meek  enquiry,  it  might 
be  relating  either  to  supper  or  bed — but  at  all  events 
it  elicited  no  answer,  and  the  favorite  of  society  po- 
litely busied  himself,  or  affected  to  do  so,  in  his  book. 

Heaven  help  the  author— for  he  had  no  gentle  or 
courteous  reader !  After  some  rapid  turnings  of  the 
page,  and  a  mere  inarticulate  criticism,  the  volume- 
was  tossed  away,  and  a  yawn  testified  to  its  effects. 
This  seemed  a  good  sign ;  the  paroxysm  was  nearly 
over ;  and  thus  encouraged,  my  mistress,  who  had  - 
ventured  a  word  or  two  unavailing! y  before,  followed  - 
up  this  invasion  of  the  silence,  by  seeking  to  recall  her 
lord's  attention  to  their  newly-furnished  abode — timid- 
ly remarking  as  before. 

"I  think,  sir,  the  portrait  which  hangs  so  higU. 
may — " 

But  there  was  not  time  to  complete  the  suggestion  y 
for  the  gay  and  gallant  captain,  speaking  now  to  bis- 
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adored  wile  for  the  first  time  since  the  departure  of  his 
guests,  said, 

"  Damme,  madam,  you  are  always  so  monstrous  full 
of  complaints ;  now  the  picture,  even  as  it  hangs,  has 
at  least  the  merit  of  being  silent." 

With  these  words  and  a  second  yawn,  together  with 
a  candle  snatched  from  the  nearest  table,  but  without 
a  syllable  to  announce  his  intention,  my  admired  mas- 
ter took  his  departure  for  the  night ;  yes,  so  it  was  in- 
deed—he returned  no  more. 

Now,  hearing  what  I  had  heard,  and  seeing  what  I 
had  seen  of  my  master  before  his  visitors  departed, 
had  he,  when  left  alone  (that  is,  reckoning  my  mistress 
as  nobody)  proceeded  to  take  his  handsome  features  to 
pieces,  one  by  one,  as  easily  as  he  took  off  his  wig — 
had  he  placed  his  eyes  in  one  drawer,  his  teeth  in  a  se- 
cond, unscrewed  one  of  his  legs,  and  laid  his  severed 
head  on  the  table,  ready  for  Peggy  to  take  up  into  his 
dressing-room,  I  could  not  have  been  more  astonished, 
nor  could  the  alteration  have  been  greater  than  the 
change  between  his  countenance  for  company  and  his 
private  one — his  social  and  domestic  manner — in  short, 
his  artificial  and  his  natural  self. 

But  none  of  this  astonishment  marked  the  demeanor 
of  my  mistress,  when  of  the  score  of  merry  musical 
good  nights  which  he  had  bestowed  on  his  parting 
guests,  not  an  echo  was  heard  to  survive  for  her— when, 
without  word,  look,  or  sign,  he  left  her  to  follow  him,  as 
solitude  or  sleepiness  might  move  her.  To 'her  it 
seemed  but  one  of  the  regular  anticipated  events  of 
the  evening. 

As  he  quitted  the  room,  her  eyes  followed  him,  mo- 
mentarily, with  a  reproachful  expression ;  then  their 
look  became  merely  sorrowful,  until  tbey  slowly  filled 
with  tears,  and  her  face  hidden  in  her  hands,  a  suppres- 
sed sob  was  the  only  sound  to  tell  that  there  was  any- 
thing either  to  resent  or  to  forgive. 

She  soon  arose  calm  as  usual ;  the  sigh  as  she  left 
the  apartment  for  the  sleeping-chamber  was  as  low, 
being  habitually  hushed,  as  though  hearers  had  been 
nigh,  and  in  her  quiet  eye  there  was  now  not  a  trace  of 
tears.    It  was  a  picture  of  Resignation. 

The  next  day  I  was  again  on  the  look-out,  and  just 
as  quick  to  listen  ;  but  the  various  considerate  specu- 
lations I  had  entertained  in  order  to  account  for  the 
phenomenon  witnessed  the  evening  before — viz.,  that 
the  captain  and  my  mistress  had  quarreled  violently, 
that  he  was  jealous  of  her  and  assumed  a  cruel  man- 
ner in  the  hope  that  Bhe  might  betray  herself  in  resen- 
ting it— that  she  was  [naturally  chilly  and  insensible 
which  provoked  him  to  madness— that  she  was  a  ter- 
magant of  an  untameable  sort,  and  that  he  was  work- 
ing out  a  desperate  experiment— lastly,  that  he  was 
a  victim  to  some  spasmodic  affection,  too  acute  for 
flesh  and  blood  to  bear  with  a  bland  aspect  and  an 
amiable  deportment— all  these  vanished  as  my  expe- 
rience grew. 

However  fierce  and  dark  the  spell  that  bound  him, 
the  presence  of  a  third  person  was  sure  to  dissolve  it ; 
however  sweet,  however  potent  the  charm  that  influ- 
enced him  in  society,  it  perished  at  the  approach  of 
solitude  or  his  wife. 

Nothing  went  right  with  him  that  morning,  nor  any 
other  during  the  months  he  resided  under  that  roof. 
Everything  was  out  of  its  place  and  in  bis  way ;  a  con- 
spiracy against  his  peace  prevailed  on  all  sides,  and  his 
wife,  if  he  happened  to  think  of  her  at  all,  was  at  the 
bottom  of  it.    fiat  the  instant  another  face  appeared 


on  the  stage,  then  his  became  another  too;  the  scowl 
cleared  off,  the  sullen  rigid  lips  relaxed  into  a  smile, . 
the  sallow  cheek  even  seemed  to  brighten,  and  a  mar- 
riage-bell was  not  livelier  than  the  pleasant  chimes  of 
his  conversation. 

"  Ah!"  said  his  sagacious  admirers,  as  they  shook 
hands  wi.h  him  after  a  chat  that  had  put  them  in  good 
spirits  for  the  rest  of  the  day,  "  Flint  may  well  remain 
the  favorite ;  one  can  never  catch  him  out  of  tune ;. 
he's  always  in  one  happy  humor  the  whole  year  round 
—and  yet  with  such  a  wet-blanket  of  a  wife  1" 

So  he  still  went  on  ;  reserving  (to  liken  to  the  sub- 
stance that  bears  his  name,  and  is  supposed  to  be  the 
raw  material  of  some  men's  hearts)  all  his  brilliant 
sparks  for  society,  and  all  his  sharp  cutting  corners  for 
his  home. 

So,  too,  the  deception  was  still  kept  up.  Even  Peg- 
gy, though  looking  dally  as  it  were  over  his  very  shoul- 
der, was  deceived.  However  surly  his  visage,  or  snar- 
ling his  tone,  the  instant  before  to  his  wife,  when 
Peggy  entered  smiles  spread  over  the  face,  and  sweet- 
ness stole  Into  the  voice ;  and  worlds  could  not  have 
persuaded  Peggy  out  of  her  first  conviction  that  Cap- 
tain Flint  was  the  kindest,  the  gentlest,  and  the  most 
even-tempered  of  all  mortal  lodgers.  Ah !  foolish- 
Peggy— had  you  but  been  where  I  was ! 

But  Peggy  after  another  twelvemonth  or  so  was 
obliged  to  seek  another  idol ;  for  the  lodgers  removed ;. 
the  silent  self-controlling  passively-obedient  wife  to  the 
churchyard,  and  the  seductive  captain  to  country  quar- 
ters. For  solitude  in  his  old  apartments  had  now  be- 
come  more  trying  to  his  temper,  more  disagreeable 
every  way,  and  especially  more  productive  of  painful- 
indications  of  the  countenance,  than  of  late  had  been 
to  him  the  presence  of  bis  pale  partner  and  unrep reach- 
ing companion— the  libeled  and  lawful  victim  of  his- 
double-faced  and  heartless  vanity— the  martyr  to  se- 
cret griefs  and  cruel  scorns,  who  perished  uncared  for 
and  unregretted,  while  her  assassin  went  forth  as  usual 
to  cheat  and  be  cheated— to  play  his  gay  part  in  the 
hollow  pageants  of  life,  and  bow  to  its  mockeries  as  if) 
he  knew  them  to  be  real. 

Lodgers  in  plentiful  succession,  single  and  married, 
took  up  their  abode  in  the  house,  and  occupied  the 
same  suite  of  apartments,  after  the  widower  quitted 
them;  but  of  these  at  present  I  am  not  the  historian. 

I  pass  to  a  later  period  of  my  experiences — many 
years  after,  when  a  gentleman  who  had  come  to  in- 
spect the  lodgings,  was  shown  into  this  very  apart- 
ment. He  had  already  seen  the  others,  and  appeared 
indifferent  about  them,  but  that  might  be  the  result  of 
manner,  or  the  consequence  of  age — for  some  would 
have  thought  him  too  old  to  care  much  about  the  style 
of  the  room  he  was  to  live  in  now.  Yet  he  was  by 
no  means  unconcerned  on  this  point,  and  gazed  around 
him  from  wall  to  wall  on  every  side  with  eyes  of  live- 
ly interest.  From  floor  to  ceiling  his  mild  searching 
glances  ranged ;  and  it  was  in  soft  sweet  tones,  and 
with  a  profound  serenity  of  manner,  as  though  his- 
heart  felt  at  rest,  that  he  said, 

''Yes,  I  will  come  and  live  here— come  and  die- 
here." 

There  was  on  his  calm  aspect  as  he  spoke  a  beautiful' 
smile,  which  to  his  noble  and  venerable  appearance  ad- 
ded a  charm  singularly  captivating.  He  agreed  to  enter 
upon  possession  at  once,  and  the  same  night  various* 
articles  of  property  were  brought  in  and  deposited  in* 
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this  apartment,  which  he  carefully  locked  on  retiring 
for  the  night. 

In  the  morning  the  key  was  applied  to  mt%  and  the 
old  man  entered  and  stood  alone  in  the  room  sarvey 
ing  every  object,  and  calmly  and  thoughtfully  his 
head  drooped,  yet  this  but  rendered  his  air  more  dig- 
nified ;  and  he  seemed  a  man  in  whom  all  vain  thoughts 
and  violent  passions  were  dead — in  whom  alone  some 
sweet,  and  some,  perchance,  very  bitter  memories  now 
survived. 

He  busied  himself,  as  well  as  his  little  strength 
would  permit,  about  the  room  in  arranging  the  articles 
brought  in ;  and  when  he  had  placed  them  to  his  satis- 
faction, he  sat  apparently  contemplating  some  object 
among  them  of  particular  interest,  what  it  was  1  could 
not  see.  After  some  hours  thus  spent  he  retired,  and 
again  locked  the  door. 

The  next  day  he  returned,  and  the  next,  and  every 
day ;  and  on  the  same  spot  he  always  sat,  sometimes 
reading,  sometimes  in  meditation,  with  eyes  looking 
inwardly  into  himself,  but  most  frc,u.ntly  with  his 
gaze  fixed  on  some  object  placed  out.  him,  with  which 
he  seemed  to  converse  silently,  securing  invariably 
there  a  dear  and  tranquil  companionship  that  rendered 
loneliness  impossible. 

A  few  weeks,  months  indeed,  passed  away,  and  my 
curiosity  had  never  been  gratified  by  a  single  word,  not 
a  syllable  that  might  explain  the  old  man's  mysterious 
visits  and  sacred  communings  in  this  room,  into 
-which  no  foot  save  his  own  was  permitted  to  enter; 
when  I  began  to  note  that  his  thin  pale  hand  trem- 
bled more  as  he  applied  the  key,  and  his  step  grew 
more  feeble  as  he  walked  to  his  chair,  and  I  thought 
his  look  became  still  calmer  though  fonder  too  as  he 
gazed  on  the  treasure  (for  such  it  must  be)  before  him. 

The  feebleness  visibly  increased— the  visits  became 
briefer— and  then  they  stopped.  The  old  man  return- 
ed not  again,  and  a  knell  from  a  neighboring  spire  told 
why. 

Some  weeks  after  his  death,  when  a  new  occupant 
had  taken  the  rooms,  some  articles  of  property  were 
removed— and  among  them,  as  they  were  carried  out  a 
picture  became  for  an  instant  visible.  I  recognized  it 
as  one  that  had  hung  long  since,  in  that  same  apart- 
ment, and  from  the  canvas  still  looked  down  those 
meek  and  patient  eyes  which  had  so  often  turned  on 
the  vanity  and  self-will  of  Captain  Flint,  lessons  not 
learnt  in  time,  but  yet  not  finally  lost. 


LUCK  IS  EVERYTHING 

BY    JOSETH    H.    CHANDLER. 

The  course  of  true  love,  it  is  said,  did  never  yet  run 
smooth;  and  those  who  have  had  experience  on  that 
turnpike  of  the  affections,  or  rather  rail-road,  as  it  is 
soon  run  over,  bear  testimony  to  the  jolts,  "  runnings 
off,"  and  mashings  up  alive,  of  which  the  poets  speak. 
We  have  no  great  taste,  in  this  time  of  politics  and 
perplexities,  to  dabble  in  "fancy  stocks,"  and  risk  our 

.  reputation  for  gravity ;  yet  the  illustration  of  an  apho- 
rism of  admitted  truth,  may  be  considered  seasonable, 

^and  the  moral  deduced  from  the  illustration  may  com- 

i  pensate  some  for  the  time  of  reading  it. 
'  In  the  year  1814— we  remember  the  time  well,  be- 

•  cause  a  part  of  the  incidents  of  the  story  were  connec- 
ted with  a  great  event,  an  event  not  likely  to  be  for- 
gotten—well, in  the  year  1814,  a  young  man,  who,  to 
a^iaionary  mind  and  a  consequent  want  of  employ- 


ment, added  a  most  desperate  affection  for  a  young  la- 
dy, quite  too  good  for  him  if  his  business  pursuits 
were  alone  considered,  but  just  Ms  match,  if  confiding 
affection,  purity  of  mind,  and  innocence  of  purpose, 
are  the  reward  of  large  endowments,  strict  integrity, 
and  a  desire  for  honest  competence,  without  the  means 
of  obtaining  it. 

There  was  no  more  pleasing  young  man  in  the  thri- 
ving village  than  Henry  Bradford;  and  everybody 
agreed  with  his  neighbors,  that  he  was  the  most  agree- 
able person,  and  the  best  educated  about.  But  he  did 
not  study  law,  he  despised  medicine,  and  did  not  take 
to  the  church ;  he  had  frequently  thought  of  "  mer- 
chandize," but  that  required  a  capital,  which  he  could 
not  raise,  and  so  he  did  not  get  ahead,  though  he  was 
forever  on  the  brink  of  some  wonderful  success  which 
he  certainly  would  have  secured,  if  he  had  only  enter- 
ed upon  the  enterprize. 

Mary  Carver  evidently  loved  Henry  Bradford ;  for 
knowing  that,  excepting  his  handsome  person,  plea- 
sing manners,  and  good  charaoter,  he  had  pothing  to 
offer,  she  would  not  otherwise  have  been  deaf  to  the 
offers  of  so  many  young  men,  whose  character  and 
positions  rendered  them  desirable  to  the  family.  These 
offers  were  repeated  so  often,  and  hints  so  strong  were 
given  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Carver,  that  it  was  deemed  pro- 
per, after  a  serious  deliberation  in  cabinet  council,  to 
admonish  their  daughter  that  Henry  was  in  no  busi- 
ness, and  was  not  likely  to  be  in  a  way  to  maintain  a 
family. 

Mrs.  Carver  opened  the  diplomacy  with  her  daugh- 
ter, and  after  two  or  three  conferences,  retreated  un- 
der the  laugh  of  Mary,  who  declared  that  she  did  not 
doubt  that  Henry  one  day  would  be  rich  enough  to 
take  care  of  both,  for  he  had  had  a  dream  that  he 
should  be.  Mrs.  Carver  had  no  disposition  to  laugh  in 
such  a  serious  mission,  and  no  desire  to  be  angry  with 
her  daughter. 

Mary,  however,  knew  that  when  her  father  came  to 
negociate,  she  would  have  to  use  other  arguments  than 
laughter,  and  therefore  she  admonished  Henry  of  the 
approaching  storm.  Henry  thought  of  it  two  or  three 
days,  an  unusual  time  for  him  to  devote  to  any  thing 
like  his  personal  affairs. 

At  length  the  family  was  honored  by  a  formal  offer 
from  a  clergyman  in  a  neighboring  town.  He  was 
learned,  pious,  rich,  and  respected,  and  such  an  offer 
was  not  to  be  slighted.  It  was  not  slighted.  Old  Mr. 
Carver  took  the  subject  to  heart,  and  Mrs.  Carver  gave 
her  sheer  muslin  cap  a  double  clear  starching  upon 
the  very  idea  of  becoming  mother-in-law  to  a  minis- 
ter. Mary  pondered  these  things  in  her  heart.  She 
saw  the  improbability  of  Henry's  ever  attaining  a  sit- 
uation that  would  warrant  matrimony.  She  was  lis- 
tening to  her  mother's  account  of  his  want  of  applica- 
tion to  business,  his  apparent  disregard  of  all  the  or- 
dinary means  of  attaining  competence,  and  of  his  ut- 
ter lack  of  what  is  called  common  sense ;  and  the  old 
lady  concluded  her  homily  with  a  remark,  that  she  be- 
lieved Henry  Bradford  would  think  more  of  a  dream  of 
wealth  twice  repeated,  than  of  the  best  prospects  that 
ever  presented  business  preferment. 

"Mother,"  said  Mary,  "Henry  is  not  a  fool." 

"  No,"  said  Mrs.  Carver,  hesitatingly,  "  he  w  not  a 
fool,  certainly." 

11  Why  then  do  you  talk  so  of  him  7"  asked  Mary. 
"  But  there  he  is  coming  now,"  continued  the  girl. 


LUCK  IS  EVERYTHING. 


43 


"  Speak  to  him  plainly,  my  child,"  said  Mrs.  Car- 
ver. 

Mary  made  no  answer,  for  she  was  a  little  mortified 
at  the  ludicrous  turn  which  her  mother  had  given  to 
Henry's  rather  dreamy  proposition,  though  she  never 
bad  heard  him  build  any  castles  in  the  air  out  of  such 
materials. 

Henry  came  with  his  usual  pleasant  humor,  and  sat 
down  by  Mary,  and  after  a  few  words,  he  perceived 
that  something  was  wrong. 

"Mary,"  said  he,  " have  yon  been  reading  the  Sor- 
rows of  Werter?" 

"  No,  Henry,  but  I  have  been  listening  to  mother's 
sorrows — her  lamentations  over  you.    She  says—" 

"  Never  mind  what  she  says,  Mary,  as  I  perceive  it 
ia  not  very  good  4  just  listen  to  what  I  have  to  tell." 

"Well  what  is  it  Henry?    I  hope  it  is  good." 

".Excellent,  capital :  it  will  be  delightful." 

"Do,  then,  tell  me  what  it  is." 

."  Why,  last  Sunday  night  I  dreamed  that—" 

"  Dreamed  /"  exclaimed  Mary,  with  a  most  dolorous 
aigh. 

"  Aye,  dreamed."' 

" Well,  goon." 

"  I  dreamed  that  I  had  drawn  ten  thousand  dollars 
in  the  Plymouth  Beach  Lottery." 

"Well,  what  then?" 

"  Why,  I  dreamed  the  same  on  Monday  night,  and 
on  Tuesday  night,  and  the  numbers  were  5,  4,  3,  2. 
Well,  I  sent  right  to  Boston  on  Wednesday,  and  pur- 
chased the  ticket,  and  here  ids;  you  shall  keep  it, 
Mary,  and  when  I  go  up  to  Boston  for  the  prize,  you 
shall  go  with  me." 

Poor  Mary  smiled  mournfully  and  reproaching! y. 
Henry  left  the  house,  and  went  home  satisfied  that  he 
had  made  a  right  disposition  of  the  ticket. 

Day  after  day  did  Henry  watch  at  the  Post  Office, 
thread  the  first  report  of  the  drawing  ;  but  day  after 
day  passed  without  the  desired  information. 

'At  length  one  of  the  young  men  was  heard  to  re- 
mark that  Henry  Bradford  had  shot  out  of  the  Post 
Office,  as  if  he  had  received  some  strange  intelligence. 

"  Mary,"  said  Henry,  "  here  is  your  father's  paper, 
and  look  at  the  returns,  No.  5,  4,  3,  2 — ten  thousand 

DOLLARS. 

Mary  turned  pale— the  news  was  unexpected. 

"Let's  go  to  Boston,"  said  Henry,  "and  get  the 
money." 

"  The  prizes  are  payable  thirty  days  after  drawing," 
said  Mary,  looking  at  the  bottom  of  the  ticket. 

That  night  Mary  told  her  mother  of  Henry's  luck. 

Mrs.  Carver  seemed  rather  startled. 

11  Are  you  not  pleased,  mother?"  asked  Mary ;  "  do 
you  wish  to  oppose  other  obstacles  to  our  union  ?" 

"Mary,"  said  Mrs  Carver,  "do  you  recollect  the 
most  uncompromising  hostility  which  your  father  has 
to  lotteries— his  utter  abomination  to  money  thus  dis- 
tributed ?  This  prize  will  be  worse  to  him  than  po- 
verty. Ever  since  they  refused  to  make  him  a  mana- 
ger in  the  Plymouth  Beach  Lottery,  he  has  set  down 
the  whole  as  gambling,  and  every  prize  as  the  devil's 
gift  for  mischief;  and  to  say  the  truth,  most  people 
begin  to  hold  opinions  with  hira." 

"  Why,  mother,  everybody  did  not  ask  to  be  made  a 
manager  in  the  lottery." 

"No,  no;  but  people  may,  like  your  father,  arrive 
^kcorrect  conclusions  from  selfish  considerations,  and 


good  opinions  may  become  general  without  any  spe- 
cial motive  for  change." 

The  next  day  Mary  gave  back  Henry  his  ticket,  with 
an  account  of  the  conversation  of  her  mother. 

Henry  was  mortified  at  the  result ;  he  understood 
and  appreciated  the  feelings  of  the  "  old  folks,"  and  in 
any  other  person's  case  he  might  have  approved  of  it. 

"But  what  does  your  father  want?"  said  Henry. 
"Does  he  suppose  that  the  mode  adopted  to  build 
churches,  endow  schools,  and  finish  public  works,  is 
too  impure  to  supply  the  needy  purse  of  one  who 
wishes  to  be  his  son  in-law?  He  is  more  nice  than 
wise." 

"My  father,"  said  Mary,  "may  not  think  himself 
called  upon  to  be  as  particular  about  what  concerns 
the  public  charities,  corporations,  or  indifferent  indivi- 
duals, as  he  is,  and  is  bound  to  be,  in  what  concerns 
the  respectability  of  his  own  family." 

"  But  if  I  acquire  wealth  by  lawful  means—" 

"Henry,  father  oijftYer  asked  that  you  should  be 
wealthy :  he  thougrMj> .proper,  and  he  makes  it  a  con- 
dition of  our  marriage,  that  you  should  have  some  re- 
spectable business,  since  you  have  not  wealth." 

"And  your  father  is  right,"  said  Henry;  "but  how 
I  am  to  get  clear  of  the  odium  of  my  lottery  prize,  I 
can  neither  see  nor  guess." 

"  Perhaps  you  will  dream  it,  though,"  said  Mary, 
archly. 

"  I  can  dream  of  nothing  but  schooners,  brigs,  and 
ships,"  said  Henry. 

"Oh,  if  you  only  owned  a  good  vessel,"  said  Mary, 
"I  do  not  know  but  father  would  almost  forgive  its 
coming  as  a  prize." 

"  A  prize  to  the  privateer,"  said  Henry,  "but  not  in 
a  lottery." 

Henry  wandered  down  toward  the  wharves  and  un- 
occupied ship-yards.  The  war  allowed  of  little  or  no 
work  among  the  ship-builders.  The  hull  of  a  fine 
brig  lay  at  the  wharf.  She  had  been  launched  a  year, 
and  there  was  none  to  purchase  her.  She  was  too, 
clumsy  for  a  privateer.' 

"Mr.  Holmes,"  said  Henry,  "what  is  that  vessel 
worth  ?" 

"She  is  worth  twenty  thousand  dollars,"  said  the 
owner  and  builder ;  "  she  cost  that  as  she  is,  and  she 
will  bring  twenty-five  thousand  the  very  hour  peace  is 
declared." 

"  Would  you  like  the  money  for  her  at  a  cash  price  ?" 

"  Nothing  would  be  more  acceptable.  But  there  are 
not  fifteen  thousand  dollars  in  the  country." 

The  remarks  of  Mary  about  her  father's  respect  for 
a  ship  owner  had  been  running  in  Henry's  head  ever 
since  they  were  uttered,  and  he  beckoned  aside  the 
owner. 

"  Mr.  Holmes,"  said  Henry,  "I  have  a  commission 
to  fulfil,  and,  as  you  know  I  am  not  much  of  a  business 
man,  I  must  ask  you  to  consider  a  proposition  which  I 
am  about  to  make  to  you,  and  to  answer  me  expli- 
citly." 

"  Let  me  hear  the  proposition." 

"  I  will  give  you  ten  thousand  dollars  for  the  brig  as 
she  now  lies." 

"And  the  time  of  payment?" 

"  Within  forty  days.    You  cannot  want  the  money 
sooner ;  the  river  is  frozen  over,  and  you  could  make 
no  use  of  the  cash  before  that  time." 
Mr.  Holmes  turned  to  Bradford  and  said— "You 
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know,  Henry,  that  I  am  aware  that  you  have  not  the 
means  of  payment,  and  also  that  you  are  not  a  person 
likely  to  be  employed  as  an  agent  in  such  business, 
and  yet  I  have  every  confidence  in  your  word." 

Henry  explained  fully  to  the  ship  owner  the  state  of 
his  affairs,  and  exhibited  to  him  the  lottery  ticket,  No* 
5,  4,  3,  2. 

"  But,"  said  Mr.  Holmes,  "  there  may  be  some  mis- 
take about  the  matter,  or  some  failure  of  the  lottery, 
by  which  I  should  lose." 

Henry  explained  his  motives  and  wishes,  and  in  two 
hours  he  held  in  his  hand  a  bill  of  sale  of  the  brig  Hel- 
veiiu9,  which,  as  the  papers  were  not  obtained,  he  im- 
mediately re-named  Mary.  The  condition  was,  that 
Henry  was  to  hold  the  vessel  for  forty  days,  and  if, 
within  that  time,  he  should  pay  ten  thousand  dollars, 
she  was  to  be  his ;  if  not,  she  was  to  revert  to  Mr. 
Holmes,  who,  in  the  meantime,  held  the  ticket  as  a 
sort  of  collateral.  The  bill  of  sale,  as  I  saw  it,  bore 
date  the  5th  of  February,  1815.  Henry  felt  like  a  new 
man.  He  was  a  ship  owner  in  a  place  where  that 
character  was  a  sort  of  aristocracy.  He  went  day  after 
day  to  look  at  his  brig,  wishing  for  the  time  to  pass 
away  for  the  prize  to  be  paid,  but  he  said  nothing  yet 
to  Mr.  Carver. 

One  evening,  while  Henry  was  walking  with  Mary, 
she  asked  him  what  he  intended  to  do  with  his  vessel 
when  the  forty  days  were  up  ? 

"  Rig  her,  bend  her  sails,  and  then  sell  her,  or  send 
her  to  sea." 

"  Why,  Henry,  it  took  the  whole  of  the  ticket  to  buy 
the  hull  and  the  standing  spars,  and  it  will  take  half  as 
much  more  to  rig  her  and  find  canvass ;  and  besides 
that,  how  can  you  sell  her  for  more  than  Mr.  Holmes 
could  1" 

Henry  hesitated :  he  had  not  thought  of  that;  but  he 
did  not  doubt  but  it  would  all  come  right  yet. 

Henry  was  sitting  the  next  day  on  the  quarter  rail 
of  his  brig,  looking  at  the  masts,  well  covered  with 
snow  and  ice,  and  thinking  of  the  better  appearance 
she  would  make  when  the  rigger  had  done  his  duty. 
At  length  he  felt  the  hand  of 'Mr.  Holmes  upon  his 
shoulder. 

" Henry,"  said  the  latter,  "I  am  sorry  to  have  bad 
news  to  tell  you.  Read  that  paragraph  in  the  Boston 
Centinel." 

"  Cobhection.— The  ticket  which  drew  the  highest 
prize  in  the  Plymouth  Beach  Lottery,  was  4,  5,  3,  2, 
and  not,  as  our  compositors  stated  last  week,  5,  4,  3,  2. 
We  understand  that  a  gentleman  of  wealth  in  the 
southern  part  of  this  town,  is  the  fortunate  holder." 
"  What  do  you  say  to  that,  fcienry  T» 
"  Only  that  the  old  gentleman  will  not  now  say  that 
I  have  the  wages  of  gambling." 

"  No,  nor  will  he  give  you  the  credit  of  being  a  ship 
owner,"  said  Mr.  Holmes.  "  Yau  have  been  unfortu- 
nate, Henry,  and  I  am  really  sorry  for  you  ?"  continued 
Mr.  Holmes,  changing  his  tone  considerably;  "and 
regret  my  own  loss,  as  I  have  need  of  the  money;  but, 
as  you  cannot  pay  for  the  brig,  you  would  better  hand 
me  the  bill  of  sale,  and  let  us  destroy  it." 

Henry  drew  from  from  his  pocket  the  precious  docu- 
ment, and,  while  he  examined  it  from  top  to  bottom, 
he  said  to  Mr.  Holmes—"  This  affair  has  been  to  me 
like  a  pleasant  dream,  not  only  on  account  of  my  aspi 
radons  for  Mary,  which  you  are  acquainted  with,  but 
day  after  day  I  have  felt  a  growing  energy  for  business, 
a  tort  of  outreaching  of  the  mind,  a  determination, 


with  such  a  noble  beginning,  to  proceed  cautiously  but 
steadily,  to  do  what  I  ought  to  have  begun  years  since* 
Then,  Mr.  Holmes,  as  the  bill  has  yet  some  days  to  run 
before  I  can  be  chargeable  with  violation  of  contract,  I 
will  restore  it  to  my  pocket-book,  and,  if  I  cannot  dream 
as  I  have  done,  I  shall  not,  at  least,  be  awakened  too 
suddenly." 

Mr.  Holmes,  of  course,  consented,  a*  he  really  had 
no  right  to  claim  the  vessel  until  the  forty  days  should 
have  expired ;  and  Henry  went  up  to  tell  Mary  of  the- 
new  turn  his  luck  had  taken. 

Though  Mary  respected  her  rather  too  much  to  fee! 
pleasure  in  Henry's  new  possession,  yet  she  loved 
Henry  too  much  not  to  fell  deeply  grieved  at  his  bitter 
disappointment 

"  That  dream,  said  Henry,  doubtingly ;  "  that  dream 
has  not  yet  come  to  pass." 

Some  days  after  that,  there  was,  as  usual,  a  gather- 
ing at  the  post  office,  at  some  distance  from  the  ship- 
yard, awaiting  the  arrival  of  the  mail.  The  stage,  at 
the  usual  hour,  drove  up,  and  the  driver  said,  as  he 
handed  the  mail-bag  into  the  house,  that  he  guessed 
there  was  better  news  to-day  than  he  had  brought 
since  the  victory  on  the  Lake. 

"  Another  victory,  Mr.  Woodward  V 

"No,  not  another  victory,  but  Peace  !" 

"Can  you  tell  me,"  said  a  dapper  looking  young 
gentleman,  as  he  slipped  from  the  stage,  "  where  I  can 
find  Mr.  Holmes,  the  owner  of  the  brig  Helvetius  7" 

"  Mr.  Holmes  lives  on  the  hill  younder,"  was  the 
reply ;  "  but  it  is  thought  he  does  not  own  the  Helve- 
tius now." 

"Has  he  sold  her  1" 

"Yes." 

"  I  am  sorry  for  that— who  is  the  owner?" 

"  Mr.  Bradford— the  young  man  whom  you  see  read- 
ing the  newspaper." 

The  stranger  stepped  into  the  house,  and  enquired 
of  Henry  whether  he  would  sell  the  brig. 

Henry  said  that  he  would  cheerfully  part  with  her. 

"  At  what  price  V 

"At  the  peace  price." 

"  Stage  is  ready,"  said  Mr.  Woodward,  the  driver. 

"  We  will  ride  over  to  the  village,"  said  Henry,  "and 
converse  on  the  matter  as  we  go  along." 

Henry  soon  emerged  from  the  stage  coach,  and  hast* 
ened  to  Mr.  Carver's. 

"You  look  cheerful,"  said  Mary. 

"  I  have  drawn  another  prize !" 

"Not  another,  I  hope!" 

"Yes,  and  a  larger  one;  I  have  sold  the  brig  for 
twenty  thousand  dollars  to  a  Boston  house,  and  I  am 
to  be  Lo  Plymouth  at  four  o'clock,  to  get  my  pay  at  the 
BankC"  ' 

"  But  the  brig  was  not  yours,  Henry.  Surely  you 
are  not  deranged— you  could  not  hold  the  brig  after  the 
mistake  of  the  prize  was  corrected." 

"There  is  just  where  you  are  mistaken,  Mary. 
There  is  a  bill  of  sale  which  allows  of  forty  days  from 
date  for  the  payment.  Say  nothing  to  any  one,"  cried 
Henry,  "  and  I  will  be  with  you  before  I  sleep." 

"  What's  the  matter  with  Henry  1"  said  Mrs.  Car- 
ver, as  she  entered  the  room ;  has  he  drawn  another 
p*ze?» 

I  guess  not,  mother,"  said  Mary ;  "  only  dreaming, 
again,  perhaps." 

At  nine  o'clock  Henry  arrived  from  Plymouth,  with 
an  accepted  draft  for  ten  thousand  dollars,  In  favor  of 
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Mr.  Holmes,  and  a  Bank  book  in  which  he  had  a  credit 
for  an  equal  aura ;  and  the  brig  Mary  made  some  of  the 
most  profitable  voyages  that  were  ever  projected  in 
Boston. 

She  was  in  the  East  India  trade,  and,  as  her  return 
was  noticed  in  the  papers,  (and  it  was  usually  an- 
nounced about  the  same  time  that  the  very  respectable 
family  of  Bradford  had  an  increase,)  Henry  was  wont 
to  exclaim,  "  luck  is  everything." 

Some  years  after  that,  twenty-five  at  least,  as  I  was 
Tiding  into  Plymouth,  with  Bradford  and  his  grand- 
daughter, I  referred  to  the  anecdote,  and  the  conclu- 
sion, that  "luck  was  everything." 

"  There  may  be  something  in  luck,"  said  he ;  "but 
the  hope  which  I  gathered  while  I  held  the  ticket,  with 
the  belief  that  I  had  a  prize,  the  resolutions  which  I 
formed  while  sitting  and  gazing  at  the  lofty  spars  of 
my  biig,  and  the  confiding  virtue,  the  filial  piety,  and 
the  perfect  love  of  Mary,  did  all  for  me,  and  I  should 
have  been  rich  without  the  brig;  so,  you  see,  it  was 
Hope,  contemplation,  woman's  virtue,  woman's  piety, 
and  woman's  love,  that  made  me  what  I  am.  And  let 
me  add,  friend  C,  that  you  and  I  owe  more  to  woman 
than  the  world  credits  to  her.  Let  us,  at  least,  do  her 
Justice."— Graham  for  March. 


LAMENT  OF  THE  BEREAVED. 

BT   ABTHUB  MOEEBLL. 

Sad  this  heart  which  once  was  gay, 
Death  has  torn  its  joy  away — 
Joy  which  (by  sweet  hopes  inspire, 
Once  'twas  all  this  heart  desir'd,) 
Ceases  nowto  light  mine  eye- 
Grief  awakens  many  a  sigh. 
Sad  this  heart  which  once  was  gay, 
Death  has  torn  its  joy  away. 

Tears,  instead  of  smiles,  now  start 
Prom  this  sorrow  stricken  heart; 
Teara  which  .scarce  afford  relief, 
Offspring  of  a  bitter  grief; 
Grief  which  dwells  where,  unrestrain'd, 
Once  fond  Hope  supremely  reign'd — 
Sad  this  heart  which  once  was  gay, 
Death  has  torn  its  joy  away. 

Mournfully  and  sadly  now 
Gaze  I  on  that  cold,  cold  brow — 
Sighing,  weeping,  all  alone, 
For  the  one  I  thought  my  own. 
Farewell,  lost  one!— blest  art  thou— 
Would  that  I  were  with  thee  now. 
Sad  my  heart  which  once  was  gay, 
Death  has  torn  its  joy  away. 


PRAIRIE  AND  MOUNTAIN  LIFE. 
Uark  Hoad's  Adventure  with  tho  Sicuac. 

We  have  before  made  mention  of  a  trapper  now  in 
the  mountains,  known  as  Mark  Head.  He  has  in  his 
time  met  with  a  number  of  perilous  and  desperate  ad- 
ventures, and  one  of  them  shall  form  the  subject  of  this 
chapter. 

In  1839,  Mark  was  out  on  a  trapping  excursion  with 
two  companions,  one  named  Rushfore  and  the  other 
Redmond,  the  latter  hailing  from  the  State  of  Louis- 
The  three  were  journeying  along  the  Sweet- 


water one  morning,  when  they  suddenly  came  in  view 
of  forty  or  fifty  Sioux.  Mark  at  once  proposed  to  his 
friends  to  run,  but  they  opposed  it,  and  preferred  going 
up  to  the  Indians  to  offer  their  hands  and  play  a  frank 
and  fearless  part.  Rushfore  and  Redmond,  forming 
the  majority,  of  course  prevailed,  and  Mark,  perforce, 
accompanied  them  to  shake  hands  with  the  treacher- 
ous Sioux.  The  tremulous  presentiment  of  Mark  turn- 
ed out  a  prophecy,  for  the  three  trappers  were  instantly 
surrounded  by  the  Indians,  who  pressed  about  them 
with  rude  impetuosity,  and  while  pretending  to  offer 
their  hands  in  friendship ;  Redmond  was  pulled  off  his 
horse,  and  Rushfore's  rifle  was  jerked  out  of  his  grasp. 
The  unfortunate  trappers  were  now  awake  to  the  criti- 
cal danger  in  which  they  stood,  but  not  a  single  mo- 
ment was  allowed  them  to  consider  how  to  act,  for 
Mark  received  a  violent  blow  upon  the  back  from  a 
bow  of  one  of  the  Indians,  and  as  he  wheeled  his  horse 
he  was  shot,  a  ball  passing  through  the  muscles  of  his 
abdomen,  but  without  inflicting  a  mortal  wound.  Mark 
shows  the  two  scars  at  this  day,  made  by  the  lump  of 
lead  entering  and  passing  through  his  person,  just  es- 
caping clear  of  the  intestines. 

Hints  so  very  palpable  were  not  to  be  mistaken,  and 
the  three  white  men  turned  to  run,  when  a  shower  of 
balls  followed  them,  riddling  their  blankets  and  leather 
shirts  in  a  most  frightful  and  dangerous  fashion.  The 
Indians  pursued  them  immediately,  firing  again  and 
again  upon  the  poor  trappers,  until  Mark,  growing 
weak,  gave  his  rifle  to  Rushfore. 

"  Take  the  gun,"  said  he,  "  use  it  if  you  can  j  I  be- 
lieve I  am  dying." 

A  moment  after  this  the  Sioux  fired  again,  and  Red- 
mond dropped  his  gun,  exclaiming  "I'm  shot !"  His 
left  arm  fell  broken  and  useless  by  his  side,  and  the 
blood  was  gushing  from  a  wound  near  his  heart.  The 
trappers  were  driving  with  them  animals  packed  with 
beaver  skins,  and  these,  as  well  as  the  horses  they  rode, 
were  worn  down  and  weary  with  hard  service,  so  that 
their  chance  of  escaping  from  the  Indians  by  speed 
was  entirely  hopeless.  Redmond  kept  his  seat  in  the 
saddle  about  two  hundred  and  fifty  yards  further,  until 
nature  could  sustain  him  no  longer,  and  he  reeled  and 
fell  fainting  upon  the  grass.  The  Indians,  hurrying 
on  in  the  pursuit,  rushed  past  the  dying  man  without 
offering  him  further  molestation,  and  pressed  after 
Mark  and  Rushfore.  Mark  was  rapidly  growing  faint- 
er, and  it  was  just  when  he  believed  himself  about  to 
fall  that  he  said  to  his  remaining  companion  : 

"Rushfore,  you  are  yet  uninjured— you  have  my 
gun — get  down  and  fire;  kill  one  of  them  and  the 
others  will  run— it  is  our  only  chance — take  true  aim, 
and  be  sure  to  kill  one,  or  we  are  lost." 

Rushfore  jumped  to  the  round  on  the  instant  and 
obeyed  the  order  of  Mark.  Four  of  the  Sioux  were  in 
advance  of  the  rest,  hurrying  after  the  trappers,  when 
Rushfore  sprang  from  his  horse  and  raised  his  gun, 
upon  which  the  four  flung  themselves  flat  upon  their 
horses,  and  it  was  seen  that  each  had  another  red  ras- 
cal straddling  the  crupper  behind  him.  Mark  Head  was 
right  in  his  conjecture,  for  even  before  Rushfore  fired 
the  Indians  turned  and  ran  with  headlong  speed  be- 
yond gun-shot  distance.  The  two  whites  started  again 
upon  their  retreat,  and  soon  the  eight  Indians  appeared 
once  more  at  their  heels,  the  rest  of  tho  Sioux  having 
fallen  off  from  the  pursuit.  Rushfore  wheeled  his 
horse  and  raised  his  gun  again,  and  the  cowardly  Sioux 
ran  as  before.    In  this  manner  the  two  poor  trappers 
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were  followed  and  harassed  for  many  miles.  They 
paused  again  and  again  to  look  back  for  their  comrade, 
Redmond,  and  at  one  time  they  saw  him  raise  his  head 
languidly  from  the  ground,  instantly  dropping  back  as 
if  dead.  This  is  the  last  that  is  known  of  the  fate  of 
Redmond.  He  was,  no  doubt,  inhumanly  slaughtered 
and  scalped  upon  the  banks  of  the  Sweetwater,  and 
there  left  to  find  funeral  attentions  from  the  wolves. 

Redmond's  horse,  when  his  master  fell  from  him, 
followed  Mark  and  Ruehfore,  and  was,  at  this  stage  of 
the  affair,  the  freshest  animal  in  the  possession  of  the 
trappers.  Rushfore  seized  theadantage  of  the  circum- 
stance and  mounted  the  loose  horse,  while  the  Sioux, 
growing  weary  of  the  chase,  dropped  behind  and  closed 
around  poor  Redmond,  dead  or  dying,  as  the  case 
might  be,  for  his  two  friends  were  too  much  exhaus- 
ted, dispirited  and  despairing  to  offer  him  any  particle 
of  aid.  They  fully  believed  him  dead,  however,  as 
they  hurried  away  in  the  faint  hope  of  preserving  their 
own  lives. 

Mark,  in  his  wounded  condition,  drooped  upon  his 
horse,  but  still  managed  to  maintain  his  seat  for  some 
five  miles,  when,  finding  themselves  out  of  sight  of 
the  Indians,  the  two  unfortunate  trappers  paused  to 
get  a  moment's  rest.  Rushfore  took  his  knife  and  cut 
the  packs  from  the  other  animals  to  lighten  them, 
Mark,  wounded  and  weak  as  he  was,  still  insisting  to 
carry  eleven  green  beaver  skins  across  his  pommel,  and 
not  to  lose  them  while  breath  remained  with  him. 
Starling  on  immediately  again,  they  at  length  reached 
a  group  of  rocks,  where  they  hid  themselves  and  their 
animals,  while  Rushfore  dressed  the  wound  of  Mark  as 
well  as  he  could  with  rags  and  deer  skin.  Assisted 
faithfully  by  Rushfore,  Mark  traveled  for  several  days, 
until  their  animals  were  perfectly  worn  out,  and  the 
men  were  forced  to  walk,  dragging  their  weary  steeds 
after  them.  At  length  they  reached  a  Snake  village  on 
Green  river,  where  Mark  remained  to  receive  attention, 
while  Rushfore  traveled  on  to  camp  and  brought  back 
assistance.  Mark  Head  has  been  within  aa  ace  of  lo- 
sing his  life  on  several  occasions,  but  in  no  instance 
was  he  ever  nearer  destruction  than  at  the  time  of  his 
adventure  with  the  Sioux. 


MENALCAS  AND  ALEXIS. 
An  Idyl. — by  w.  p.  n. 

Menalcas  was  old.  Pour  score  years  had  already 
boweil  his  head.  The  silver  hairs  shadowed  his  fore- 
head, and  a  snowy  beard  flowed  upon  his  breast.  A 
staff  sustained  his  tottering  steps.  As  he,  who,  after 
the  labors  of  a  fine  summer's  day,  In  the  cool  evening, 
sits  down  content,  and  thanks  the  gods,  wailing  for 
peaceful  slumbers.  So  Menalcas  consecrated  the  re- 
mainder of  his  days  in  repose,  and  to  the  worship  of 
the  gods:  for  he  had  passed  his  life  in  labor  and  bene- 
ficence; and,  therefore,  with  tranquil  resignation, 
awaited  the  slumbers  of  the  grave. 

Menalcas  saw  blessings  diffused  upon  his  children. 
He  had  given  them  numerous  flocks,  and  fertile  pas- 
tures. With  tender  anxiety,  they,  each  one,  strove  to 
cheer  his  latter  days,  and  to  repay  the  cares  he  hsd 
given  to  their  lender  years.  It  is  a  duty  that  the  gods 
never  leave  unrewarded.  Often,  seated  at  the  door  of 
his  cottage,  in  the  sun's  genial  warmth,  he  surveyed 
his  gardens,  cultivated  with  the  greatest  care,  and,  at 
a  distance,  the  labors  and  riches  of  the  fields.  With 
an  affable  and  courteous  air,  be  invited  the  passenger 


to  ait  down  by  him.  Gladly  he  heard  the  news  of  the 
neighboring  villages ;  and  he  was  pleased  to  learn  of 
strangerethe  manners  and  the  customs  of  far  distant 
countries. 

His  children,  and  his  children's  children,  came  with 
innocent  gayety  about  him— the  most  delightful 
amusement  of  his  age.  The  judge  of  their  diversions, 
he  decided  in  their  little  disagreements.  He  taught 
them  to  be  just,  mild  and  compassionate  to  men,  and 
even  to  the  least  of  other  animals.  With  the  various 
sports  he  taught  them,  still  he  mingled  some  simple 
truths.  He  made  for  them  the  instruments  of  their 
diversions.  They  came  incessantly  crying  to  him— 
"Oh,  grandfather!  make  us  this,  make  us  that!" 
When  they  had  got  them,  they  threw  their  arms  round 
his  neck— they  leaped  for  joy;  while  the  old  man 
smiled  at  their  transports.  He  tsugbt  them  to  cut  the 
reeds  into  pipes  and  whistles.  He  instructed  them  to 
call  the  sheep  and  goats  out  to  the  pasture,  and  back 
again  to  the  fold.  He  composed  songs  for  them,  which 
were  sung  by  the  youngest,  accompanied  by  the  eldest 
on  the  pipe.  At  other  times  he  told  them  some  affect- 
ing story;  then  they  all  sat  round  him  on  the  ground, 
or  on  the  threshold  of  the  door,  with  their  mouths  half 
open,  and  their  eyes  watching  his  lips. 

One  day  he  sat  by  the  door  of  his  cottage  enjoying 
the  morning  sun,  and  no  one  was  with  him  but  hi* 
grandson  Alexis.  The  iovely  youth  had  not  yet  seen 
fourteen  winters.  The  rose  of  the  spring  of  life  and 
health  bloomed  on  his  cheeks,  and  golden  locks  flowed 
over  hie  shoulders.  The  old  man  entertained  him  with 
discourses  on  the  happiness  of  doing  good  to  mankind, 
and  of  relieving  the  indigent 

"  There  is  no  pleasure,"  he  said,  "can  equal  that  we 
feel  after  performing  a  virtuous  action.  The  bright  ra- 
diance of  the  morn— the  mellowed  light  of  the  setting 
sun — the  moon,  that  pierces  through  the  sable  veil  of 
night— all  fill  the  heart  with  delicious  sensations.  But 
that  which  beneficence  inspires— oh,  my  son!  it  isfiu*, 
far  more  delicious." 

Tears  of  joy  and  tenderness  bedewed  the  cheeks  ofc 
young  Alexis.    The  old  man  saw  them  with  transports. 

"You  weep,  my  child,"  he  said,  fixing  his  eyes  ten- 
derly on  him ;  "  surely  my  discourse  alone  could  not 
call  forth  these  tears.  There  is  something  in  thy  heart 
that  makes  them  flow. 

Alexis  wiped  the  drops  from  his  rosy  cheeks ;  but 
his  eyes  still  filled  with  fresh  tears. 

"Oh !  I  know ;  yes,  I  feel  that  nothing  is  ao  sweet 
as  doing  good !" 

Menalcas  was  affected  ;  he  pressed  the  youth's  hand 
in  his,  and  said : 

"I  see  by  thy  countenance,  I  read  in  thine  eyes  that 
thy  mind  is  affected,  and  that  it  is  not  merely  by  what 
I  have  said. 

The  young  shepherd,  abashed,  turned  away  his  (ace. 

"Was  not  your  discourse  sufficiently  affecting  to 
bring  tears  down  my  cheeks?" 

"  I  see,  my  child,"  replied  Menalcas,  "  I  see  that  yon 
hide  from  me,  perhaps  for  the  first  time,  that  which 
makes  your  bosom  pant,  and  even  now  hangs  on  your 
lips." 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Alexis,  restraining  his  tears,  "  I 
will  tell  you  all,  which,  but  for  you,  I  should  have  con- ' 
cealed  forever  in  my  heart.  Have  I  not  learned,  from 
you,  that  he  who  boasts  of  the  good  he  does,  is  bat 
good  by  halves?  It  was  for  this  reason  I  would  have 
concealed  from  yon  what  made  my  heart  throb  j  wh» 
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convinced  me  so  pleasingly  that  the  satisfaction  of  do- 
ing good  is  the  most  delicious  pleasure  of  our  lives. 
One  of  our  sheep  had  strayed.  I  went  to  seek  it  on 
the  hills,  when  I  heard  a  voice.  I  crept  to  the  part 
whence  it  came,  and  I  perceived  a  man.  He  took  from 
his  shoulders  a  heavy  burden,  and,  sighing,  laid  it  on 
the  ground.  '  I  cannot,'  he  said,  '  no,  I  cannot  go  far- 
ther. How  full  of  bitterness  are  my  days!  A  scanty 
and  wretched  subsistance  is  all  I  obtain  for  my  labor. 
Many  hours  have  I  wandered,  loaded  with  this  burden, 
amid  the  noon-day  heat,  I  can*  find  no  spring  to  quench 
my  thirst ;  no  tree,  not  even  a  bush,  whose  fruit  can 
refresh  me.  O  gods!  I  see  nothing  all  round  me  but 
frightful  deserts ;  no  path  appears  to  lead  me  to  my 
hut ;  and  my  tottering  knees  cannot  support  me  lon- 
ger. Yet  I  will  not  murmur.  Gods!  you  have  al- 
ways succored  me ;'  Thus  lamenting,  he  laid  himself 
exhausted  on  his  burden. 

14  Then,  without  being  perceived,  I  ran,  with  all  my 
speed,  to  our  cottage.  I  instantly  put  in  a  basket  fresh 
and  dry  fruits,  and  filled  my  largest  flagon  with  milk. 
I  flew  back  to  the  mountain,  and  again  fonnd  the  un- 
happy man.  He  was  then  in  a  perfect  slumber.  Soft- 
la,  quite  softly  I  approached  him,  set  the  basket  and  fla- 
gon of  milk  by  his  side,  and  hid  myself  behind  the 
bushes.  He  soon  awoke.  c  What  a  sweet  refreshment 
is  sleep !'  he  said :  then  looking  on  his  burden— *  I  will 
try  to  carry  thee  farther;  for  hast  thou  not  served  as  a 
pillow  to  my  head?  Perhaps  the  gods  will  direct  my 
steps,  that  I  may  soon  hear  the  murmur  of  some  foun- 
tain, or  that  I  may  find  some  cottage  whose  hospitable 
master  will  receive  me  under  his  roof.'  At  the  mo- 
rnent  he  was  taking  up  his  load,  he  perceived  the  fla- 
gon and  the  basket.  The  burden  fell  from  his  hands. 
•Gods!'  he  cried,  'what  do  I  see?  Alas!  my  want 
disturbs  my  senses!  I  surely  dream;  and  when  I 
awake,  all  will  surely  vanish.    But  no !  I  am  awake. 

0  gods !  it  is  no  dream !'  He  laid  his  hand  upon  the 
fruit  '  Yes,  I  am  awake.  What  divinity— oh,  what 
propitious  power  hath  wrought  this  miracle?    To  thee 

1  pour  the  first  drops  of  this  milk,  and  to  thee  I  conse- 
crate these  two  apples,  the  fairest  of  the  basket.  Re- 
ceive— oh,  vouchsafe  to  receive,  propitious,  my  grate- 
ful offering.  Thou  knowest  the  sincerity  of  my  heart.' 
He  then  sat  down  and  ate,  while  tears  of  joy  ran  down 
his  face.  Having  refreshed  himself,  he  rose  up  and 
offered  his  thanks  once  more  to  the  power  that  had 
watched  over  him  with  so  much  goodness.  'Or  have 
the  gods,'  he  said,  'have  they  sent  hither  some  benefi- 
cent mortal  ?  Why  can  I  not  see  and  embrace  him  ? 
Where  art  thou  ?  Let  me  thank  and  bless  thee.  May 
the  gods  bless  him ;  bless  the  generous  man,  all  that 
are  his,  and  all  that  is  dear  to  him !  I  am  satisfied.  I 
will  take  with  me  these  fruits;  my  wife  and  children 
shall  eat  of  them,  and  bless,  with  me,  our  unknown 
benefactor.'    He  went  his  way,  and  I  wept  for  joy. 

"I  then  ran  through  the  bushes,  that  I  might  get 
before  him.  I  sat  myself  down  on  the  side  of  the  road, 
through  which  he  must  pass.  He  came;  he  saluted 
me,  and  said :  '  My  son,  hast  thou  seen  any  one  on  th< 
mountains,  bearing  a  flagon  and  a  basket  of  fruit  ?' 
*  No,  I  have  seen  no  one  on  these  mountains  bearing o 
flagon  and  a  basket  of  fruit.  But,'  I  said,  'how  camt 
you  in  this  desert?  You  must  have  surely  lost  you* 
way.  There  is  no  path  leads  hither.'  'Alas!  m) 
child,'  he  said,  'yes,  I  did  unluckily  lose  my  way ;  an? 
if  some  beneficent  deity— if  it  were  a  mortal,  the  god- 
bless  him !— if  some  beneficent  power  had  not  savec 


me,  I  should  have  perished  of  hunger  and  thirst  on 
these  mountains.'  '  Let  me  show  you  your  way.  Give 
me  your  burden,  that  I  may  carry  it,  and  you  will 
more  easily  follow  roe.'  After  refusing  a  long  time,  he 
gave  me  the  burden,  and  I  conducted  him  to  the  road 
that  leads  to  his  cottage. 

This,  my  father,  is  what  makes  me  still  weep  with 
joy.  What  I  did  cost  me  little  trouble ;  yet,  every  time 
I  think  on  it  the  remembrance  delights  me  like  the 
sweet  morning  air.  How  happy  must  he  be  who  has 
done  a  great  deal  of  good. 

The  old  man  embraced  th.e  yonth  with  the  sweetest 
transport  of  pleasure.  "Ah!  now  I  shall  descend 
without  regret  to  the  grave,  since  I  leave  behind  meK 
in  my  cottage,  piety  and  beneficence." 


SMILES. 

BY  C.  D.   8TUART. 

Oh,  give  to  him  who  lies  in  pain, 
Affection's  hand,  and  friendship's  smile, 

And  it  shall  back  restore  again 
The  drooping  heart  to  life  awhile. 

How  much  that  simple  smile  has  done 
To  soothe  our  grief,  and  heal  our  wo, 

As  through  the  clouds  the  morning  sun 
Has  given  the  rose  a  sweeter  glow. 

The  flames  that  lick  a  martyr's  form 
Are  quench'd  beneath  that  triumph  sign, 

As  back  retreats  the  wrathful  storm 
Before  the  rainbow's  blush  divine. 

Through  prison  doors,  like  hope's  sweet  star, 
How  speed  its  wings  with  holiest  balm ; 

A  smile!  before  it  e'en  despair 
With  ail  her  awful  wo  is  calm. 

The  child  has  watch'd  its  lingering  trace, 

As  on  the  mother's  lip  it  played, 
And  she  has  gazed  on  childhood's  face, 

Whose  smiles  her  tenderest  dreams  have  made. 

And  youth  can  tell  how  much  its  glance 
Has  smoothed  life's  waves  of  troubled  roll; 

How  deep  the  joy,  how  fond  the  trance, 
As  fell  its  impress  on  the  soul. 

Aye,  manhood  down  to  life's  decline, 
Hay  spoken  thus  its  hope  and  love ; 

The  smile  has  made  our  life  divine, 
And  smiles  have  wooed  to  heaven  above. 
New  York,  March,  1844. 


Packing  op  Figs.— The  progress  of  packing  figs  in 
the  drums  for  exportation  is  considered  as  one  of  the 
11  curiosities"  of  Smyrna,  though,  in  truth,  it  is  simple 
enough,  and  conducted  without  any  mystery.  After 
drying  on  the  tree,  they  are  brought  from  the  country  on 
■amtls'  backs ;  and  we  met  long  rows  of  these  animals 
roiling  through  the  crooked  and  dirty  streets,  with 
•htir  huge  loads  towering  far  above  our  heads.  The 
rigs  are  then  turned  out  in  a  heap  In  the  middle  of  an 
ipartmenr,  round  which  are  squatted  a  group  of  women 
ind  children,  not  very  cleanly  in  appearance,  who  press 
•hem  into  rather  a  long  shape  from  the  stalk,  and  then 
land  tbem  in  shieves  to  any  party  of  women  and  men,. 
#ith  a  drum  before  them  and  a  pail  of  salt  water  by 
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their  tides,  form  a  little  packet  of  figs  in  their  hands 
by  pressing  half  a  dozen  close  together,  and  place  them 
round  the  inner  edge  of  the  drum,  with  the  stalks  in- 
ward. On  completing  the  circle,  they  fill  up  the  inside 
with  as  many  as  they  can  get  in,  and  then  sprinkling 
the  whole  with  salt  water  to  destroy  the  worm  which 
each  fig  is  said  to  contain,  and  produce  a  candied  ap- 
pearance by  crystalization,  they  proceed  to  the  nest 
Jayer.  The  whole  operation  is  performed  with  incredi- 
ble despatch*— Allen's  Pictorial  Tour. 


SERENADE. 

DY  HIIlAa  BE*;80M  8UOKTTELLOT, 

The  taper  from  thy  lattice  gleaming, 

It  is  to  me,  it  is  to  me, 
As  beacon  to  the  sailor  beaming 

Upon  the  sea,  upon  the  sea. 

It  seems  to  say  that  thou  art  kneeling 
In  silence  there,  in  silence  there, 

The  secrets  of  thy  heart  revealing 
In  earnest  prayer,  in  earnest  prayer. 

1  wonder,  too,  if  thou,  in  praying, 
Dost  think  of  me,  dost  think  of  me, 

While  I,  oft  going,  still  am  staying, 
To  dream  of  thee,  to  dream  of  thee.  . 

List,  and  I'll  sweep  my  gay  guitar 
With  touches  liyhr,  with  touches  light, 

And  softly  whisper  from  afar, 
Dearest,  good  night,  dearest,  good  night. 


THE  HOVER  OLINIBUS. 

"The  Hunted  Buffalo,"  in  the  present  number  of 
Che  Rover,  it  is  unnecessary  for  us  to  say,  is  an  ex- 
ceedingly beautiful  and  spirited  engraving,  for  it  will 
sufficiently  tell  its  own  story  to  all  who  may  chance  to 
eec  it.  The  subject  is  a  little  out  of  the  common  line 
of  pictorial  embellishments  for  magazines,  and  there- 
fore has  a'  freshness  that  adds  much  to  its  interest. 
The  design  of  the  picture  is  full  of  spirit  and  life,  and 
the  mechanical  execution  of  the  plate  is  carried  out  in 
the  artist's  best  style.  We  may  also  freely  commend 
tho  fine  poem  of  Mr.  Field  accompanying  the  engra- 
ving. It  appeared  originally  in  the  New  Orleans  Pica- 
yune, where  the  writer  has  published  much  good  poetry 
•over  the  signature  of  "  Phazma." 

New  Plates. — We  have  on  hand  several  new  plates 
for  the  Rover,  from  good  subjects,  and  others  will  soon 
be  in  progress,  which  will  give  much  variety  and  in- 
terest to  the  currrent  volume. 

Original  Poetst.— We  have  four  original  articles 
of  poetry  in  the  present  number  of  the  Rover,  all  of 
which  would  do  credit  to  any  magazine  or  annual. 
The  "London  Lyric"  by  Barry  Cornwall,  is  full  of 
power. 

The  prose  articles  in  the  present  number,  by  Joseph 
R.  Chandler,  Mrs.  Embury,  La  man  Blanchard,  and 
others,  are  highly  wrought  and  stirring  sketches, 
beautifully  written  and  full  of  moral  power. 

A  strong  article,  of  remarkable  originality,  received 
a  little  too  late  for  this  number,  will  appear  in  the 
next. 


SONG  OF  THE  MAIDEN. 

BY    I.AWRZ3TCE    LABREK. 

Oh,  tiny  bird!  why  warWest  thou 

So  joyfully  and  gay? 
Dost  thou  not  see  yon  lowering  cloud 

Upon  the  (ace  of  day! 
Hath  sorrow  never  tuned  thy  notes? 

Mourn' st  thou  no  hope  deferred  1 
Or  art  thou  ever  happy  thus — 

Tell  me,  oh,  tiny  bird! 

Ob,  tiny  bird !  what  shelters  thee 

When  fierce  the  tempest  blows? 
Methinks  thy  covert  nest  should  be 

The  bosom  of  the  rose  ;— 
And  on  some  thistle's  downy  breast, 

By  each  sweet  zephyr  stirr*d, 
Should  be  thy  perfumed  place  of  rest, 

Oh,  happy,  tiny  bird ! 

Had  I  thy  pinions,  tiny  bird— 

Thy  soul-inspiring  song, 
I'd  seek  the  sunniest  climes  of  earth, 

My  music  to  prolong : 
Hadst  thou  my  weary  load  of  grief— 

My  drooping  of  the  wing, 
Thou  ne'er  ceuld'st  soar  to  near  to  heaven — 

Ne'er  have  the  heart  to  sing. 

Oh,  tiny  bird !  'twas  heaven's  decree 

That  made  thee  thus  to  sing, 
That  thou  should'st  cheer  our  saddest  hours 

With  thy  sweet  carroling ; 
Then  speed  ye  hence,  nor  let  my  gloom 

Add  sorrow  to  thy  strain ; 
Go !  with  thy  music  and  thy  mirth — 

For  me  thou  aing'st  in  vain. 


THE  HOVER  BOOK-TABLE. 

James  Mowatt  &  Co.,  174  Broadway,  corner  of 
Maiden  Lane,  have  commenced  publishing,  in  week- 
ly numbers,  "The  Drawing-Room  Library,"  edited  by 
Epes  Sargeant  Each  number  contains  sixteen  pages 
large  octavo,  neatly  printed,  and  is  sold  for  twelve  and 
a  half  cents.  The  first  number  contains  the  collected 
poems  of  the  editor,  accompanied  with  a  beautiful  en- 
graving. Some  of  these  poems  have  had  a  wide  cir- 
culation, and  been  quite  popular— such  as  "  The  Light 
of  the  Lighthouse,"  "  The  Missing  Ship,"  "  A  Life  on 
the  ocean  Wave,"  &c.  Number  two  of  the  Library 
contains  Recollections  of  the  Emperor  Napoleon,  by 
Miss  Abell,  late  Mrs.  Eliza  Balcome,  during  the  time 
spent  by  the  Emperor  in  her  father's  house  at  St.  He- 
lena. This  work  has  been  published  within  a  few 
months  past  in  a  London  periodical,  and  is  regarded  as 
one  of  the  most  interesting  pictures  of  Napoleon's  do- 
mestic character  ever  taken. 

From  the  same  publishers  we  have  a  little  book  of 
seventy  pages,  on  Mnemonics,  or  the  new  science  of 
artificial  memory,  embodying  the  rules  of  M.Fcinaigle, 
the  founder  of  the  art.    Price  25  cents. 

Also,  Mesmerism,  or  Animal  Magnetism ;  contain- 
ing a  historical  sketch  of  the  science ;  theories  of  Mes- 
mer  and  others ;  application  of  the  science  to  medical 
purposes ;  natural  somnambulism ;  extraordinary  car 
see;  higher  phenomena  of  Mesmer,  &c,&a  25  cents. 
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LOVE  8HELTERED. 

BT  ILIZABBTH  OASIS  SMITH. 
WITH  AN  KSGKAVIHO. 

"Love  came  to  the  window  one  day.*' 
A  bibd,  escaped  the  fowler's  snare, 

Sought  refuge  in  my  breast- 
Alas  !  too  fondly  cherished  there, 

It  robbed  me  of  my  rest. 

Awhile  its  ruffled  wing  it  drest, 
Content  it  seemed  awhile— 

Close  to  my  throbbing  bosom  prcst, 
I  never  dreamed  of  guile. 

I  never  dreamed  my  sheltered  dove 

Would  weary  of  its  home, 
That  it  would  seek  another  love, 

And  from  my  bosom  roam. 

1  felt  it  struggling  in  my  hand— 

It  struggled  to  be  free; 
I  tighter  drew  the  silken  band 

That  bound  it  unto  me. 

Alas!  how  drooped  the  joyous  thing; 

Its  sorrow  touched  my  heart— 
I  loosed  the  bond— it  poised  its  wing; 

How  could  my  dove  depart  1 

How  leave  a  trusting  heart  to  pine, 

In  solitude  and  pain  I 
Oh  bird,  new  perils  will  be  thino  j 

Come  to  my  breast  again. 


THE  INFURIATED  TIGER. 

tfrow  one  evening,  a  party  of  collegians  and  young 
'Woods  of  the  town,  had  met  together  at  my  room  to 
flay  and  carouse.  In  fact,  it  was  a  regular  meeting  of 
tho  Sudhunters,  who  assembled  twice  in  every  week. 
We  kept  it  up  jollity  until  near  the  hour  of  midnight, 
having  in  that  time  managed  to  get  full  of  Bacchus, 
when  Somors  proposed  that  we  should  sally  forth  and 
astonish  tho  town  by  some  well  planned  and  well  di- 
rected piece  of  mischief.  Without  any  one  of  us  hav- 
ing a  very  clear  conception  of  our  actions  or  intentions, 
we  hailed  the  proposition  with  drunken  raplare  and 
started  forth. 

A  traveling  menagerie  had  arrived  in  the  town  the 
day  before,  and  among  the  wonders  it  contained  was  a 
young  bear.  The  poor  animal  bad  been  so  well  beaten 
that  he  became  very  humble,  and  had  acquired  a  num- 
ber of  amusing  tricks.  Of  this  we  were  all  aware, 
having  visited  the  menagerie  the  day  before.  Just  as 
we  had  passed  the  spot  where  the  animals  were  con- 
fined, it  occurred  to  me  what  rare  sport  it  would  be  to 
capture  young  Bruin,  and  place  him  in  the  chemical 
lecture  room,  to  astonish,  on  the  next  day,  the  profes- 
sor and  the  class. 

No  sooner  had  I  made  a  proposition  to  this  effect, 
than  it  was  adopted,  and  all  volunteered  their  assist- 
ance in  carrying  it  into  execution.  The  tent,  or  pavil- 
Hon  which  covered  the  beasts,  was  erected  in  the  great 
yard  of  the  principal  tavern.  The  cages,  each  contain- 
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ing  one  or  more  animals,  were  iron  gTaf  ed  boxes,  stand- 
ing on  wheels,  by  means  of  which  they  had  been  drag- 
ged into  the  town.  These  were  ranged  around  the  in- 
terior of  the  tent,  forming  a  circular  array  of  wood  and 
iron.  Not  imagining  that  any  one  would  disturb  the 
animals,  the  showmen  and  keepers  had  retired  to  rest 
along  with  the  inmates  of  the  tavern,  leaving  the  tents 
entirely  unwatched.  Thus  we  were  afforded  a  clear 
field  in  which  to  execute  our  scheme.  After  several 
of  our  number  had  been  posted  as  sentinels,  the  rest 
crept  in  under  the  canvas,  and  entered  the  arena.  It 
was  some  time  before  we  could,  in  the  deep  darkness 
of  the  place,  identify  the  cage  in  which  our  friend  Bruin 
had  been  placed  to  sleep.  After  stumbling  over  divers 
things  which  lay  scattered  about,  and  peering  about  in 
the  dark,  we  found  the  object  of  our  search.  There  In 
a  substantial  cage,  was  the  dim  outline  of  the  animal, 
his  two  eyes  flashing  drops  of  fire  at  being  aroused 
from  his  quiet -slumbers. 

The  next  difficulty  that  occurred  to  us  was  the  mode 
of  conveying  him  to  the  college  which  was  several 
hundred  yards  distant.  Some  of  the  revelers  proposed 
that  we  should  throw  a  halter  around  his  neck,  and  so 
drag  him  along.  We  rejected  this,  not  from  any  per- 
sonal fear,  since  we  had  arrived  at  that  point  which 
makes  one  oblivious  of  danger,  but  lest  we  should  be 
seen  by  some  late  straggler  and  have  our  fun  spoiled. 
A  better  plan  was,  after  much  scheming,  devised,  and 
one  which  met  the  universal  acquiescence. 

In  the  tavern  yard  stood  a  water  hogshead  with  a 
sliding  lid  fastened  by  means  of  a  hasp  and  staple. 
We  had  only  to  roll  this  in,  slide  down  the  box  from 
the  wheels,  open  the  door  immediately  in  front  of  the 
hogshead,  and  drive  the  animal  in.  We  could  then 
push  down  the  lid  of  the  cask,  secure  It  by  means  of  a 
rope  passed  through  the  staples,  and  roll  our  prisoner 
and  his  prison-house  to  the  college. 

No  sooner  was  this  suggested  than  we  hastened  to- 
put  it  into  execution.  The  cage,  with  our  united 
efforts,  we  slid  quietly  down  from  the  wheels— Bruin 
growling  all  the  while  in  anger— the  hogshead  waa 
rolled  in  and  placed  upon  end  in  front  of  fhe  cage  and 
the  animal  stirred  up  with  our  canes.  With  a  terrific 
yell  he  rushed  in,  and  we  closed  the  lid  suddenly  down 
upon  him,  fastening  it  at  the  same  time  in  a  secure 
manner.  The  yell  of  the  bear  had  aroused  the  other 
animals,  and  our  ears  were  regaled  for  the  next  ten 
minutes  with  a  variety  of  hideous  sounds  that  awa- 
kened the  sleeping  echoes  of  the  night.  The  animal  in 
the  hogshead  growled  and  his  voice  came  like  distant 
thunder,  so  deadened  was  it  by  the  wood  in  which  he 
lay.  His  fellows  had  no  incumbrance  to  their  voices, 
and  they  howled  as  clearly  as  though  they  had  once 
more  been  in  their  native  forest. 

Fearful  of  being  discovered,  we  remained  quiet  for  a 
long  lime,  holding  our  very  brcatli3  in  suspense.  Tho 
animals  often  started  a  chorus  of  strange  noises  during 
the  night,  and  the  keepers  thinking  nothing  unusual 
to  be  the  matter,  merely  cursed  the  unruly  beasts  for 
destroying  the  unity  of  their  rest  and  then  turning 
back  went  to  sleep  again. 

As  soon  as  quiet  was  restored,  wc  slit  a  hole  in  the 
canvas,  for  we  were  afraid  to  emerge  by  the  aperture 
facing  the  tavern,  rolled  our  hogshead  through  the 
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yard  to  the  back  gate,  which  we  unfastened,  and  then 
passing  into  the  road,  started  at  a  quick  rate  for  our 
•pot  of  destination.  Over  and  over  went  the  hogshead, 
the  animal  within  growling  at  the  rough  treatmeut  he 
experienced  at  our  hand*,  and  we  neatly  convulsed 
with  laughter  at  the  uncouthncss  of  the  noise  he 
made. 

At  length  we  reached  the  back  part  of  the  college, 
when  one  of  our  party  climbed  over  the  wall  and  un- 
fastened the  gate.  We  rolled  in  our  prize  to  the  back 
door  of  the  laboratory,  which  was  the  place  where  our 
professor  of  chemistry  lectured.  We  found  that  in 
consequence  of  the  narrowness  of  the  door,  the  hogs- 
head would  not  enter.  Such  being  the  case,  wc  were 
about  to  start  the  animal  through  the  open  door,  when 
the  Idea  more  redolent  of  fun  struck  the  fancy  of  Som- 
en. Back  of  the  lecture  room  was  a  small  apartment 
containing  odds  and  ends,  and  which  was  not  visited 
perhaps  once  a  month.  He  said  lightly,  that  if  we 
placed  Bruin  in  this  apartment,  we  would  not  likely 
be  discovered  until  sometime  duiing  the  lecture  of  the 
chomlca)  professor,  when  the  noise  he  would  be  apt  to 
make,  attracting  attention,  the  plot  would  readily  be 
brought  to  a  crisis.  We  joined  our  strength,  and,  upon 
our  shoulders,  up  went  the  hogshead  until  it  was 
placed  on  a  level  with  the  window.  A  light  young  fel- 
low, the  smallest  of  the  party,  climbed  up,  hoisted  the 
window,  and  slided  up  the  lid  of  the  cask.  We  shook 
the  hogshead  violently ;  but  at  first  to  no  purpose. 
Tho  animal  was  thoroughly  frightened,  and  lay  still, 
or  with  an  occasional  growl.  Wo  shook  it  again  and 
ho  started.  Thore  was  but  one  possible  mode  of  pro- 
gression which  was  straight  forward—and  the  brute 
gave  a  spiing  through  the  window.  There  was  n 
crash  of  glass,  a  howl,  and  tho  terrified  animal,  crouch- 
ing in  a  corner,  remained  silent.  Our  little  compan- 
ion closed  tho  flush  and  leaped  down.  We  rolled  the 
hogshead  up  into  a  corner  of  tho  yard,  and  returning 
to  our  rooms,  continued  our  revelry  until  nearly  day- 
Ught. 

It  was  about  noon  when  I  awoke.  I  hurried  on  my 
olothot,  passed  a  wet  towel  round  my  head,  swallow 
ad  some  soda  water,  and  afterword  a  cup  of  coffee,  and 
than  hastened  to  tho  college.  It  was  tho  hour  of  the 
professor  of  chemistry,  and  I  entered  the  room  just  as 
he  had  commoncod  to  di scant  upon  his  subject.  The 
class  waa  all  wrapt  In  attention— for  the  lecturer  was 
an  able  man,  and  was  treating  upon  Light,  a  matter  of 
Interest ;  and  capable  of  beautiful  illustration.  He 
had  scarcely  finished  his  short  and  eloquent  exordium, 
before  we  heard  a  crash  of  bottles,  and  a  low,  startling 
growl  in  the  next  room.  The  professor  started  and 
■topped  a  moment,  while  thoae  of  the  class  not  in  the 
secret,  looked  at  each  other  in  astonishment.  There 
waa  a  pause  of  a  few  seconds  duration — and  then  the 
professor  proceeded. 

I  began  to  feel  alarmed.  I  remembered  what  was 
done  the  night  before.  Under  ordinary  circumstance!*, 
there  was  no  danger  to  be  apprehended.  The  bear  was 
tame  enough,  and  had  been  whipped  until  he  had  im- 
bibed a  proper  sense  of  the  superiority  of  man.  But 
from  the  sounds  I  judged  that  bruin  had  worked  him- 
•elf  into  the  room,  only  separated  from  us  by  a  thin 
partition  full  of  windows,  in  which  were  kept  the  va- 
rious drugs  used  in  illustrative  experiments.  There 
were  a  great  many  carboys  and  bottles  of  acid  In  that 
room.  Should  he  overset  any  of  these  and  their  con- 
tents touch  his  skin,  he  would  be  apt  to  break  through 


the  windows  of  the  department,  and  do  some  mischief 
before  we  could  secure  him.  By  the  looks  of  my  com- 
panions, I  saw  they  entertained  the  very  same  fears. 

There  was  another  crash  and  growl.  The  professor 
stopped  again  and  the  class  looked  aroand  in  dismay. 
Those  who  were  acquainted  with  the  cause  of  the  noise, 
could  scarcely  keep  their  countenances.  In  spite  of  the 
alarm  under  which  they  labored,  there  was  something 
so  ludicrous  in  the  growl,  especially  when  we  figured 
to  ourselves  the  coining  consternation  of  the  class  that 
they  could  hardly  refrain  from  bursting  outright.  The 
professor,  who  could  not  exactly  tell  from  whence  the 
sound  proceeded,  and  thought  it  a  trick  of  the  class, 
reproved  them  severely,  and  then  continued  his  lecture. 
"  Gentlemen,"  said  he,  preparing  for  a  most  brilliant 
experiment,  "I  will  show  you  a  most  startling  effect.1' 

And  he  did.  Hark  !  there  was  a  sudden  crash,  as  if 
every  bottle  in  the  place  had  been  destroyed  at  once — 
a  smoke  rose  up— there  was  a  terrific  howl,  that  made 
the  blood  curdle  and  the  marrow  thrill — and,  through 
that  frail  glass— Father  of  truth !  we  had  mistaken  the 
cage,  there  leaped  forth  infuriated  with  the  burning  li- 
quid, which  streamed  over  him— horror !— an  untamed- 
royal  tiger. 

No  words  can  describe  the  consternation  of  the  class. 
Not  one  stirred.  Petrified  by  horror— motionless — 
breathless — there  we  sat.  Not  a  muscle  quivered,  so- 
rigld  were  we  with  intense  fear.  It  was  our  preserva- 
tion. Maddened  with  pain,  the  animal  rushed  on  with 
terrific  bounds,  and,  mcetiog  with  no  obstacle,  passed' 
down  the  stairs  into  the  great  hall.  There  as  he  leapt, 
and  rolled,  and  howled  in  his  agony,  the  eldest  daugh- 
ter of  our  janitor,  coming  with  a  message  unwittingly 
entered.  She  screamed  and  fell.  The  tiger,  frantic 
with  the  acid,  which  was  eating  to  his  very  flesh,  heed- 
ed her  not.  On  he  passed,  and  the  girl  lived.  Better 
had  she  died,  for  never  more  shone  the  light  of  reason 
on  her  vacant  eyes.  From  this  day  forth  she  was  a- 
gibbering  incurable  idiot. 

On  passed  the  tiger— on !  on !  on !  through  the  streets, 
with  the  populace  flying  to  every  side  for  shelter — past 
his  old  prison  where  tho  keepers  stood  wonderiog  at 
his  escape — on  he  went,  bound  after  bound  howling 
with  agony.  On  he  went,  while  behind,  before,  and 
around,  rose  up  the  mingled  cry  of  men,  women  and 
children.    "  The  tiger !  the  tiger !" 

At  the  extremity  of  the  main  street,  a  traveler  wae- 
riding  quietly  to  hi9  home.  He  heard  the  noise  be- 
hind him,  and  casting  his  eyes  around,  saw  the  cause. 
He  spurred  his  horse,  who  started,  snorting  with  ter- 
ror, for  he  saw  the  coming  of  the  mighty  animal  as> 
well  as  his  master.  It  was  in  vain.  The  tiger  noted 
not  the  man.  He  saw  only  the  terrified  steed.  One* 
leap — distance  was  just  saved— and  he  struck  his  claws* 
into  the  hind  quarters  of  the  horse,  who  unmindful  of 
his  double  burthen  rushed  on,  bearing  the  fearful  load 
as  though  it  were  a  feather's  weight.  The  man  receiv- 
ed no  hurt.  With  a  presence  of  mind  and  coolness*- 
tho  most  determined— for  it  resulted  in  despair — he* 
drew  his  bowie  knife  from  his  bosom,  and  with  a  firm 
stroke,  buried  it  to  the  hilt  in  the  neck  ef  the  tiger. 
The  rpinal  marrow  of  the  royal  brute  was  severed,  and 
he  died  on  the  instant.  But  he  did  not  release  his  hold. 
Still  with  the  death  grip  he  clung  to  his  place,  his 
eyes  glassed  and  glaring,  and  his  claws  sank  deep  into 
the  flesh.  On  went  the  horse,  snorting,  plunging  and 
screaming,  in  mingled  pain  and  terwr— -on  he  went, 
until  exhausted  by  fatigue  and  toes-  of  blood  be  fell 
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prostrate.  Those  who  came  that  way  an  hour  after, 
cautiously  and  timidly,  saw  the  three  stretched  toge- 
ther. They  watched  awhile  and  found  that  they  did 
not  move.  They  stole  up— lo !  the  horse  and  tiger  were 
dead  and  over  the  lifeless  forms  was  the  traveler ;  in- 
sensible, though  alive,  and  still  grasping  in  his  hand 
the  friendly  knife. 


80NG— THE  FARMERS  DAUGHTER. 

BY    ARTHUR   MORB3LL. 

On  Saco's  bank,  where  the  lillics  stoop 

To  kiss  the  placid  water, 
And  the  willows  o'er  its  bosom  droop, 

I  first  met  the  farmer's  daughter. 
Her  eyes  met  mine,  as  she  took  the  flowers 

Which  I  from  the  heath  had  brought  her: 
How  full  of  bliss  were  the  few  short  hours 

I  spent  with  the  farmer's  daughter! 

The  dew  was  still  on  the  grassy  lea, 

The  morn  when  first  I  met  her; 
The  words  were  sweet  that  she  spoke  to  me— 

Ah  !  can  I  e'er  forget  her ! 
The  swallow  rock'd  on  the  fickle  spray, 

And  dip'd  in  the  flowing  water ; 
The  robbin  warbled  a  blhhesome  lay 

As  I  kiss'd  the  farmer's  daughter. 

1  journey'd  far,  to  a  distant  shore, 

But  my  mind  was  sad  and  weary ; 
And  as  I  thought  of  the  days  of  yore, 

My  heart  was  again  with  Mary. 
I  long'd  to  be  by  her  side  once  more, 

And  I  sped  again  o'er  the  water; 
And  found  the  spot  where  we  met  before, 

But  found  not  the  farmer's  daughter. 

The  robin's  song  I  no  longer  heard, — 

The  scene  was  dark  and  dreary ; 
Hush'd  was  the  voice  of  tree  and  bird, 

For  they  miss'd  the  voice  of  Mary. 
And  near  that  bank,  where  the  lillies  stoop 

To  kiss  the  placid  water, 
And  the  willows  o'er  its  bosom  droop, 

Is  the  grave  of  the  farmer's  daughter. 


THE  COLONEL  AND  THE  DEVIL. 
An  Irish.  Story. 

BY    SAMUEL    LOVIB, 

"  Aftbr  a  prosperity  of  many  years,  a  certain  ould 
colonel  got  stricken  in  years,  and  he  began  to  have 
misgivin's  in  his  conscience  for  his  wicked  doin's,  and 
his  heart  was  heavy  as  the  fear  of  death  kem  upon 
him;  and,  sure  enough,  while  he  had  such  murnful 
thoughts,  the  Divil  kem  to  him,  and  towld  him,  he 
should  go  with  him, 

"  Well,  to  be  sure,  the  ould  man  was/rekened,  but 
he  plucked  up  his  courage  and  his  cuteness,  and  towld 
the  Divil,  in  a  bantherin'  way,  joking  like,  that  he  had 
partie'lar  business  thin,  that  he  was  going  to  a  parry 
and  hoped  an  ould  friend  wouldn't  inconvaynience  him 
that  a-way. 

"  Well,"  said  I,  laughing  at  the  "  put-off  of  going  to 
a  party*  "  the  Divil,  of  course,  would  take  no  excuse, 
and  carried  him  off  in  a  flash  of  fire," 

«'  Oh  no,"  answered  the  old  man,  in  something  of  a 


reproving,  or,  at  least,  offended  tone,  "  that's  the  finish, 
I  know  very  well,  of  many  a  story,  such  as  we're  talk- 
in'  of,  but  that's  not  the  way  of  this,  which  U  true  every 
wordy  what  I  tell  you." 
"  I  beg  your  pardon  for  the  interruption,"  said  I. 
"No  offince  in  life,  sir,"  said  the  venerable  chroni- 
cler, who  was  now  deep  in  his  story,  and  would  not  be 
stopped. 

"  Well  sir,"  continued  he,  "  ihe  Divil  said  he'd  call 
the  next  day,  and  that  he  must  be  ready  and,  sure 
enough,  in  the  evenln',  he  kem  to  him ;  and,  when  the 
colonel  seen  him,  he  reminded  him  of  his  bargain,  that, 
as  long  as  he  could  give  him  some  work  he  couldn't . 
do,  he  wasn't  obleeged  to  go. 
♦That's  thrue,'  says  the  Divil. 
*  I'm  glad  to  see  you're  as  good  as  your  word,  any 
how',  says  the  colonel. 

1,1 1  never  bruit  my  word  yet,'  says  the  ould  chap, 
cock  in'  up  his  horns  conaaitedly— ' honor  bright,' 
says  he. 

"  '  Well  then,'  says  the  solonel,  « build  me  a  mill, 
down  there,  by  the  river;'  says  he,  'and  let  .me  have 
it  finished  by  to-morrow  mornm'.' 

"  *  Your  will  is  my  pleasure,'  said  the  ould  chap,  and 
away  he  wint  and  the  colonel  thought  he  bad  nick'd 
Ould  Nick  at  last,  and  went  to  bed  quite  aasy  in  his. 
mind. 

"  But,  jewel  machree,  sure  the  first  thing  he  heerd  the 
next  mornin'  was,  that  the  whole  counthry  round  was 
runnin'  to  see  a  fine  bran  new  mill  that  was  on  the 
river  side,  where,  the  evening  before,  not  a  thing  at  all, 
at  all,  but  rushes  was  standin',  and  all,  of  coorse,  wond- 
herie'  what  brought  it  there;  and  some  savin'  'twas 
not  lucky,  and  many  more  throubled  in  their  mind, 
but  one  and  all  agreein'  it  was  not  good;  and  that's  the 
very  mill  fornist  you,  that  you  were  takin*  aff,  and  the 
stone  that  I  noticed  is  a  remarkable  one — a  big  coign- 
stone— that  they  say  the  Divil  himself  laid  first,  and 
has  the  mark  of  four  fingers  and  a  thumb  on  it  to  this 
day. 

"  But  when  the  colonel  heerd  it,  he  was  more  throu- 
bled than  any,  of  coorse,  and  began  to  conthrive  what 
else  he  could  think  iv,  to  keep  himself  out  of  the  claws 
of  the  ould  one.  Well,  he  often  heerd  tell  that  there 
was  one  thing  the  Divil  never  could  dot  and  I  dare  say 
you  heerd  it  too,  sir :  that  is,  he  couldn't  make  a  rope 
out  of  the  sand 8  of  the  sae ;  and  so,  when  the  ould  one 
kem  to  him  the  next  day,  and  said  his  job  was  done, 
and  that,  now  the  mill  was  built,  he  must  either  tell 
him  somethin'  else  he  wanted  built,  or  come  away 
with  him. 

"  So  the  colonel  said  he  saw  it  was  all  over  wid 
him;  'but,'  says  he,  'I  wouldn't  like  to  go  wid  yon 
alive,  and  sure  it's  all  the  same  to  you,  alive  or  dead? 

" '  Oh,  that  won't  do,'  says  his  friend ;  I  can't  wail 
no  more,'  says  he. 

"  « I  don't  want  you  to  wait,  my  dear  frind,  says  the 
colonel ; '  all  I  want  is,  that  you'll  be  pleased  to  kill  me 
before  you  take  me  away.' 

"  '  With  pleasure,'  says  Ould  Nick. 

"  '  But  will  you  promise  me  my  choice  of  dyin'  one 
partie'lar  way  V  says  the  colonel. 

"  '  Half-a-dozen  ways,  if  it  plaze  you,1  says  he. 

"  '  You're  mighty  obleegin,'  says  the  colonel ;  'and 
so,'  says  he,  '  I'd  rather  die  by  beta*  hanged  with  a 
rope  made  out  of  the  lands  qf  the  sae,9  says  he,  looldn9 
mighty  k  no  win'  at  the  ouldftUow. 

" '  I've  always  one  about  me/  says  the  Divil,  <  l» 
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oMeege  my  frinds,'  says  he;  and,  with  that  he  pulls 
out  a  rope  of  sand,  sure  enough. 

" '  Oh,  its  game  you're  inakin','  says  the  colonel, 
growin'  as  white  as  a  sheet. 

" c  The  game  is  minet  sure  enough,'  says  the  ould 
fellow,  grinnin',  with  a  terrible  laugh. 

"  *  That's  not  a  sand- rope  at  all,'  says  the  colonel. 

•IC  Isn't  it?'  says  the  Divil,  hitting  hlra  across  the 
face  with  the  ind  of  the  rope,  and  the  sand  (for  it  was 
made  of  sand,  sure  enough)  wint  into  one  of  his  eyes, 
and  made  the  tears  come  with  the  pain. 

" '  That  bates  all  I  ever  seen  or  heerd,'  says  the 
colonel,  sthrivin'  to  rally  and  make  another  offer ;  ( is 
there  anything  you  can't  do?' 

" '  Nothin'  you  can  tell  me,'  says  th3  Divil,  *  so  you 
may  as  well  lave  off  palaveriu',  and  come  along  at 
wanst.1 

**  *  Will  you  give  me  one  more  off?'  says  the  colonel. 

"  « You  don't  desarve  it,'  says  tho  Divil  ;  ' but  I  don't 
care  if  I  do ;'  for  you  see,  sir,  he  was  only  pla\in*  wid 
him,  and  tantatizin'  the  ould  sinner. 

"  *  All  fajr,'  says  the  colonel,  and  with  that,  he  ax'd 
him  could  he  stop  a  woman's  tongue  ? 

41 '  Thry  me,'  says  Old  Nick. 

"'Well,  then,'  says  the  colonel  make  my  lady's 
tongue  be  quiet  for  tho  next  month,  and  I'll  thank 
you.' 

" '  She'll  never  throuble  you  again,'  says  Ould  Nick ; 
and,  with  that,  the  colonel  heerd  roaiin'  and  cry  in', 
and  the  door  of  his  room  was  thrown  open,  and  in  ran 
his  daughter,  and  fell  down  at  his  feet,  telling  him  her 
mother  had  just  dropped  dead. 

"The  minlt  the  door  opened,  the  Divil  runs  and 
hides  himself  behind  a  big  elbow-chair ;  and  the  colonel 
was  freked  almost  out  of  his  siven  sinses,  by  raison  of 
tho  sudden  death  of  his  poor  lady,  let  alone  the  jeopardy 
he  was  in  himself,  seein'  how  the  Divil  had  forstalld 
1dm  every  way ;  and,  after  ringin'  his  bell  and  calling 
ia  his  servants,  and  recoverin'  his  daughter  out  of  her 
faint,  he  was  goin'  away  with  her  out  of  the  room, 
when  the  Divil  caught  howld  of  him  by  the  skirt  of  the 
coat,  and  the  colonel  was  obleegcd  to  let  his  daughter 
be  carried  out  by  the  servants,  and  shut  the  door  after 
them. 

" '  Well,'  says  tho  Divil,  and  he  grinned  and  wagged 
his  tail  all  as  one  as  a  dog  when  he's  plascd — '  what 
do  you  say  now  V  says  he. 

"  'Oh,'  says  the  colonel,  'only  lare  mo  alone,  antll 
I  bury  my  poor  wife,'  says  he,  ' and  I'll  go  wid  you 
then,  you  villain,'  says  he. 

"  »  Don't  call  names,'  says  the  Divil ;  '  you  had  better 
keep  a  civil  tongue  In  your  head,'  says  he;  'and  it 
does'nt  become  a  gintleman  to  forget  good  manners.' 

"Well,  sir,  to  make  a  long  story  short,  tho  Divil 
purtended  to  let  him  off,  out  of  kindness,  for  throe  days, 
until  his  wife  was  buried ;  but  the  raison  of  it  was  this', 
that  when  the  lady,  his  daughter,  fainted,  he  loosened 
the  clothes  about  her  throat,  and,  in  pulling  some  of 
dhress  away,  he  tuk  off  a  goold  chain  that  was  on  her 
neck,  and  put  h  in  his  pocket,  and  the  chain  had  a 
diamond  crass  at  it,  (the  Lord  be  praised .')  and  the 
Divil  darn't  touch  him  while  he  had  the  sign  of  tiu 
errata  bout  him. 

."Well,  the  poor  colonel,  God  forgive  him,  was 
gkeved  for  the  loss  of  his  lady,  and  she  had  an  iligant 
btrrin— and  they  say  that,  when  the  prayers  was  read- 
ing orer  the  dead,  the  ould  colonel  took  it  to  heart  like 


anything,  and  the  word  o'  God  kern  home  to  his  poor 
sinful  sowl  at  last. 

"  Well,  sir,  to  make  a  long  story  short,  the  ind  iv  it 
was,  that  for  three  days  o'  grace  that  was  given  to 
him,  the  poor  deluded  ould  sinner  did  nothin'  at  mil 
but  read  the  Bible  from  morning  till  night,  and  bit  or 
sup  did't  pass  his  lips  all  the  time,  he  was  so  intint 
upon  the  book,  but  sat  up  in  an  ould  room  in  the  far 
ind  of  the  house,  and  bid  no  one  disturb  him  on  no  ac- 
count and  struv  to  make  his  heart  bould  with  the  words 
iv  life ;  and  sure  it  was  something  strinthened  him  at 
last,  though,  as  the  time  drew  nigh  that  the  inimy  was 
to  come,  he  didn't  feel  aisy,  and  no  wonder ;  and  by 
dad,  the  three  days  was  past  and  gone  in  no  time,  and 
the  story  goes,  that  at  the  dead  hour  o'  the  night, 
when  the  poor  sinner  was  readin'  away  as  fast  as  he 
couldt  my  jew'l,  his  heart  jumped  up  to  his  mouth,  at 
gcttin'  a  tap  on  the  shouldher. 

"  'Oh,  murther !'  says  he,  '  who's  thw  V  for  he  was 
afeard  to  look  up. 

" '  It's  mc,'  says  the  ould  one,  and  he  stood  right  for- 
ninst  him,  and  his  eyes  like  coals  o'  fire,  lookin'  him 
through,  and  he  said,  with  a  voice  that  a'most  split  his 
old  heart,  Come !'  says  he. 

"  'Another  day,'  cried  out  tho  poor  colonel. 

"  'Not  another  hour,'  says  Sat'n. 

"'  Half  an  hour  V 

"  'Not  a  quarther,'  says  the  Divil,  grinnin',  with  a 
bitter  laugh;  'give  over  your  readiu',  I  bid  you,  says 
he,  '  and  come  away  wid  me.' 

" '  Only  gi'  mc  a  few  minutes,'  says  he. 

"'Lave  off  your  pnlaveiin,  you  sneakin'  ould  sin- 
ner,' says  Sat'n ;  you  know  you're  bought  and  sould 
to  me,  and  a  purty  bargain  I  have  o'  you,  you  ould 
baste,'  says  he—'  so  come  along  at  wanst,'  and  he  put 
out  his  claw  to  ketch  him  ;  but  the  colonel  took  a  fast 
hould  o'  the  Bible,  and  begg'd  hard  that  he'd  let  him 
alone,  and  wouldn't  harm  him  until  the  bit  o'  candle, 
that  was  just  blinkin'  in  the  socket  before  him,  was 
burned  out. 

"'  Well,  have  it  so,  you  dirty  coward,'  say  Ould  Nick, 
and  with  that  he  spit  on  him. 

"  But  the  poor  ould  colonel  didn't  lose  a  minit,  (for 
he  was  cunnin'  to  the  ind,)  but  snatched  the  little  taste 
o'  candle  that  was  foreninst  him,  out  o'  the  candle- 
stick, and  put  tin'  it  on  the  holy  book  before  him,  he 
shut  down  the  cover  on  it,  and  quinched  the  light. 
Whh  that,  the  Divil  gave  a  roar  like  a  bull,  and  vanish- 
ed in  a  flash  o'  fire,  and  the  poor  colonel  fainted  away 
in  his  chair;  but  the  servants  heerd  the  noise,  (for  tho 
Divil  tore  off  the  roof  o'  the  house  when  he  left  it,) 
and  run  into  tho  room,  and  brought  their  master  to 
himself  agin.  And  from  that  day  out  ho  was  an  al- 
thercd  man,  and  used  to  have  the  Bible  read  to  him 
every  day,  for  he  couldn't  read  himself  any  more,  by 
raison  of  losin'  his  eye- sight,  when  the  Divil  hit  him 
whh  the  rope  of  6and  in  the  face,  and,  afther  spit  on 
him;  for  the  sand  wint  into  one  eye,  and  he  lo6t  the 
other  that-a-way,  savin'  your  presence. 

"So  you  sec,  sir,  afther  all,  the  colonel,  undhcr 
Heaven,  was  too  able  for  ihe  Divil,  and,  by  readin'  the 
good  book,  his  soul  was  saved,  and  (glory  be  to  God  % 
isn't  that  miglily  improriri  ?" 


Industry  is  a  very  eminent  virtue,  being  an  ingredi- 
ent, or  the  parent,  of  a  11  other  virtues;  ofconetantuseoa 
all  occasions,  and  having  influence  upon  ail  our  affairs. 


THE  UNREQUITED. 


the  ritual; 

BT  H.  H.   0LBUIN7P. 

God's  cynosure  of  grace  is  hung 

Where  glow  yon  pleiads  In  the  sky, 
As  if  an  angel  had  unstrnng 

In  the  flushed  zone  her  rosary. 
Like  a  great  fire  the  silent  moon 

Steals  slowly  up  from  out  the  sea, 
Whose  waves  lie  hushed  as  in  a  swoon 

Of  fathomless  tranquility. 
Thy  alphabet  of  stars  has  taught 

My  soul  its  breviary  there, 
And  midnight,  calm  as  solemn  thought, 

Is  throned  in  endless  fields  of  air. 
Thou  heart  enthralled  of  the  skies ! 

In  thy  abyss  what  secrets  dwell? 
What  untold  wonder  in  thee  lies, 

That  man  should  not  dissolve  the  spell  ? 
May  wi9dom  give  our  reason  wings 

Her  hidden  glories  to  unfold, 
Where  charmed  Orion  sits  and  sings 

Within  her  serpent  coil  of  gold? 
This  offering  to  the  lyre  I  bring, 

And  dedicate  the  muse  sublime, 
Whose  infant  lips  were  framed  to  sing 

When  daylight  lit  the  torch  of  time; 
When  came  the  shouting  choral  dovo 

In  young  creation's  morning  beam, 
And  fell  her  orisons  of  love, 

As  falls  at  eve  a  blessed  dream. 
Unfading  love !  thy  fount  has  poured 

A  healing  o'er  the  frenzied  mind, 
Since  man  'mid  Eden's  hills  adored 

Thy  haunted  form  in  womankind; 
Thence  ha3  the  golden  current  run 

Through  hearts  of  myriads  Into  mine, 
And  touched  the  gentle  breast  of  ono 

Now  made  eternally  its  shrine. 
Each  daily  wish  be  mine  to  see 

Her  thoughts  embodied  in  a  gu'se, 
That  wins  of  life  the  mystery, 

To  make  earth  Paradise ; 
And  fancy's  wild  melodious  tongue 

Shall  lisp  into  her  dreaming  ear 
The  sweetest  song  she  ever  sung 

A  maiden's  heart  to  cheer. 
Fair  as  her  fate,  the  rosy  hours 

Shall  bring  to  her  no  gloom  or  shade ; 
And  hand  in  hand,  among  the  flowers, 

Like  them,  in  fragrance,  life  shall  fade. 
New  York,  April,  1S44. 


THE  UNREQUITED. 

BT  BLTZABETO  OAKES  8UITtr. 

**  Pew  arc  the  hearts  whence  ono  wine  touch 
Bids  the  sweet  waters  flow."— Mrs.  Hbmanb. 

A.  D.  1665  and  '66  were  years  of  peculiar  disaster  to 
the  great  city  of  London.  A  world  in  itself,  the  fete  of 
empires  might  be  decided  in  one  portion,  while  the 
other  should  feast  and  revel  and  slumber  in  quietude. 
Well  that  it  is  so :  for  should  its  whole  immense  popu- 
lation awake,  as  by  a  6ingle  Impulse,  the  world  might 
stand  aghast  at  the  dread  pulsation  of  myriad  hearts 
beating  to  one  throb. 

Yet  the  hoary  city,  that  had  not  as  yet  lost  the  foot- 
prints of  the  Caesar,  vast  and  ancient  as  it  was  even  at 
the  period  of  which  we  are  speaking,  was  filled  with 


awe  and  consternation  by  the  presence  of  two  great 
scourges  of  a  populous  district.  First,  the  pesiilcfece 
swept  its  thousands  into  hurried  graves;  and  then  fire 
came  to  consume  that  which,  maybe,  lacked  claimants 
forever. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  say  which  strikes  most  ap- 
pallingly upon  the  ear  of  the  listener— the  long,  mea- 
sured peal  of  tho  bell  telling  a  soul  has  departed,  that 
the  disquiet  heart  has  ceased  its  weary  pulsations;  or 
the  same  sound  heard  day  by  day,  picturing  a  lurid  at- 
mosphere, glaring  upon  pale  and  despairing  faces,  that 
reveal  want,  and  exile,  and  bereavement. 

Oh !  many,  very  many,  are  the  sorrows  of  humanity, 
and  we  learn  to  look  placidly  upon  the  still  faces  of  the 
dead,  in  that  they  have  ceased  from  their  labors.  Woe 
cometh  in  every  state,  and  however  great  may  be  that 
in  reserve,  the  present  is  sure  to  tax  the  limits  of  en- 
durance. 

1665.  Unhappy  London !  scarcely  at  rest  from  the 
scourge  of  civil  war ;  fostering  a  prodigal  and  licentious 
court ;  this  year  pestilence— the  next  conflagration ! 

Hour  by  hour  the  bellman  tolled  the  long  heavy  peal 
for  the  departed.  It  ceased — no  one  asked  why — but 
the  cart  for  the  dead  lumbered  onward  with  one  moro 
added  to  its  weight.  Silence,  dim  and  oppressive,  set- 
tled upon  the  devoted  city.  Streets  were  walled  up, 
and  the  victims  left  to  perish.  A  gray  atmosphere, 
still  and  dense,  enshrouded  all  things,  and  men  longed 
in  vain  for  the  free  air  that  might  tell  of  stream  and 
woodland. 

Families  of  wealth  and  distinction  had  fled  the  coun- 
try, and  the  poor  were  left  to  die.  The  artisan  toiled 
at  his  bench,  counting  the  dead-carts  as  they  passed 
tho  door,  and  anon  all  is  hushed  within.  Children 
prattled  at  night,  and  in  the  morning  the  hearth  is  de- 
solate.   Tho  poor  1  alas,  they  have  human  hearts  1 

There  was  one  district  as  yet  untouched  by  the  pes- 
tilence. Here  were  wealth  and  refinement,  space  and 
foliage,  and  surely  these  might  claim  exemption.  Love 
and  beauty  were  there,  also ;  Charles  — -  had  taken 
to  himself  a  lovely  wife,  and  not  many  months  of  their 
biidal  had  as  yet  transpired. 

Is  love  stronger  than  death  ?  Will  it  abide  ''  e  pes- 
tilence ?  Will  it  watch  and  pray,  weeping  and  loving, 
ever  the  same,  though  disease  and  care  may  mar  the 
divine  lineaments  ?  Surely  yes,  for  it  is  ever. young, 
changeless  with  lime,  place,  or  circumstance. 

Yet  who  shall  apply  the  test  ?  The  maiden  over- 
flowing with  her  own  innocent  emotions,  imputes  a 
like  degree  to  her  lover,  and  is  deluded  by  her  own  af- 
fluence. The  lover,  In  the  impetuosity  of  his  passion, 
imagines  the  reserve  of  his  mistress  but  maidenly  re- 
finement, and  thus  is  self-deceived.  Life,  life!  dread 
are  thy  mysteries. 

"I  am  ill,  Kate,  111;"  and  the  bridegroom  threw  him- 
self upon  a  couch,  and  reclined  his  head  upon  the 
shoulder  of  her  who  had  sworn  love  till  death. 

Kate  shrunk  from  his  side,  and  looked  anxiously  in 
his  face.  She  started  to  her  feet,  exclaiming,  "Char  lee » 
Charles,  it  is  the  plague !" 

"  The  plague,  dearest!— then  let  us  die  thus !"  And 
he  drew  her  to  his  bosom,  and  impressed  a  long  fervent 
kiss  upon  her  fair  brow. 

The  wife  struggled  for  releasement,  and  he  opened 
his  arms  with  a  look  that  told  the  sickness  was  at  the 
heart  He  staggered  to  the  mirror.  Already  was  the 
damp  gathering  upon  his  brow. 
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"  One  kiss,  Kate,  one  last,  and  then  fly— leave  roe 
to  my  fate." 

She  hesitated— death  was  in  the  touch.  Yet  hers 
was  a  woman's  heart,  and  she  knelt  down  and  threw 
her  arms  around  the  neck  of  the  doomed  man.  When 
she  arose,  both  were  ashy  pale. 

11  Farewell,  Charles !"  and  she  turned  to  the  door, 
lingered  a  moment,  and  was  gone. 

"My  God !  she  loves  me  not,"  he  cried,  starting  from 
the  couch;  "I,  who  would  have  periled  life  itself  for 
her.  This  is  death.  Death !  death— I  have  passed  it 
oven  now !"  and  he  buried  his  face  in  his  hands,  and 
shivered  convulsively. 

Hour  after  hour  passed  by — there  had  been  hurry  and 
departure.  Death  had  entered  every  threshold,  ser- 
vants fled  the  tainted  dwellings,  and  the  dead  and  the 
dying  were  alone.  Silence  brooded  over  the  once  gay 
district,  and  no  sound  was  heard  but  the  slow  creak  of 
the  dead-cart. 

"  She  loves  me  not !"  Yet  Kate  did  lovo,  as  the 
world  goes.  Hers  were  the  tender  blandishments  of 
her  sex,  fitted  for  gay  saloon  and  summer-day  dal- 
liance ;  dreaming  never  of  the  severe  test  of  suffering, 
disease,  solitude.    She  loved  as  the  world  love. 

Hour  after  hour  passed  away.  A  slender  figure  had 
paced  in  front  of  the  splendid  mansion,  looking  earnest- 
ly at  the  silent  windows,  and  then  with  drooping  head 
moved  onward,  only  to  return  and  repeat  the  scrutiny. 
As  the  twilight  deepened,  the  girl,  for  the  figure  was 
that  of  a  pale  slender  woman  of  little  more  than  twenty, 
It  may  be;  the  girl  stopped,  and  seemed  surprized  that 
no  lights  appeared. 

She  approached  the  door— in  the  hurry  of  retreat  it 
had  been  left  ajar— she  slowly  ascended  the  spacious 
halls,  and  timidly  laid  her  hand  upon  the  latch  of  a 
door  whence  issued  faint  murmurings  of  distress.  She 
paused— the  sounds  were  repeated — she  gently  undid 
the  fastening,  and  entered. 

Instantly  the  shawl  dropped  from  her  shoulders,  and 
a  slight  but  symmetrical  form  knelt  at  the  conch  of  the 
sufferer.  She  threw  her  arms  about  him,  and  drew 
the  head,  damp  with  suffering  to  her  bosom.  She  im- 
pressed one  kiss  of  agony  upon  the  pale  brow,  and 
then  lifted  up  her  head  and  drew  in  her  breath,  as  with 
a  sense  of  suffocation. 

She  spoke  not— but  volumes  of  womanly  unutter- 
able tenderness  were  revealed  in  the  dark  eye,  over 
which  the  brows  were  now  contracted  with  a  sharp 
expression  of  agony.  The  hair  was  knotted  upon  the 
head,  leaving  the  thin  but  finely  chiseled  face  In  strong 
relief;  and  as  she  now  sat,  with  head  thrown  forward 
and  back,  she  presented  an  outline  of  spiritual  beauty 
rarely  equaled. 

Gently  she  bent  over  the  sufferer,  and  moistened 
his  lip  with  water  from  a  silver  tankard  at  his  side.  It 
revived  him,  and  he  talked  dreamily, 

"Kate,  dear  Kate,  I  was  sure  you  wouldn't  leave 
me  to  die!— to  die— what  is  that?  Ah,  to  sink  into 
darkness— deep,  deep  unutterable  darkness!  To  be- 
come, what?— How  I  dream!  Strange  things  we, 
Fred.    Pass  the  glasses— I  had  a  dream  just  now— 


Again  he  sank  into  silence ;  and  the  girl  chafed  his 
temples,  mute  and  pale  as  the  sufferer.  She  poured 
some  elixir  from  a  crystal,  and  sprinkled  his  brow. 

"  Ah,  this  delicious  air,  fresh  from  the  hills,  how  it 
cools  my  brain !  Laura,  have  you  forgotten  the  echo 
between  the  hills  ?" 


The  girl  clasped  him  to  her  bosom  In  a  passion  of 
tears.  The  sound  of.  her  own  name  had  restored  that 
tenderness  of  emotion  which  had  been  suppressed 
while  the  name  of  another  dwelt  upon  his  lips. 

All  night  the  lone  girl  watched  by  that  dread  couch. 
What  were  solitude  and  agony,  death  itself,  when 
shared  with  the  beloved !  Wronged,  broken-hearted, 
as  she  was,  her  love  survived  all  things.  Let  the 
world  and  its  opinions  pass.  That  one  emotion, 
stronger  than  life,  surviving  treachery,  shame,  want, 
and  abasement,  was  the  one  ray  of  heaven  not  yet  ex- 
tinct in  the  human  soul :  the  one  fibre  clinging  yet  to 
the  good  and  the  true.  Angel  of  mercy!  are  these 
things  lost  upon  you  ?    Alas  for  womanhood ! 

As  the  day  dawned,  the  patient  sank  into  a  tranquil 
slumber,  and  the  faint  blood  stole  languidly  to  the 
cheek.  Laura  smiled  faintly  at  the  token,  and  at  the 
same  moment  a  cold  shudder  passed  over  her  own 
frame.  The  devoted  girl  knew  her  doom  instantly: 
it  was  but  an  exchange  of  victims.  But  to  die  there, 
even  beside  the  beloved,  was  it  not  a  blessedness  ? 

A  slow  heavy  tramp  along  the  halls  and  up  the  stair- 
case now  arrested  her  attention.  The  door  opened, 
and  two  sturdy  men  approached  the  couch. 

"Not  yet,  not  yet,"  she  whispered,  "he  will  live;" 
and  she  pointed  to  the  hue  upon  the  cheek. 

The  men  looked  earnestly  in  the  face  of  the  girl,  ex- 
changed glances,  and  retired. 

Laura  arose,  replenished  the  goblet  of  water,  and 
smoothed  back  the  masses  of  dark  hair  from  the  brow 
of  the  sufferer.  A  cold  sickness  shook  her  frame,  and 
she  turned  aside  as  fearful  she  might  re-impart  the 
poison  of  death. 

But  her  woman's  adhesive  tenderness  ^returned,  and 
she  laid  her  head  upon  his  bosom  and  wept  freely. 

"God  bless  you,  dear,  dearest  Charles!"  she  mur- 
mured faintly. 

Hour  after  hour  passed  away,  and  that  stiicken  head 
rested  upon  the  heart  of  the  sleeper. 

Poor  Laura!  she  would  have  meekly  died  at  his 
feet;  but  she  perished  there,  even  on  the  breast  of  him 
who  alone  had  touched  the  deep  fountains  of  her  life. 

Again  was  heard  that  heavy  tramp,  tramp,  along  the 
corridor.  The  men  approached,  and  gently  raised  the 
head  of  Laura :  the  sleeper  started  wildly  up,  and  clasp- 
ed the  form  to  his  bosom. 

"Kate,  my  own  Kate!"  Alas,  poor  Laura  1  I  am 
glad  thou  didst  not  hear  it :  it  would  have  given  the 
last  drop  of  bitterness  to  thy  overflowing  cup.  Thou 
didst  die  with  a  sweet  illusion  gathering  about  thee, 
of  hearts  that  change  not,  and  that  love  not  in  vain. 


A  PERILOUS  WINTER  JOURNEY. 

On  the  1st  of  January,  1827,  Col.  Win.  L.  Sublette, 
of  St.  Louis,  and  Moses  Harris,  known  all  over  the 
mountains  as  "  Black  Harris,"  started  from  the  valley 
of  the  Big  Salt  Lake  (Bonne venture)  on  an  express  to 
St.  Louis,  under  contract  with  Gen.  Ashley,  then  in 
the  mountains,  by  which  they  were  to  obtain  certain 
goods  at  certain  prices,  provided  their  order  was  given 
in  St.  Louis  by  the  first  of  March.  They  started  on 
foot  with  snow-shoes,  as  horses  could  neither  travel 
through  the  snow  nor  find  provender  on  the  way,  and 
would,  consequently,  perish  in  a  few  days,  while  the 
only  assistant  they  took  with  them  was  an  Indian* 
trained  pack  dog.  On  the  back  of  this  poor  animal 
they  strapped  some  fifty  pounds  of  sugar,  coffee  and 
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other  merchandize,  and,  fastening  ail  the  dried  meat 
they  could  obtain,  upon  their  own  backs,  these  two 
daring  men  commenced  on  foot,  in  the  heart  of  winter, 
*  journey  of  two  thousand  miles  over  a  savage  wilder- 
ness, white  with  snow. 

They  got  as  far  upon  their  journey  as  "  Harris  Pork," 
without  meeting  with  any  indication  of  buffalo,  but 
atill  making  slow  inroads  upon  their  dried  meat,  which 
they  husbanded  with  an  economy  that  nothing  but  the 
awful  idea  of  being  overtaken  by  starvation  in  that  de- 
solate land  could  have  induced.  Continuing  their 
journey,  they  became  alarmed  by  near  signs  of  the 
daring  and  desperate  Blackfeet,  compelling  them  to 
leave  such  shelter  as  their  route  afforded,  and  to  take 
to  the  open  plains,  where  they  could  get  no  water  save 
what  they  obtained  from  snow  or  ice.  Sometimes  they 
were  compelled  to  encamp  where  the  snow  lay  packed 
in  solid  masses  many  feet  above  the  ground,  and  their 
manner  of  building  a  fire  in  such  places  was  to  lay  logs 
«t>on  the  snow  and  kindle  the  flaming  element  above 
them.  Where  the  snow  was  not  too  deep,  they  scra- 
ped it  away,  and  made  their  evening  fire  upon  the 
ground.  Then,  when  done  their  supper,  and  ready  for 
aleep,  they  would  remove  the  fire  and  lie  down  upon 
tho  warm  spot. 

In  this  manner  they  traveled  for  fourteen  days,  when 
they  struck  the  Sweetwater,  and  were  fortunate  enough 
to  kill  a  cow.  A  feast  was  at  once  determined  upon— 
a  mountain  custom  for  all  such  cases  made  and  provi- 
ded, and  which  is  bound  to  take  place  at  all  hazards. 
So  the  dog  was  unpacked,  and  the  sugar  and  coffee  for 
the  first  time  opened.  The  hump  ribs  were  roasted, 
the  little  leather  bag  of  salt  lay  between  the  two  moun- 
taineers, the  coffee  was  simmering  on  the  coals,  ready 
cleared  and  sweetened,  their  knives  were  out,  their 
eyes  were  glistening,  their  toes  were  toasting,  their 
hearts  were  rejoicing,  when  Black  Harris,  in  some  un- 
Jucky  manner,  upset  the  cqfee-poi !  It  was  cruel !  The 
two  men  did  not  swear,  nor  utter  a  syllable;  but,  ta- 
king one  long,  blank  stare  at  each  other,  they  fell  to 
work  upon  their  hump  ribs;  but  neither  Sublette  nor 
Harris  has  ever  forgotten  that  circumstance,  and  they 
•peak  of  it  now  with  tears  in  their  eyes. 

The  next  day  they  reached  Rock  Independence,  into 
-one  of  the  cavities  of  which  they  crawled  and  snugly 
.passed  ihe  night.  Their  course  now  led  them  over 
•now  drifts  of  great  extent,  sometimes  compelling  them 
to  wear  snow-shoes  for  half  a  mile,  and  then  the  close- 
swept  ground  allowing  them  to  proceed  in  moccasins 
for  as  much  farther.  Travelers  may  have  noticed  that 
the  artanisia,  or  wild  sage,  that  covers  this  region  to 
such  an  illimitable  extent,  grows  far  higher,  thicker 
and  more  luxuriant  in  the  hollows  than  in  exposed 
places  and  is  ever  found  upon  the  sheltered  side  of  a 
hill,  while  the  other  remains  comparatively  bare.  This 
la  caused  by  the  operations  of  winter ;  the  arlanisia  is 
nourished  by  the  snow,  and  where  the  last  falls  deep- 
est and  stays  longest,  there  tins  remarkable  growth  ob- j 
tains  its  greatest  luxuriance. 

The  two  traders  proceeded  down  the  Platte,  to  where 
they  could  find  no  more  wood  to  comfort  themselves 
at  night  while  passing  through  dangerous  neighbor- 
hoods, and  here  the  first  effects  of  their  extraordinary 
and  unprecedented  march  began  to  wear  seriously  up- 
on their  strength  and  spirits.  In  their  weakened  con- 
dition they  were  often  compelled  to  walk  half  the  night 
-to  keep  themselves  from  freezing,  until  they  could  get 
into  a4iollow  or  some  place  to  shelter  them  in  a  small 


measure  from  the  cutting  blast.  Neaiing  Ash  Creek 
they  found  recent  traces  of  the  cowardly  and  treacher- 
ous Pawnees,  and  the  two  poor  travelers  were  compel- 
led to  turn  four  days'  journey  out  of  their  way,  to  avoid 
meeting  such  dangerous  enemies.  They  then  struck 
a  large  Indian  trail,  which  they  followed  in  desperation, 
until  it  led  them,  luckily,  to  an  encampment  of  friend- 
ly Mohawks,  from  whose  chief,  Big  Elk,  they  received 
much  kindness  and  friendly  attention.  They  next 
reached  a  place  called  "  Cold  Camp  Creek,"  and,  re- 
suming their  journey  from  here,  went  on,  meeting  In- 
dians now  and  then,  from  whom  they  received  no  mo- 
lestation, but  who  were  so  poorin  provision  themselves 
that  they  could  afford  the  white  men  nothing  in  the 
way  of  food.  S  ublette  gave  his  knife,  the  greatest  per- 
sonal treasure  that  a  mountaineer  knows,  for  a  dried 
buffalo  tongue,  which  he  and  Harris  immediately  de- 
voured between  them. 

But  just  after  this  their  greatest  misfortune  yet  oc- 
curred. They  had  not  observed  that  the  sack  In 
which  they  packed  their  smaller  bags  of  sugar,  coffee* 
&c-,  on  the  dog's  back,  had  for  a  long  time  been  wear- 
ing threadbare,  and  one  evening  their  poor  canine  ser- 
vant came  crawling  into  camp  with  the  torn  and  emp- 
ty sack  dragging  at  his  heels,  everything  having  disap- 
peared miles  away  behind !  They  were  now  left  with- 
out a  mouthful  of  anything.  They  traveled  the  next 
day,  hungry  and  destitute,  until  evening,  when  Sub- 
lette shot  a  raven  on  Grand  Island,  and  they  supped  off 
that,  without  pepper,  salt  or  coffee  to  assist  in  making 
it  palatable.  During  the  meal  the  old  coffee-pot  hap- 
pened to  fall  in  the  way  of  Harris,  and  he  gave  it  a 
kick  that  sent  it  halfway  across  the  river  Platte,  an- 
nouncing emphatically  his  conviction  that  there  would 
be  no  occasion  to  upset  that  any  more !  The  poor  dog 
was  now  starving,  lingering  far  behind,  and  crawling 
into  camp  late  at  night,  to  sleep  supperless  with  its  un- 
fortunate masters,  until  a  few  evenings  afterward,  when 
it  was  killed  and  eaten. 

The  flesh  of  the  dog  served  them  but  two  days,  and 
still  they  kept  on,  growing  hourly  weaker,  here  and 
there  shooting  at  some  lonely  bird  and  missing  it,  and 
their  way  through  the  snow  getting  every  day  more 
desperate  and  difficult  At  the  Sandy  Creeks  they 
found  tho  snow  not  firm  enough  to  bear  them,  and  they 
were  obliged  to  beat  it  down,  step  by  step,  as  they  ad- 
vanced. Here,  however,  they  shot  a  rabbit,  and  this 
gave  them  a  little  strength  to  push  on.  They  next 
struck  a  Kaw  .trail  through  the  snow,  about  a  month 
old,  which  they  followed  for  some  distance,  and  here 
their  troubles  approached  an  end.  for  they  got  among 
the  wild  turkeys,  and  soon  killed  enough  to  furnish 
them  with  sumptuous  provender.  A  few  days  more 
brought  them  to  the  Old  Kansas  village,  where  they 
were  well  fed  and  furnished  for  their  two  days'  farther 
travel  to  the  settlements. 

They  reached  St.  Louis  on  the  4th  of  March,  just 
three  days  too  late  for  the  object  of  their  enterprise,  af- 
ter all  their  hardship  throughout  this  extraordinary  and 
peiilous  winter  journey. — Prairie  and  Mountain  Life, 
New  Orleans  Picayune, 


Alexander  the  Great,  seeing  Diogenes  look  atten- 
tively at  a  parcel  of  human  bones,  asked  the  philoso- 
pher what  he  was  looking  for.  "  That  which  I  cannot 
find,"  waa  the  reply— ll  the  difference  between  your 
father's  bones  and  those  of  his  slaves," 
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"GIANTS  IN  THE   LAND." 

BY    EHMC3T  EEJ  ySJJBTSlii, 

44  These  are  the  generations  of  the  heavens  aad  the  earth.** 

Moses. 
44  There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth, 
Than  are  dreamed  of  in  our  philosophy."— SHAKsmc 
"The  gj  ant  never  was  soc  rowe'd  before : 
For  noe  such  knocking  at  his  gate  had  Liu."— Old  Ballad. 
44  All  sorts  of  cattle  this  dragon  did  eat- 
Some  say  he  ate  up  tret-*."— Id. 

Gliding  onward  through  ppace  afar, 
The  green  earth  sang  with  the  morning  star, 
Freshly  and  fair  in  its  buoyant  grace, 
A  path  it  curved  in  the  midst  of  space; 
The  broad  palm  waved  in  its  lordly  pride, 
The  fan-like  fern  grew  up  by  its  side, 
And  the  verdant  earth,  emerged  from  night, 
First  bathed  itself  in  the  new-born  light ; 
Oh !  then  was  born  in  that  primal  day, 
The  giant  race  that  have  passed  away. 

Ah !  how  would  n  pigmy  man  like  ours, 
Look  email  in  the  shade  of  those  prima)  bowers, 
How  "die  of  a  rose"  with  perfume  '•pain/* 
A  rose  than  his  head  as  big  again ; 
Ah,  how  in  sheltered  covert  peering, 
A  violet  bed  he  must  be  nearing, 
How  would  he  start  the  flower  to  see 
Above  his  head  like  a  forest  tree  I 
And  how  like  a  titmouse  bite  were  ho 
To  the  lazy  dragon  beside  the  sea ! 

The  earth  was  warmer  then,  it  would  Eecrn, 
Than  even  a  poet  would  dare  to  dream. 
The  pulpit  preserves  tradition  strong, 
And  talks  of  the  burning,  right  or  wrong ; 
But  never  a  giant  race  had  grown 
In  years  as  cold  and  chill  as  our  own, 
And  a  lizard  now,  like  railroad  track, 
Bearing  a  mammoth  about  on  his  back, 
Lashing  and  sparkling  each  burnished  scale, 
Dashing  aloft  his  emerald  tail ; 
His  twinkling  feet  of  moiled  green, 
Like  long  platoons  in  warlike  sheen, 
Would  all  in  vain,  ok    p  from  freezing, 
His  lingering  length  be  forward  tearing. 
For  when  in  gallant  speed  at  play 
He  lashed  to  foam  Manhattan  bay, 
His  crested  head  and  glittering  eye, 
Emerging,  cast  the  foam-wreath  by, 
Amazed,  "broug  t  to,"  "all  standing,"  be 
Would  wheel  about  for  Albany, 
For  there  a  furlong's  length,  or  more, 
Of  frozen  tail  would  hug  the  shore. 

Oh,  those  olden  limes !  the  giant  race  f 
What  size  of  head,  and  what  breadth  of  face, 
What  strength  of  thought,  and  what  strength  of 

will! 
What  power  to  love !  what  power  to  kill ! 
And  gallantly  those  Anaks  rode 
The  mastodons  which  they  bestrode, 
And  everything  on  this  green  earth 
Accorded  with  the  mighty  birth. 
The  condor  that  soars  from  the  stormy  peak, 
Where  spirits  of  flame  from  the  Andes  speak, 
Were  a  gosling  beside  the  ancient  flocks 
That  have  left  the  print  of  their  feet  in  the  rocks. 
Geologists  oft  have  measured  their  stride, 
And  a  thousand  wonderful  things  beside. 


A  spider  looked  like  a  goat  on  the  rocks— 
A  frog  was  the  size  of  a  fatted  ox. 

Ah !  the  music  then  in  the  forest  heard 
Was  not  from  niminy-piminy  bird, 
It  came  not  forth  from  a  feeble  throng, 
Like  a  melted  silence  poured  in  song, 
But  an  honest,  plain  and  open  sound, 
The  forest  shook,  and  the  trembling  ground. 
The  spider's  tick  was  a  Moscow  bell, 
And  a  huge  trombone  the  frog  would  swell ; 
The  dragon's  yawn,  and  the  mammoth's  roar. 
Like  an  earthquake  shook  the  reedy  shore, 
And  the  ichthiosaurus,  turning  his  head, 
Was  an  Etna  waked  from  his  burning  bed ; 
Augmented  five  times  was  the  thunder  blast, 
And  the  earthquake  at  least  for  a  year  would  last ; 
But  the  monsters  wallowed  and  heaved  at  their 

ease, 
For  their  ears  were  made  for  sounds  like  these  ; 
And  they  answered  back  to  the  loud  turmoil, 
That  made  the  deep  like  a  pot  to  boil. 

Then  lording  it  over  the  monster  race, 
Up  sprang  the  Giants  in  pride  of  place, 
With  bridle  and  bit  the  mammoth  bestrode, 
And  their  wives  behind  on  a  pillion  rode ; 
The  plethibsaurus  hooked  fiom  the  sea, 
And  they  moved  the  waves  right  gallantly. 
The  Giants  lived  by  hunting  then- 
Knew  love  and  hate  as  other  men ; 
The  stoutest  Giant  made  a  foray, 
And  stole  his  neighbor's  goods  away, 
Ransacked  his  cave  and  stole  his  cattle, 
And  then  forthwith  commenced  a  battle. 
They  managed  matters  much  as  now, 
The  strongest  ruling  any  how ; 
They  made  them  laws  the  weak  to  bind, 
Else  how  might  any  Giant  find 
Excuse  to  capture,  bind,  or  kill, 
Or  take  his  neighbor's  goods  at  will  7 
How  keep  the  Giant  ladies  straight, 
And  make  them  on  their  liege  lords  wait, 
Unless  some  penal  warning  for  'cm 
Hold  them  and  idiots  in  terrorum? 

But  let  these  pass — a  war  arose, 
And  what  the  pretext,  heaven  knows— 
Some  right  to  fish  in  certain  waters, 
Some  insult  to  a  Giant's  daughters, 
Some  spear  run  through  a  dragon's  wing, 
An  envied  marsh,  or  some  such  thing — 
No  matter  what,  a  mustering  throng 
Of  stately  Giants  trooped  along, 
On  uncouth  beasts  of  monstrous  size, 
On  dragons  with  their  flaming  eyes, 
On  serpents  rolling  fold  on  fold, 
With  glittering  scales  like  burnished  gold ; 
The  twanging  bow  and  clashing  spear 
Announce  the  battle  raging  near; 
The  mastodon,  with  loosened  rein, 
Tramps  like  a  mountain  o'er  the  plain, 
While  towering  from  his  back  on  high, 
Fierce  grows  the  Magog's  searching  eye, 
And  now  his  spear  through  bat-like  wings, 
Or  on  the  serpent's  armor  rings ; 
The  errless  javelin  finds  its  place 
Through  toughened  hide,  and  helmet's  lace, 
And  like  a  mountain  torrent's  gush 
Out  pours  the  blood,  and  souls  out  rush; 
And  heaving  Giants  pour  the  tide 
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Of  ebbing  life  on  every  side. 

Why  tell  the  war  the  Tritons  waged ! 
Why  tell  how  fierce  the  battle  raged  I 
How  hurling  rock,  disrupted  tree, 
Give  this  or  that  the  victory  ? 
Why  tell  how  spread  the  fame  afar 
Of  Giants  mustering  to  the  war, 
And  thousands  curious  for  the  sight, 
Rushed  eager  on  to  join  the  fight- 
Approaching  near  on  every  side, 
Were  stout  men  in  their  pomp  and  pride, 
And  far  as  eyes  like  theirs  might  spy, 
Helmet  and  plume  were  gathering  nigh, 
Like  ships  at  sea  where  towering  mast 
Is  first  on  the  horizon  cast — 
Or  caravan  in  lengthened  train 
All  painted  on  the  azure  plain, 
80  came  they  on,  distinct  in  sight, 
The  gathered  world,  to  share  the  fight. 

Slow  waned  the  night  on  leaden  car, 
For  dust  and  steam  veiled  moon  and  star; 
Those  mighty  men,  of  primal  size, 
Exhausted,  closed  their  eager  eyes ; 
Like  hill- side  gloom  their  shadows  fall, 
While  midnight  spreads  her  sable  pall, 
To  shroud  the  pang  of  those  who  lie 
Wrestling  with  death's  long  agony, 
And  fiercer  pangs,  in  dying,  rise 
Proportioned  to  their  strength  and  six*. 
Like  heaving  mount  the  mammoth  lay, 
His  bulky  sides  all  gasping  play; 
At  every  breath  the  gory  flood 
Augments  the  swelling  sea  of  blood; 
The  dragon,  never  known  to  sleep, 
Through  the  long  night  his  watch  doth  keepy 
His  nostrils  spread  with  breath  of  flame, 
Above  his  head  his  green  tail  came, 
And  half  unfurled  each  bat-like  wing, 
Ready  on  any  foe*  to  spring; 
His  lengthening  claws  were  glittering  white— 
That  dragon  were  a  goodly  sight ! 

Slow  waned  the  night ;  the  morning  star 
Set  in  the  east  his  golden  car ; 
But  hark  1  a  sound  is  swelling  up— 

,Tis  like  an  earthquake's  roar, 
It  rises  far  above  the  wall 

Of  armies  on  the  shore ; 
>Tis  like  the  rushing  of  the  deepy 

The  booming  waters  roll- 
There  is  a  spinning  in  the  air, 

A  trembling  of  the  pole. 

The  forest  sways  as  in  a  blast, 

The  surging  waters  rise, 
And  loosened  rocks  are  toppling  down. 

Or  thundering  through  the  skies ; 
A  moment's  pause— a  stifling  heat, 

Then  earth's  foundation  shook, 
And  reeling  in  its  golden  orb, 

A  new  direction  took. 

Around  it  spun  with  frantic  speed, 

Then  trembling  lightly  hung ; 
Each  atom  to  the  centre  drawn 

Anew,  around  it  swung. 
Thence  came  the  seasons  in  their  chango — 

The  merry  time  of  epiing— 
The  pandng  heat  of  summer  days* 

And  autumn  welcoming. 


The  winter  with  its  hurrying  blast, 

And  fire-side  tale  of  eld — 
Of  giants  stalking  through  the  earth 

Who  strong  enchantments  held. 

Oh,  had  those  giants  been  content 

To  pass  their  lives  away 
Wiihouten  wandering  about 

In  wild  and  deadly  fray, 
The  steaming  earth  had  still  been  theirs, 

Their  monsters  in  the  flood, 
And  from  its  surface  nought  had  sprung 

But  those  of  mighty  blood. 
Ah!  rushing  in  their  frantic  rage 

To  that  one  point  of  earth, 
It  rec'ing  from  its  balance  swung, 

And  whelmed  its  giant  birth. 

And  all  those  goodly  monsters,  too, 

The  type  of  giant  men, 
They  perished  in  that  mighty  change 

That  whelmed  up  matter  then ; 
Their  bones  have  turned  to  limestone  now, 

Their  skulls  are  pools  for  lakes, 
And  chains  of  mountains  everywhere, 

Are  based  on  those  old  snakes. 

And  where  a  mountain  stands  alone 

In  solitary  state, 
A  mastodon  that  mountain  was 

Transfixed  in  its  fate. 
Each  Alpine  pinnacle  is  based 

Upon  a  drogon's  tail ; 
The  little  hills  are  every  one 

A  lizard' s  worn-out  scale ; 
The  palm 8  are  turned  to  anthracite. 

The  ferns  New  Castle  coal, 
And  we,  poor  pigmy  race,  at  last, 

Are  burning  up  the  whole  1 
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Late  one  Suday  afternoon,  Mr.  Percival,  the  Senior 
Warden  of  St.  Peter's  church,  entered  the  lecturo 
room,  where  were  assembled  some  fifteen  or  twenty 
ladies  busily  sewing  on  winter  garments  for  the  poor, 
and  perhaps  half  as  many  gentlemen,  husbands,  bro- 
thers and  friends  of  the  same,  who  had  come  for  the 
laudable  purpose  of  seeing  the  ladies  safe  home  over 
the  ice  which  covered  the  streets.  When  Mr.  Perci- 
val entered,  all  eyes  were  turned  on  him,  or  on  an  open 
letter  he  held  in  his  hand,  from  which,  after  a  "  nod" ail 
round,"  he  began  to  read  as  follows : 

"If  you  wish  to  retain  your  pastor  at  St.  Peter's, 
you  must  set  about  raising  his  salary,  for  our  minister 
is  afflicted  with  bronchitis,  and  is  obliged  to  resign  his 
charge,  and  our  people  have  set  their  hearts  on  having 
Mr.  Grey  in  his  place,  which  they  can  doubtless  do, 
as  they  are  both  able  and  willing  to  give  him  a  '  lsud 
call,'  to  which  his  present  salary  is  a  mere  song." 

11  So  writes  my  son  from  the  city,"  said  the  old  gen- 
tleman, folding  up  the  letter;  "and  as  I  stood  in  tho 
post-office,  I  saw  Mr.  Grey  take  from  his  box  a  letter 
with  the  same  post- mark,  which  contained,  I  suppose, 
the  call  here  mentioned.  I  came  directly  here  to  meet 
you,  and  have  the  opinion  of  all  as  to  what  we  must 
do,  and  how  we  can  manage  to  raise  his  salary,  and 
keep  him  with  us." 

"I  do  net  believe  a  higher  salary,  alone,  would  in- 
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dace  him  to  leave  us,"  said  Mrs.  Williams,  a  woman 
of  middle  age,  whose  mild,  sad  face  told  of  much  sor- 
row, patiently  endured. 

"I  don't  know,"  said  Miss  Wormwood,  an  active 
little  maiden  of  forty-five,  "I  don't  know;  everybody 
in  these  days  takes  all  he  can  get ;  besides,  Mrs  Grey 
was  bred  in  the  city,  and  must  have  a  wish,  at  least, 
to  return  to  her  old  habits." 

"Well,"  said  the  warm-hearted  Mrs.  Weston,  "I 
don't  believe  he'd  go  for  the  salary  only,  but  the  hop* 
of  doing  more  good,  being  more  extensively  useful, 
might  influence  him,  and  as  Miss  Wormwood  says, 
our  [quiet  village  life  must  be  dull  to  Mrs.  Grey ;  be- 
sides, eight  hundred  dollars  a  year  is  too  little  for  any- 
body to  live  decently  on,  in  these  times — can't  we  raise 
him  a  thousand  dollars,  at  least  ?'•  and  she  turned  ap- 
pealingly  to  the  gentlemen  who,  grouped  at  a  distance, 
were  making  the  same  inquiry. 

"  I  think  we  should  make  it  twelve  hundred  dollars, 
which  would  bo  equal  to  two  thousand  in  the  city," 
said  Mr.  Percival,  "  and,  for  my  part,  I  am  willing  to 
add  twenty  dollars  to  the  thirty  I  pay  annually." 

"And  I  will  do  the  same,"— "  And  I,M— And  1,"— 
said  several  wealthy  manufacturers,  "  for,  indeed,  we 
shall  never  do  so  well  again." 

"  And  I  know  George  will  do  as  much,"  said  Mrs. 
Weston,  "  for  he  loves  Mr.  Grey  like  a  brother,  and 
would  do  anything,  almost,  to  keep  him  here." 

Still,  though  these  men's  promises  were  "good  as 
gold,"  there  lacked  many  a  dollar  of  the  extra  four  hun- 
dred, and  as  these  were  the  only  men  in  the  village 
who  could  really  afford  to  increase  their  contribution, 
many  a  foreboding  rose  in  their  hearts  that  Mr.  Grey 
must  go,  for  they  could  not  raise  the  requisite  sum  to 
keep  him.  However,  Mr.  Percival  volunteered  to  go 
round  among  the  male  members  of  the  congregation, 
and  try  what  he  could  persuade  them  to  do ;  and  Miss 
"Wormwood,  who,  with  a  snug  little  income,  no  family 
cares,  not  one  dependant,  and  an  active  temperament 
that  always  kept  her  doing  something— delighted  in 
such  labors  of /ore,"  as  she  called  them,  offered  to  speak 
to  the  females.  So  eager  was  she,  that  she  immedi- 
ately began  to  ask  those  about  her  what  they  would 
give,  and,  after  eloquently  urging  on  one  or  two  the 
necessity  of  being  liberal  in  such  a  case,  she  turned  to 
Mrs.  Williams  and  said, 

"  You,  of  course,  will  increase  your  contribution  by 
at  least  ten  dollars  a  year,  for  you  never  could  let  Mr. 
Grey  go,  you  are  so  fond  of  him,  so  I'll  set  you  down 
as  a  thirty  dollar  one,"  and  she  was  flying  off,  when 
the  mild  widow  said, 

"  Stop,  Miss  Wormwood — 1  give  as  much  already  as 
I  can  afford,  and  cannot  add  one  dollar  to  my  contribu- 
tion." 

"  Why,  Mrs.  Williams !  and  profess  such  affection 
for  Mr.  Grey,  as  you  do — well,  some  people  have  a 
strange  way  of  showing  love !" 

.""Hs  from  no  lack  of  love  or  respect  for  my  pastor 
that  I  refuse  your  request,"  replied  the  widow,  "  but 
simply  because  I  cannot  afford  it;  and,  moreover,  I  do 
not  believe  he  has  the  least  desire  for  an  increase  of 
salary,  or  would  accept  it  if  offered  to  him."  ' 

"  Well,  Mrs.  Evans,  you,  I  know  will  assist  us,  for 
you  are  always  generous,"  and  Miss  Wormwood  turn- 
to  a  showily  dressed  woman,  who  replied,  with  a  sim- 
per, 

"Oh!  of  course,  ma'am— set  me  down  for  a  thirty 
-dollar  one ;  I  can  at  least  do  that,  though  my  income 


is  not  larger  than  Mrs.  Williams's— but  there's  a  great 
deal  in  managing,"— and  she  looked  in  the  faces  of 
those  around  her  to  read  the  commendations  she  felt 
were  due. 

"  And  you,"  added  Miss  Wormwood,  "  are  not  fitting 
a  son  for  college,"  as  she  saw  Mrs.  Evans's  silly,  sheep- 
ish looking  "hopeful"  enter  with  the  delicate,  intel- 
lectual boy  of  Mrs.  Williams. 

It  was  almost  dark  before  the  last  of  the  speculators 
left  the  room,  and  when  Mrs.  Weston  was  comfortably 
seated  by  her  husband's  side,  in  his  snug  Httle  sleigh, 
well  wrapped  in  furs,  driving  swiftly  toward  their  luxu- 
rious home,  she  told  him  of  Mr.  Percival's  letter,  of  the 
debate  and  decision  in  consequence,  and  of  her  pro- 
mise, in  her  husband's  name,  to  do  as  much  as  the  rest 
—"and  you  will  redeem  my  word,  George,  will  you 
not?"  she  asked,  as  she  marked  his  thoughtful  look, 
and  his  silence  for  several  minutes  after  her  tale  was 
told. 

"  I  do  not  know,  Clara,"  he  answered  at  length,  "it 
cannot  be  that  Harry  Grey  would  leave  us  for  another 
parish  solely  on  account  of  salary ;  all  his  attachments 
are  here,  in  the  home  of  his  boyhood— he  is  so  humble 
he  cannot  desire  a  rich  and  fashionable  congregation— 
his  wants  are  so  few,  indeed,  he  does  not  need,  and 
take  my  word  for  it,  he  will  not  accept  more  salary. 
It  is  not  a  month  since  he  told  me  he  needed  nothing 
but  a  holier  heart  to  make  him  perfectly  happy,  and 
this  with  him  was  not  cant,  for  I've  known  him  from 
infancy,  and  never  found  in  him  the  least  taint  of  guile 
or  hypocrisy." 

"  But  think,  George— only  eight  hundred  doHars  a 
yearl  Could  ice  possibly  live  on  it?  and  their  wants 
must  be  as  many  as  ours." 

"  You  mistake,  wife  of  mine— you  and  I  are  the  al- 
most spoiled  children  of  affluence;  self-indulgence 
makes  us  require  many  things  of  which  our  pastor  ne- 
ver even  thinks." 

"But  his  wife,  George— she  was  delicately  reared, 
and  must  endure  many  privations  in  that  mean  little 
parsonage." 

"  Her  sweet,  hsppy  face  denies  your  assertion,  and 
I  do  not  believe  that,  so  long  as  she  knows  Harry  Grey 
loves  her.  and  sees  him  faithfully  doing  his  duty  In  his 
high  and  holy  calling,  she  has  a  wish  ungradfied,  save 
the  generous  one  of  being  able  to  give  more  liberally 
to  the  needy." 

"Well,  perhaps  you  are  right,  George;  but  if  they 
do  increase  his  salary,  you  will  redeem  my  word,  and 
give  cheerfully  of  your  abundance  ?" 

"  Surely,  my  wife— I  twU,  both  for  your  word's  sake, 
and  for  my  own  love  to  my  boyhood's  friend,  my  man- 
hood's wise  and  gentle  counsellor,  Harry  Grey." 

Late  that  evening  old  Mr.  Everett  turned  to  a  lovely 
girl,  of  about  sixteen  years,  who  had  sat  by  his  side  si- 
lent and  thoughtful  for  half  an  hour,  and  laying  his 
hand  caressingly  on  her  glossy  hair,  said — 

"  Come,  Lucy,  tell  us  what  troubles  you ;  some  great 
matter  it  must  be,  for  you  have  not  smiled  since  you 
came  in." 

"Indeed,  grandpa,  I  am  troubled,"  she  replied,  "for 
I  can't  think  of  a  thing  I  can  do  to  help  them  raise  Mr. 
Grey's  salary;"  and  she  sighed,  while  her  face  settled 
again  into  unwonted  thoughtfulness. 

"  Raise  Mr.  Grey's  salary  1  what  da  you  mean,  child  ? 
There's  no  difficulty  in  paying  him  bis  eight  hundred 
dollars— this  is  not  the  time  of  year  to  worry  about 
that  |  besides,  it  Is  no  business  of  yours,  so  sing  me  • 
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song  or  two,  little  linnet,  and  then  we'll  have  prayers 
and  go  to  bed." 

"  But  1  can't  sing,  grandpa,  I  am  so  very  sad,  and 
'tis  all  about  Mr.  Grey's  salary,  which,  Miss  Worm- 
wood says,  must  be  raised  to  twelve  hundred  dollars, 
or  he'll  go  away  from  here,  and  what  should  we  do 
then  ?" 

"Oh!  'tis  only  one  of  Miss  Wormwood's  stories  to 
set  people  to  storing,"  said  Mrs.  Everett,  speaking  for 
the  first  time ;  "  but  how  came  you  to  know  anything 
about  it,  Lucy  ?" 

"Why,  you  know  she  boards  with  Mr.  Prime— I 
was  there  when  she  came  home  from  the  sewing  meet- 
ing and  said  that  a  church  in  the  city  had  given  Mr. 
Grey  a  call,  which  he  would  accept  if  his  salary  was 
not  raised  immediately  to  twelve  hundred  dollars.  She 
•aid  that  several  ladies  had  already  promised  to  give 
generously,  then  told  Mrs.  Prime—'  of  course  you'll 
do  your  part,'  and  when  the  old  lady  demurred  on  the 
plea  of  inability,  she  launched  forth  into  such  a  tirade 
on  the  meanness  and  wickedness  of  not  being  willing 
to  support  those  who  broke  to  us  the  bread  of  life,  as- 
serting that  several  persons  with  scantier  means  than 
-Mrs.  Prime  had  promised  to  do  their  utmost  In  so  good 
si  cause,  the  poor  woman  was  fairly  talked  into  consent- 
ing, not  only  to  sacrifice  some  of  her  own  comforts, 
but  to  allow  Helen  to  assist  Miss  Wormwood  in  per- 
suading others  to  do  the  same.  Helen  was  very  un- 
willing to  go,  and  only  consented  on  condition  that  I 
accompanied  her.  We  went  first  to  Mrs.  Lawton,  who 
'heard  us  patiently,  and  then  refused  decidedly  to  give 
one  dollar  more  than  she  has  always  done,  saying  that 
Mr.  Grey's  income  was  a  third  more  than  hers,  and 
'his  family  smaller.  Next  we  applied  to  Mrs.  Phillips, 
and  she,  after  much  urging  from  Helen,  agreed  to  do 
what  other  people  did,  because  she  could  not  bear  to 
be  singular  and  mean,  '  but  mercy  knows,'  she  added, 
*  I  must  do  my  part,  I  suppose,  but  if  I  do,  little  Jane 
can't  go  to  the  school  for  the  blind  this  year— well,  I 
can't  help  it— they  shall  never  say  I'm  mean,  and  can't 
pay  my  minister.'  We  went  next  to  Mrs.  McDonald, 
the  dress-maker,  who  replied  to  Helen's  request,  '  Re- 
ally, Miss  Prime,  you  know  I  have  only  my  hands  to 
depend  on,  and  it  seeems  as  much  as  ought  to  be  re- 
quired of  me  to  pay,  as  I  do,  five  dollars  a  year  for  pew 
rent,  which,  with  my  subscriptions  for  the  fybbath 
school  for  tracts  and  other  occasional  calls,  amounts 
to  at  least  eight  dollars  a  year,  and  that  is  much  for 
one  who  has  to  sew  to  support  an  infirm  mother,  a 
feed-ridden  sister,  and  to  aid  a  brother,  who,  though  ac- 
tive and  industrious,  is  too  small  yet  to  support  him- 
self entirely ;  nevertheless,  if  I  can,  without  trespass- 
ing on  my  mother's  comforts,  I  will  do  my  part,  for  I 
would  sacrifice  almost  anything  rather  than  lose  so 
faithful  a  pastor  as  Mr.  Grey.'  When  we  left  her  we 
were  both  so  wearied,  and,  to  tell  the  truth,  so  ashamed 
of  our  errand,  that  we  would  go  nowhere  else,  and  I 
shall  never  love  Mr.  Grey  half  so  well  again,  for  asking 
for  more  salary  as  the  condition  for  remaining  here." 

"I  do  not  believe  he  did  ask  it,"  said  Mrs.  Everett, 
"  for  he  is  not  extravagant,  and  $600  is  enough  for  any 
prudent  man,  with  only  two  children,  in  a  small  town 
like  this." 

"If  it  is  not  enough,  he  ought  to  starve,"  said  Mr. 
Everett.  "  Why,  there  are  not  ten  men  in  his  parish 
whose  income  is  more  than  that  I'll  go  and  see  him 
■to-morrow,  to  tell  him  how  to  economise,  and  con- 
Tines  him  that  'tis  enough  and  more  than  enough  for 


all  his  wants — and  he'll  hear  me,  I  know  he'll  hear 
me,  for  he's  a  good  hoy,  and  was  not  I  his  sponsor  in 
baptism?  and  did  not  I  fight  at  the  side  of  his  grand- 
father in  the  old  war?  ay,  and  had  to  bring  his  last 
words  and  blessing  home  to  his  widow.  Ah,  she  is  a 
noble  woman,  and  nobly  did  she  bear  her  loss,  and 
brought  up  her  six  children  as  well  as  the  best.  Yes, 
and  when  Harry's. father  was  lost  at  sea,  she  took  him 
and  his  feeble  mother  home,  and  nurtured  the  one  and 
nursed  the  other,  as  if  she  had  nothing  to  care  for  in 
the  world  but  them,  and  she  never  had  $800  a  year, 
nor  nothing  like  it— this  all  comes  of  that  city  wife  he 
has  taken." 

"Oh !  no,  grandpa,  It  does  not,  for  she  is  the  best 
woman  in  the  world— as  meek  as  an  angel— and  I 
knoro  it  isn't  her  fault." 

"  May  be  not,  child,  but  those  city  girls  are  always 
extravagant— he'd  better  have  taken  Helen  Prime." 

"And  what  would  poor  Prank  have  done  then, 
grandpa?"  asked  Lucy,  smiling;  while  as  if  the  very 
name  of  his  favorite  grandson  brought  peace  to  the 
old  man's  heart,  he  reseated  himself,  with  a  murmur- 
ed blessing  on  "  the  sailor  boy,"  re-filled  his  pipe,  and 
after  half  an  hour  of  tranquil  silence,  bade  Lucy  call 
their  one  domestic,  and  opening  the  big  Bible,  from 
which  he  had  read  every  night  for  more  than  forty 
years,  ended  the  day  with  his  usual  prsyers,  and  but 
he  asked  with  a  deeper  emphasis  a  blessing  on  the 
teachers  of  the  Truth,  and  that  his  voice  trembled 
when  he  prayed  for  "  those  who  go  down  to  the  sea  in 
ships,"  there  was  no  sign  of  his  iate  emotion. 

That  day,  when  Mr.  Grey  returned  from  the  post 
office,  his  wife  saw  an  unwonted  cloud  on  his  brow, 
which  not  even  her  affectionate  kindness,  nor  the  ca- 
resses of  his  children  could  dispel.  When  her  little 
ones  were  asleep,  she  stole  quietly  to  his  study  and 
found  him  poring  over  an  open  letter,  which  he  im- 
mediately handed  her,  asking  at  the  same  time— "  vhat 
shall  I  do?" 

She  read  it,  and  then  said  "'Tis  a  generous  and 
tempting  offer— but  could  you  sever  the  ties  that  bind 
you  to  your  present  affectionate  people?" 

"  Not  if  I  were  alone,  Fanny,  but  your  interests, 
your  happiness,  and  our  children's,  are  to  be  consider- 
ed. The  field  for  usefulness  is  so  much  wider,  think 
how  much  good  I  might  do  there,  and  this  Church, 
too,  might  be  more  flourishing  under  another  pastor" — 

Mrs.  Grey  interrupted  him—"  Set  me  and  the  chil- 
dren aside— we  have  enough  for  our  wants — enough 
for  happiness— and  ask  yourself  if  this  field  be  not 
wide  enough— if  there  is  any  time  heavy  on  your  hands ; 
if  there  is  not  now  enough  of  responsibility  upon 
your  soul?  and  oh,  Harry !  where  will  you  find  friends 
so  good  and  so  true  as  those  who  have  watched  you 
from  childhood  with  daily  increasing  love?  There  is 
not  another  George  Weston,  there  Is  not  another 
"  Grandpa  Everett,"  in  all  the  world.  Do  not  let  am- 
bition mislead  you,  do  not  let  a  desire  for  gain  creep 
into  your  heart,  nor  an  undue  anxiety  for  the  future 
make  you  hasty  to  leave  old,  tried  friends  for  stran- 
gers. Forgive  me  if  I  am  too  earnest— I  know  that  it 
is  more  for  my  sake  than  your  own  you  would  accept 
this  tempting  offer,  and  I  cannot  bear  that  you  should 
be  for  a  moment  influenced  by  a  mere  mercenary  mo- 
tive." She  paused  he  looked  in  her  excited  face  for  a 
moment  with  a  half  sad  smile,  and  then  said  gently— 

"  You  do  not  quite  understand  me  my  wife— I  am 
not  as  mercenary,  nor  so  ambitious  as  you  seem  to  be- 
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lieve— my  people  are  twined  with  every  fibre  of  my 
heart,  but  I  have  often  thought  a  stranger  might 
be  a  more  successful  preacher  to  them— that  the 
Church  would  grow  more — they  could  not  have  a  pas- 
tor who  loved  them  better,  but  they  might  have  one 
they  would  reverence  more.  But  we  will  not  speak  of 
this  now,  Fanny,  wc  will  ask  counsel  of  Him  who  has 
promised  that  whatsoever  we  ask  faithfully  shall  be 
received  effectually." 

While  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Grey  were  at  breakfast  next 
morning  Mr.  Everett  bustled  into  the  room,  and  was 
scarcely  welcomed  and  seated  before  he  began — 

"  Why,  how  is  this,  Harry,  that  you  make  the  con- 
dition of  staying  with  us  an  increase  of  salary — can't 
you  live  on  what  you  have?" 

Mr.  Grey  stared  at  him  in  astonishment,  and  Mrs. 
Grey  exclaimed— "  O !  sir,  Harry  has  asked  for  no 
more,  and  we  have  enough  already." 

"  Then  what  do  these  women  mean  dancing  round 
begging  every  body  to  assist  in  making  his  salary  up 
to  twelve  hundred  dollars,  to  induce  him  to  refuse  the 
"caW*  he's  received  from  that  church  in  the  city  1" 

"  How  was  it  known  that  such  an  offer  had  been 
made  to  me  1  the  letter  reached  me  only  last  evening, 
and  I  have  not  thought  of" — 

11  Then  you  don't  meau  to  leave  us,  my  boy,"  inter- 
rupted the  eager  old  gentleman,  inferring  from  Mr. 
Grey's  manner  that  he  did  not  intend  to  go—"  and  you 
have  no  bad  college  debts  to  pay,  as  the  woman  hinted 
— and  you  are  not  extravagant  and  mismanaging— and 
'tis  just  as  my  wife  said,  all  a  conceit  of  that  meddling 
Miss  Wormwood"— and  springing  hastily  from  his 
chair,  he  almost  overturned  little  Lucy  Grey,  who  was 
trying  to  climb  his  knee,  and  begging  him  not  to  be 
wgry,  for  papa  is  not  naughty.  "I  know  he  Is  not, 
and  I  am  not  angry,  darling,"  he  replied,  drawing  the 
sweet  child  to  his  bosom,  and  kissing  her  sunny  curls, 
then  turning  to  Mr.  Grey,  he  added  half  whispering- 

"Tell  me,  now,  Harry,  if  you  do  owe  any  debt,  and 
if  fifty  dollars  will  help  you,  you  shall  have  it,  for 
Frank— bless  his  heart— left  me  that  sum  to  buy,  he 
said,  "  something  to  make  grandmother  comfortable" 
— but  we  have  no  need  of  it,  and  if  the  warm-hearted 
boy  ever  asks  about  it,  he  will  be  glad  we  gave  it  to 
you." 

Mr.  Grey  pressed  the  Bhrivelcd  hand  which  in  his 
earnestness  the  old  man  laid  on  his  arm,  while  tears 
clouded  his  dark  eyes  and  replied—"  My  dear,  kind 
friend,  how  can  I  thank  you  for  this  and  every  proof 
of  your  love;  indeed,  we  do  not  want  money — my  in- 
come is  amply  sufficient  for  all  our  wants,  and  when 
the  necessities  of  others  require  more  than  I  can  give, 
you  know  the  purse  of  George  Weston  is  as  open  to 
me  as  if  it  were  my  own  !"— and  overpowered  by  emo- 
tion, he  retired  precipitately  to  his  study,  and  Mr. 
Everett  with  a  hasty  kiss  to  little  Lucy,  and  a  kind  fare- 
well to  her  mother,  hastened  to  tell  the  good  news,  as 
he  called  it,  to  his  wife. 

George  Weston  called  that  morning  on  Mr.  Grey, 
and  inquired,  more  delicately,  perhaps,  but  not  more 
kindly,  of  his  intentions  and  wishes,  proffering  any 
sum,  (for  he  too,  had  heard  of  college  debts,  &c.)— 
needful  to  relieve  his  friend  from  all  pecuniary  embar- 
rassment. The  week  rolled  on,  and  spite  of  Mr.  Eve- 
rett's repeated  assurances  that  "Mr.  Grey  did  not 
■want  any  more  salary,"  the  collectors  were  very  busy, 
and  in  most  cases  very  successful— so  that  when  Sa- 


turday came,  hardly  a  doubt  remained  that  the  derived 
sura  would  be  raised  and  Mr.  Grey  retained  by  then 
—indeed,  they  were  sure  of  it,  for  Mr.  Weston  wa» 
able  and  no  doubt  willing  to  make  up  the  deficiency, 
though  as  he  lived  several  miles  from  the  village,  be 
had  not  been  appealed  to,  but  his  wife  had  given  h*r 
word,  and  all  knew  that  in  most  matters, 


-"  their  minds 


Were  as  the  mingling  autumn  winds 
Which  breathe  together." 

When  the  people  assembled  in  the  porch  of  ths 
church  on  Sunday,  several  of  them  were  confident 
they  would  be  asked  to  remain  awhile  after  service  to 
confer  with  the  Rector  on  urgent  business,  and  Mr. 
Percival  was  unanimously  chosen  to  make  the  offer  of 
increased  salary,  and  express  the  wish  of  the  church 
as  regarded  a  change  of  teachers. 

Many  noticed  that  Mr.  Grey's  manner  was  unusual- 
ly solemn  on  that  day,  and  ail  observed  the  emphasis 
with  which  he  gave  out  the  text—"  1  have  enough,  my 
brother."  He  did  not  say  much  of  Jacob's  subtle  po- 
licy, in  attempting  to  bribe  Esau  to  let  him  and  his 
people  pass  through  Edom,  nor  did  he  dwell  on  the 
weakness  of  Esau  in  accepting  his  brother's  offering, 
after  so  earnestly  declining  it,  in  the  words  of  the  text 
— but  he  spoke  eloquently  on  the  necessity  of  being 
contented  with  our  lot,  of  being  thankful  for  the  bless- 
ings so  freely  bestowed,  and,  finding  his  flock  unu- 
sually attentive,  he  closed  his  book,  and  with  a  meek 
and  holy  look,  said— "My  friends  your  thoughts  and 
mine,  although  we  have  not  conferred  together,  have 
been  for  the  last  three  days  upon  the  same  subject,  a 
subject  on  which  I  do  not  deem  it  irreverent  to  address 
you  on  this  consecrated  spot.  How  you  learned  I  had 
been  invited  to  minister  in  another  paiish,  I  will  not 
inquire— it  was  my  wish  you  should  not  know  it,  for 
I  think  it  Is  seldom  necessary  and  never  delicate  form 
clergyman  to  inform  his  people  that  he  has  received 
and  rejected  such  an  offer.  For  your  affectionate  wish 
to  keep  me  among  you,  evinced  by  your  zealous  en- 
deavor to  increase  my  salary,  you  have  my  most  heart- 
felt thanks— your  motive  was  liberal  and  generous— 
yet  it  pains  me  that  you  have  bo  mistaken  me — that 
you  could  have  believed  for  an  hour  that  he  whom  yon 
so  unanimously  chose  to  succeed  our  late  venerated 
pastdr— he,  whom  some  of  you  before  me  have  shown 
from  his  earliest  childhood  the  kindness  of  parents  and 
brothers,  would  on  the  first  summons  loose  all  the 
cords  of  gratitude  and  love  which  bound  him  to  you, 
and  for  the  sake  of  lucre,  or  it  may  be  for  the  hope  of 
fame,  to  make  his  abode  with  strangers.  No,  my  peo- 
ple, no !  To  you  my  love,  my  prayers,  my  thoughts 
are  given— and  as  regards  an  increase  of  salary,  I  be- 
seech you  let  it  not  be  so  much  as  named  among  yon. 
You  have  been  so  generous  that  my  income  exceeds 
that  of  most  of  you  here — I  have  grown  up  among 
you  with  habits  as  simple  and  wants  as  few  as  any, 
and  with  all  truth  and  earnestness  I  would  say  with 
Esau — "  I  have  enough."  Do  not  take  my  remarks 
unkindly,  fori  would  not  cause  a  moment's  pain  to 
any  heart— let  me  still  live  in  your  love,  let  me  still  bo 
blessed  and  strengthened  by  your  prayers — remember, 
that  in  becoming  your  Pastor,  I  have  not  ceased  to  bo 
the  child  of  your  own  rearing,  the  seaman's  widow's 
son." 

Perhaps  some  of  the  congregation  mere  dissappoln- 
ted— some,  perhaps,  dissatisfied— but  the  kind,  the- 
wise  and  good  among  them,  felt  more  than  ever,  tint 
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their  young  pastor  was  indeed  their  own.  There  are 
well-meaning,  mistaken  Mr.  Percivals,  and  easy,  prieat- 
pampcring  Miss  Wormwoods  in  all  parishes— we  hope 
there  are  also  generous  George  Westons,  and,  at  least, 
seats  pastors  and  their  vivtt,  as  humble  faithful  and 
eon  ten  ted,  as  Harry  and  Fanny  Grey. 


EDMORIN  AND  ELLA. 
An  Ea3tarn  Tale. — by  w.  p.  k. 
Whilb  India  was  yet  an  immeasurable  forest,  and 
her  diamonds  lay  undisturbed  in  the  mine  by  the 
drudgery  of  European  avarice,  a  tribe  of  natives  had 
fixed  their  residence  on  the  side  of  the  coast,  where 
the  trees  agreeably  admitted  the  somraer  breezes.  Of 
these,  Edmorin  was  sovereign.  Beyond  a  ridge  of 
mountains  extending  to  the  south  were  situated  ano- 
ther clan,  with  whom  Edmorin  and  his  people  were  at 
war.  Edmorin,  # however,  was  the  darling  of  his  sub- 
jects, and  beloved  by  all ;  his  humanity  was  unbound- 
ed, his  knowledge  uncommon,  and  his  activity  sur- 
prizing. His  arrows  were  often  known  to  soar  out  of 
sight,  even  till  they  seemed  to  lodge  in  the  bosom  of 
the  clouds ;  his  speed  surpassed  tho  rapidity  of  the 
rein-deer ;  and  the  proportions  of  his  person  were  exact 
and  graceful  as  the  growth  of  the  cedar.  His  man- 
ners were  as  mild  as  the  morning,  and  his  charity 
warm  as  the  noonday  sun.  He  governed  his  people 
with  gentleness,  and  invented,  upon  plans  of  his  own 
construction,  new  Instruments  for  the  use  of  war,  and 
new  sports  and  games  for  the  entertainment  and  exer- 
eise  of  peace.  With  the  bark  of  the  fir,  and  the  rind 
of  the  toughest  trees,  he  formed  a  light  shield ;  and 
contrived  to  fix  a  flint  with  such  dexterity  in  the  sling 
as  enabled  it  to  kill  at  the  farthest  mark. 

Edmorin  was  enamored  of  solitude ;  his  mind  though 
neither  polished  by  education,  nor  enlightened  by  ex- 
perience, enjoyed  a  natural  refinement  and  superiority 
to  those  of  his  subjects.  He  would  sometimes  de- 
light to  sequester  himself  in  the  deepest  retirement  of 
his  bowers,  and  appear  Ingeniously  desirous  of  explo- 
ring the  hidden  mysteries  of  nature.  At  length,  how- 
ever, his  spirits  suddenly  forsook  him,  and  his  mind 
became  meiaucholy ;  his  eyes,  that  had  wont  to  be  the 
sparkling  Intelligencers  of  the  felicity  ef  his  soul,  were 
clouded  with  care  and  his  brow  contracted  into  gloomy 
wrinkles.  He  did  not  love  solitude  less  than  before, 
bat  he  found  that  solitude  had  less  charms  to  afford 
him ;  he  often  would  cast  his  eyes  around  him,  and 
ask  himself  in  the  moment  of  despondence,  "  where- 
fore he  felt  himself  unquiet  T  and  sometimes,  rebu- 
king his  own  discontent,  would  exclaim,  "  O  Edmorin 
wherefore  dost  thou  repine  ?  art  thou  not  the  sovereign 
of  a  thousand  subjects  who  are  loaded  with  arrows  to 
preserve  thy  life?  Hast  thou  not  the  command  of 
women  for  thy  pleasure,  even  to  a  variety  that  puzzles 
thy  choice?  Dost  thou  not  see  the  savage  of  thy 
woods  content— why  then  dost  thou  sigh  7  Alas !  1 
am  weary  of  myself :  certainly  solitude  has  occasion- 
ed my  depression  ;  I  will  seek  an  instant  relici  in  so- 
ciety." Among  those  whom  Edmoiin  indulged  with 
particular  tokena  of  his  regard  was  an  Indian  sage, 
whose  name  was  Ram  or.  He  was  a  philosopher  of 
nature,  and  had  acquired  his  knowledge  by  an  unaided 
application  to  her  Jaws.  He  was  one  whom  the  Ed- 
aaorineans  universally  regarded  as  a  man  whom  the 
angel  of  death  spared  in  pity  to  themselves ;  his  max- 
ima were  considered  as  invariable,  and  bis  sentiments 


were  held  in  the  highest  veneration.  He  had  been 
long  in  the  confidence  of  the  prince,  who,  at  the  death 
of  Isdabel,  his  father,  had  taken  the  charge  of  his  edu- 
cation (such  as  could  at  that  early  time  be  given :)  Ed- 
morin therefore  felt  toward  him  much  of  the  reverence 
and  duty  of  a  child;  and  Ramor,  on  the  other  hand, 
united  an  equal  degree  of  the  affection  of  the  parent 
with  the  loyalty  of  the  subject. 

To  Ramor  therefore  he  communicated  his  uneasi- 
ness, and  disclosed  the  manner  in  which  he  felt  him- 
self affected:  "1  am  miserable,"  said  he,  sighing, 
11  yet  know  not  why;  the  verdure  of  the  spring,  and 
the  glow  of  the  summer,  have  lost  their  allurements; 
I  have  no  longer  any  delight  to  glide  along  the  rivers 
in  my  canoe,  to  stick  the  plumes  of  victory  in  my 
brow,  or  with  my  dart  pursue  the  chase.  I  am  wretch- 
ed, even  among  the  eprightliest  of  my  woman,  nor 
regard,  as  usual,  their  dalliances  to  please,  or  their  so- 
licitude to  charm— all  is  tasteless :  I  am  sick  with  so- 
litude, yet  have  no  relish  for  society;  something  is 
surely  wanting  to  my  felicity.  To  thee  I  have  flown 
from  myself,  and  do  thou  therefore  mitigate  my  dis- 
tress." 

Tho  hoary  sage  had  long  studied  the  temper  of  his 
prince,  and  was  intimately  skilled  in  the  character  of 
man ;  he  regarded  Edmorin  with  a  look  of  observation, 
and  soon  penetrated  Into  the  cause  of  his  distemper ; 
and,  without  any  servilities  of  prostration,  thus  ad- 
dressed him  in  the  language  of  simplicity  and  truth  : 
"  Be  the  anguish  of  my  child  dissipated,  and  the  bur- 
den of  sorrow  removed  from  his  bosom ;  for  if  the 
voice  of  his  servant  Ramor  is  regarded  and  the  wis- 
dom of  his  instructions  followed,  Edmorin  shall  be 
happy. 

"Thou  complainest,  my  son,  that  the  novelty  of  life 
is  over,  and  that  from  the  variety  of  nature  thou  no 
longer  canst  find  repose.  To  what  cause,  therefore, 
can  thy  inquietude  be  ascribed,  but  to  that  which  even 
in  the  bowers  of  paradise  could  introduce  anxiety ;  to 
the  want  of  an  elegant  and  virtuous  companion  of 
thy  throne  and  bosom.  Thou  art  discontented,  not  be- 
cause the  excellences  that  heretofore  engaged  thee  are 
in  themselves  less  excellent,  but  because  thou  hast  no 
partner  with  whom  thou  mayst  share  the  pleasure 
they  bestow.  There  is  seldom  any  selfishness  in  the 
social  temper.  In  the  generous  benevolence  of  thy 
youth  thou  lookest  around  thee,  and,  comprehending 
in  one  point  of  view  the  grandeur  and  beauty  of  the 
world,  art  unhappy  that  thou  canst  not  communicate 
thy  sentiments  of  wisdom  and  tenderness  to  the  object 
whom  thy  virtues  have  conquered  and  approved.  Thou 
perceivest  that  few,  even  of  the  multitudes  of  thy  train, 
are  calculated  for  tjio  honor  of  thy  confidence ;  and 
still  fewer  for  the  affection  of  thy  fiiendship.  Of  those, 
whom  thou  rulest  in  the  gentleness  of  thy  sway, 
many  are  the  sport  of  playful  idleness  or  active  folly, 
and  more  the  slaves  of  insignificant  ambitition :  some 
are  swelling  with  spleen  at  the  proudness  of  a  rival's 
plume,  and  some  are  contesting,  in  the  bitterness  of 
rancour,  about  the  skins  of  the  savage.  To  such  thou 
canst  not  unbosom  the  secrets  of  thy  heart ;  they  are 
not  equal  to  the  trust,  and  thou  art  therefore  compelled 
to  seal  up  thy  reflections  and  thy  knowledge,  or  to  ut- 
ter them  to  the  air,  or  lavish  them  upon  the  ignorant. 
Thy  mind,  my  son,  is  suited  to  the  sweetness  of  vir- 
tuous meditation,  and  nature  has  endowed  thee  with 
the  power  to  discern  the  beauties  of  her  works;  bat 
when  thy  generous  curiosity  has  procured  iheoinstrae* ; 
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lion,  tboa  waatest  one  to  whom  thou  mlghtest  impart 
the  benefits  of  inquiry.  Knowledge  is  useless  unless 
it  is  diffused :  but  to  circulate  it  to  those  who  have 
neither  capacity  nor  idea,  would  be  a  wildness  equal 
to  his,  who  was  determined  to  encircle  the  head  of  the 
bear  with  a  coronet  of  flowers,  and  to  enwreath  the 
horns  of  the  sheep  with  a  garland  of  roses. 

"  Cast  thine  eyes  aloof,  and  behold  on  yonder  fir- 
tree  the  turtle  sits  sorrowing  among  the  branches; 
she  disregards  the  prospects  around  her,  and  is  visibly 
overwhelmed  in  the  anguish  of  despondence.  Her 
feathery  partner  has  awhile  forsook  her,  and  in  the  me- 
ridian glow  of  life  and  day  thou  observes t  how  she 
pines  I  The  sun  is  to  her  an  orb  of  darkness,  and  the 
lively  earth  enrobed  in  mourning ! 

"Thine,  my  sovereign,  is  at  present  the  condition 
of  that  turtle,  and  a  tender  object,  though  one  agreea- 
ble to  the  dignity  of  thy  nature,  is  equally  necessary 
to  restore  the  tranquility  of  both.  For  again,  fix  thy 
attention  on  the  fir,  and  tell  me  what  thou  seest." 

"I  sec,"  said  Edmorin,  "that  the  happiness  of  the 
dove  is  restored !  Her  fugitive  mate  is  returned— lo, 
Raraor,  how  their  wings  flutter  in  rapture  1  the  one 
seems  tenderly  to  chide,  and  the  other  appears  anxious 
to  excuse ;  and  hark !  she  returns  a  song  of  gratitude 
for  his  safety !  Henceforth,  my  friend,  I  will  not  suf- 
fer a  turtle  in  my  region  to  be  destroyed.11 

"I  admire,"  replied  Ram  or,  uthe  softness  of  the 
sense,  more  than  the  simplicity  of  your  expression : 
be  taught  from  that  of  which  thou  hast  been  a  witness, 
a  remedy  for  thy  distress.  The  most  trifling  image  will 
afford  a  hint  of  utility  to  the  eye  of  remark.  Thou 
hast  seen  the  cause  of  the  complaint  of  a  bird  that 
was  grown  Indifferent  to  every  thing  around  it,  and 
even  weary  of  itself!  and  canst  thou  not  as  easily  ac- 
count for  the  misery  of  thyself,  who  art  not  less  insen- 
sible to  the  privileges  of  royalty  7  Thou  hast  seen  by 
what  means  the  peace  of  the  bird  was  restored,  and 
canst  thou  not  form  to  thyself  a  simitar  method,  where- 
by thy  own  bosom  might  again  have  comfort  V 

"Ramor,"  answered  the  prince  hastily,  while  his 
cheek  became  endamasked  with  deeper  blushes,  "  my 
heart  is  lightened,  and  I  feel  the  cause  of  my  disorder. 
I  am  displeased  with  myself;  that  my  sensibility  did 
not  before  point  out  to  mc,  and  remove  the  reason — 
the  purity  of  love,  I  see,  is  necessary  to  the  happiness 
of  a  king." 

11  It  is  necessary,"  «  rejoined  Ramor,"  not  only  to 
the  happiness  of  a  king  but  of  his  subjects,  and  indeed 
of  every  human  individual.  But  my  son  must  distin- 
guish the  intemperance  of  desire  and  the  ardors  of  an 
elegant  passion.  Thou  art  weary  of  the  dalliances  of 
thy  women,  because  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  more 
than  one  to  afford  thee  felicity ;  or  at  least  to  confer 
such  as  is  either  permanent  or  pure. 

"  Go  then,  my  sovereign,  consider  this  and  be  happy. 
Lei  thine  eyes  rove  among  the  servants  whom  thou 
oommandest,  and  thy  reason  shall  soon  exalt  one  to 
thy  bosom,  to  whom  nature  has  been  kind,  and  virtue 
affectionate. 

"  An  honorable  attachment  will  restore  to  every  ob- 
ject its  accustomed  charm ;  again  wilt  thou  receive 
consolation  from  thy  wonted  source :  the  blossom  shall 
stem  to  wear  a  livelier  bloom,  and  the  sky  a  brighter 
brae :  such  are  the  effects  of  a  generous  love  upon  the 
mind- that  is  satiate  with  solitude  and  suited  to  society." 

The  effect  of  these  arguments  were  visible  In  the 
cotfttenanoe  of  the  prinoe?  bis  features  became  mere 


animated,  and  his  air  more  vivacious,  and  in  the 
warmth  of  his  gratitude  and  hope,  he  could  not  forbear 
embracing  the  sage  in  bis  arms,  whom  he  left  with 
an  assurance  of  observing  his  counsel,  and  of  indulg- 
ing his  eye9  In  such  objects  as  were  most  likely  to  en- 
gage his  heart 

He  who  looks  to  love,  and  love  with  honor,  will 
soon  find  an  object  worthy  his  regard  :  it  was  not  long 
before  Kdmorin  became  enamored  of  maiden  excel- 
lence. He  was  one  day  pursuing  alone  an  elk,  which 
he  had  aroused  from  a  grove  of  spices,  when,  percei?- 
ing  it  take  toward  the  mountains,  (which  were  the 
preliminary  boundaries  of  his  sovereignty,)  he  pressed 
onward  with  vehemence,  least  it  should  elude  him  by 
sheltering  in  the  territories  of  Zimber.  The  savage 
was  just  bounding  up  the  brow  of  the  hills,  when  the 
prince  discharged  his  arrow,  but  by  some  means  or 
another  without  success;  and  his  game  in  the  next 
instant  reached  the  summit,  and  sprung  out  of  sight. 
Edmorin  was  just  about  to  turn  again  among  the 
covert  of  his  woods,  when  his  ears  were  suddenly 
startled  by  a  shriek  that  intimated  distress.  He  stop- 
ped and  found  that  the  voice  proceeded  from  the  other 
side  of  the  mountains;  and  that  which  he  had  too 
much  honor  to  do  from  the  mere  spirit  of  sport,  he  had 
too  much  humanity  to  neglect  when  he  might  relieve 
the  wretched;  he  therefore  hastily  stepped  forward, 
and  retreading  the  path  again  arrived  at  the  top,  and 
soon  descended  to  the  foot  of  the  hills,  and  looking 
earnestly  around  him,  (while  the  voice  increased  its 
complaints,)  he  discovered,  through  an  intertwisture 
of  bo  ugh  8,  a  human  shape  extended  in  disorder  upon 
the  ground,  under  the  uplifted  paw  of  a  lion.  He  did 
not  hesitate ;  but  drawing  his  arrow  to  the  head,  and 
leveling  his  eye  to  the  mark,  lodged  the  barb  in  bis 
heart ;  and,  running  to  complete  his  conquest,  he  struck 
a  poniard  into  his  chest,  and  held  it  infixed  till  he  ex- 
pired. 

He  had  now  leisure  to  avert  his  attention  to  the  ob- 
ject whom  his  courage  and  intrepidity  had  protected, 
and  whom  he  found  to  be  a  virgin  of  uncommon  beauty 
of  form,  irresistable  even  in  misery.  Her  dress,  which 
was  of  the  finest  skins,  bespoke  her  of  royal  extraction, 
and  she  mourned  with  all  the  dignity  of  distress.  Al- 
though she  was  still  faint,  and  fearful  least  she  might 
have  escaped  from  one  disaster  by  the  intervention  of 
another  still  more  dreadful,  yet  she  recovered  herself 
so  as  to  return  her  compliments  of  gratitude  to  her  de- 
liverer in  an  attitude  of  prostration.  The  prince  per- 
ceiving her  confusion,  and  seeing  her  spirits  struggling 
between  the  extremities  of  fear  and  joy,  endeavored  to 
dissipate  her  apprehensions  by  the  roost  tender  assur- 
ances ;  and,  observing  that  the  savage  had  rent  her 
mantle,  enrobed  her  with  his  own,  and  requested  that 
he  might  be  permitted  to  accommodate  her  till  she  had 
surmounted  her  fears.  The  piincess  (for  such  she 
was)  consented  to  his  solicitations,  and  Edmorin  gen* 
tly  conducted  her  to  his  hut,  which  was  formed  by  the/ 
hands  of  an  hundred  Indian  artificers,  in  a  taste  per- 
fectly rural  and  ingenious.  It  was  situated  in  a  valley, 
where  nature  had  displayed  her  bounties  in  her  wildest 
luxuriance,  with  a  distant  view  of  the  sea.  The  most 
beautiful  foliage,  of  oranges,  and  cedars  invited  thither 
every  sylvan  musician  to  warble  and  build ;  springs 
of  living  water  came  Issuing  from  chrystallme  sources; 
the  flowers  were  essenced  with  the  richest  fragrance, 
*nd  their  colors  were  freshened  by  the  breezes  which* 
at  morn  and  even  were  wafted  from  the  main. 
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Though  the  prince  was  secretly  very  anxious  to  learn 
the  particulars  of  the  fair  stranger's  history,  especially 
that  part  of  it  which  had  occasioned  the  present  event, 
yet  his  delicacy  was  unwilling  to  give  her  the  pain  of 
revealing  it  while  her  mind  was  under  the  inquietude 
of  her  late  distress.  He  therefore  repressed  his  curi- 
osity, and  solely  applied  himself  to  solace  and  revive 
her ;  he  spread  a  carpet  of  the  softest  skins,  and  set 
before  her  the  nicest  trophies  of  his  arrow,  with  the 
most  lovely  presents  of  nature,  to  court  her  appetite : 
bat  the  anxiety  she  had  been  under,  and  the  abrupt 
transition  from  despair  to  joy,  soon  overcame  the  de- 
licacy of  her  frame;  and  had  left  her  no  other  desire 
than  to  recruit  her  spirits  by  repose,  and  yield  herself 
up  a  few  hours  to  friendly  insensibility.  Edmorin 
vigilant  to  oblige,  saw  her  fatigue,  and  no  sooner  dis- 
covered her  wishes,  than  he  hastened  to  prepare  an 
apartment  for  her  rest :  he  soon  formed  her  a  couch 
with  the  spoils  of  the  kid,  the  ermine,  and  the  fawn, 
and  her  pillow  was  lined  with  the  cygnet's  down :  nor 
could  the  prince  be  persuaded  to  leave  his  charge,  but, 
enwrapping  his  body  in  a  common  skin,  determined  to 
be  the  guardian  of  her  slumbers. 

While  the  gentle  Edmorin  sat  watching  her  repose, 
by  the  light  of  the  taper,  he  indulged  himself  in  gazing 
ardently  upon  her,  and,  heaving  a  sigh  of  softness,  as 
he  gaxed,  thus  whispered  to  himself: 

"O  blessed  sun!  what  a  form  is  there !  How  happy 
am  I  in  being  the  means  of  preserving  it  from  viola- 
tion !— Yet  surely  the  savage  could  not  scar  such  a 
creature !  The  paw  of  the  monster  was  suspended, 
doubtless,  conscious  of  the  excellence  within  his 
power,  which,  cruel  as  is  his  nature,  he  dared  not  use. 
How  unlike  is  she  to  the  common  be  amies  among  my 
train  !  Blessed  be  the  morning  in  which  I  last  grasped 
my  bow,  blessed  be  the  elk  that  directed  me  toward 
the  mountains,  and  blessed  be  the  moment  in  which 
Edmorin  preserved  her !  And  yet  why  do  I  sigh  ?  O 
Mithra,  could  my  wishes !— but  how  vain  my  prayer  1 
Is  she  not  somo  superior  being  ?  O  Ramor!  now  do  I 
think  of  thee;  yet  I  will  gaze  no  more." 

Having  said  this,  he  extinguished  the  taper,  least 
his  reason  should  yield  to  the  captlvation  of  his  eyes ; 
when  suddenly  the  apartment  was  re-enlightened  by  a 
flash  of  lightning,  a  thunder-dap  succeeded,  and  in 
the  next  moment  a  vision  of  the  night,  arrayed  in  an 
irresistible  robe  of  light,  appeared  before  him.  The 
astonished  Edmorin  put  his  hand  to  his  forehead,  and 
fell  prostrate  to  the  illustrious  appearance,  when,  gently 
waving  a  wand  which  it  held  in  its  hand  over  the  eyes 
of  the  princess,  addressed  itself  to  the  youth :  "  List, 
Edmorin,  and  be  happy  !  I  am  the  angel  of  truth  and 
innocence ;  thou  rememberest  the  instructions  of  Ra- 
mor ;  the  hour  is  at  hand  when  his  instruction  will  be 
useful.  Her,  whom  thy  valor  has  saved,  is  Ella,  the 
daughter  of  Zimber,  the  monarch  beyond  the  moun- 
tains. They  divinity  has  ordained  her  to  be  thy  wife. 
Do  not  wonder,  or  doubt,  because  that  she  is  the  child 
of  thy  enemy.  To  Fate  nothing  is  impossible.  I  am 
commissioned  from  above  to  give  thee  this  ruby,  which, 
while  she  sleeps,  thou  art  to  put  upon  her  finger;  do 
this,  and  thou  no  more  shalt  sigh  in  solitude,  or  ex- 
perience sorrow. 

The  evanescent  visitor  instantly  disappeared,  and  the. 
noise  of  the  thunder,  that  again  rolled  a  volley  as  ii 
vanished,  alarmed  the  prieeese,  who  became  pale  with 
affright.  It  wee  now  the  dawn  of  day,  and  Edmorin 
was  about  to  execute  the*«n*r  of  the  vision  at  the  mo- 


ment she  awoke;  he  had  just  fixed  the  ruby  on  her 
finger,  and  was  still  holding  her  hand  gently  within 
his  own.  They  were  both  overwhelmed  in  a  speech- 
less confusion,  yet  neither  had  the  power,  or  perhaps 
the  inclination,  to  alter  their  position.  From  their 
meeting  eyes  shot  instant  affection;  their  souls  melted 
within  them,  and  a  thrilling  pulsation  ran  a  tide  of 
rapture  through  every  vain ;  at  length,  however,  the 
united  impressions  of  hope  and  love  gave  the  powers 
of  utterance  to  Edmorin,  who  communicated  the  com- 
mands of  the  angel  of  truth,  and  concluded  with  pro- 
fessions of  fondness  and  sincerity.  She  was  easily 
disposed  to  credit  what  her  heart  so  affectionately 
desired,  and  she  involuntarily  pressed  the  ruby  to  her 
lips :  yet  had  still  the  honor  and  discretion  to  inform 
him,  that  she  had  fled  Zimber,  who  on  the  day  he  had 
saved  her  from  death,  determined  to  sacrifice  her  to 
Dorin,  the  chieftain  of  the  valley.  "  Dorin,  said  she, 
is  boisterous  as  the  thunder,  and  cruel  as  the  panther 
of  the  forest,  but  with  the  cunning  of  the  fox  has  ho 
crept  into  the  smiles  of  my  father;  and  the  orders  of 
Zimber  are  dreadful  as  the  roaring  of  a  cataract  of  the 
Nile :  how  then  shall  I  be  sheltored  from  the  fury  of 
Zimber,  or  the  importunities  of  Dorin  ?  I  am  a  cap- 
tive—Ella is  the  slave — how  therefore  can  she  ever  be 
thy  wife  ?"  Though  her  duty  seemed  to  require  this- 
candor,  yet  her  eyes  manifested  the  tenderness  of  her 
wishes. 

"  New  found  spirit  of  purity  and  sweetness,"  replied 
the  prince,  "  thou  art  no  captive,  but  the  present  of  the 
angel  of  truth !  I  will  not  only  shield  thee  from  the  per- 
secutions of  Dorin,  and  from  the  wrath  of  Zimber,  but 
will  also  solicit  his  friendship,  and  thou  shalt  be  at 
once  the  instrument  not  only  of  love,  but  of  peace."  At 
this  moment  entered  Ramor,  who  was  instantly  com- 
missioned to  the  monarch  of  the  mountains,  who,  in 
gratitude  for  the  preservation  of  Ella,  consented  to  a 
union  from  which  proceeded  every  enjoyment  of  life, 
and  the  prophecy  of  the  sage  was  now  remembered1' 
and  fulfilled ;  for  she  was  now  exalted  to  the  throne  to- 
whom  Nature  was  kind  and  Virtue  affectionate,  and 
Edmorin  and  Ella  became  the  idols  of  India. 


NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  THE  SPIDER. 

It  is  generally  known  that  the  state  of  the  atmos- 
phere has  a  visible  effect  upon  certain  animals,  and 
that,  for  instance,  cats,  dogs,  frogs,  hogs,  &c.,  have  a 
very  strong  presentiment  of  every  change  which  ia 
preparing  in  it ;  it  has  been  discovered  that  the  spider 
possesses  this  quality  in  a  more  eminent  degree  than  all 
other  animals,  and  is  peculiarly  fit  to  serve  at  an  un- 
erring barometer. 

These  insects  have  two  different  ways  of  weaving 
their  webs,  by  which  we  can  know  what  weather  we 
are  to  have.  When  the  weather  inclines  to  turn  rainy 
or  windy,  they  make  the  principal  threads,  which  are 
the  foundation  as  it  were,  of  their  whole  web,  very- 
short,  and  rather  thick ;  whereas  they  spin  them  much- 
longer,  when  fine  and  warm  weather  is  to  be  expected. 
Thence  it  appears  clearly,  that  the  spiders  have  not 
only  a  near,  but  also  a  distant  presentiment  of  the* 
changes  which  are  preparing  in  the  air.  The  barome- 
ter foretells  the  state  of  the  weatheY  with  certainty 
only  for  about  twenty  few  hours,  wheeeas  we  may  be* 
sure  that  the  weather  wiH  be  fine  twelve  or  fourteeni 
days,  when  the  spider  make*  the  f^eiaai.Uureaflft'of 
,  its  web  long.    It  ia  obvious  how  important  the  coaae* 
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.quences  of  this  infallible  indication  of  the  state  of  the 
-weather  must  be  in  many  instances,  particularly  with 
regard  to  the  operations  of  agriculture ;  for  which  rea- 
son it  has  been  frequently  lamented,  that  the  best  ba- 
rometers, hydrometers,  thermometers  and  eudiometers 
are  principally  in  the  hands  of  the  consumers,  and 
very  rarely  in  those  of  the  planters  of  the  harvest. 
How  fortunate  it  is  therefore,  that  provident  nature, 
among  other  gifts,  also  bestowed  upon  the  cultivator 
of  the  country  such  a  cheap  instrument,  upon  the 
sensibility  and  infallibility  of  which,  with  regard  to  the 
impending  changes  in  the  atmosphere,  he  can  rely! 
The  barometers  are  frequently  very  fallible  guides,  par- 
ticularly when  they  point  to  settled  fair ;  whereas  the 
work  of  the  spider  never  fail9  to  give  the  most  certain 
information.  This  insect  which  is  one  of  the  most 
economical  animals,  does  not  go  to  work,  nor  expend 
such  a  great  length  of  threads,  which  it  draws  out  of 
its  body,  before  the  most  perfect  equilibrium  of  all  the 
constituent  parts  of  the  air  indicates  with  certainty 
that  this  great  expenditure  will  not  be  made  in  vain. 
Let  the  weather  be  ever  so  bad,  we  may  conclude  with 
certainty  that  it  will  not  last  long,  and  soon  change  for 
settled  fair,  when  we  see  the  spider  repair  the  damages 
which  his  web  has  received.  Those  who  will  take  the 
trouble  to  watch  the  operations  of  this  useful  insect, 
will  in  future  show  more  indulgence  to  this  object  of 
almost  general  abhorrence  than  they  have  done  hi- 
therto, p.  w. 


THE  ROVER  OMNIBUS. 

MARINE  INTELLIGENCE. 
We  are  not  in  the  habit  of  devoting  our  columns 
much  to  "  ship  news ;"  but  for  the  benefit  of  those  who 
have  freight  on  board,  as  well  as  the  friends  of  the 
crew,  we  feel  bound  to  publish  the  following  informa- 
tion concerning  a  certain  craft  in  which  we  are  some- 
what interested.  We  find  it  in  that  valuable  family 
newspaper,  the  Portland  Transcript, 

COPY  FBOM  OUR  LOO. 

"March  23d,  wind  N.  E.  Thick  and  squally,  with 
an  ugly  sea  running.  4  P.  M.  saw  a  ship  on  our  wea- 
ther bow,  with  kites  all  flying.  Signalized  that  she 
wanted  to  speak  us.  Run  down  to  us.  Proved  to  be 
ship  Roy**,  just  out  of  New  York,  on  her  third  voy- 
age. Didn't  know  her.  Looked  as  fine  as  a  fiddle- 
new  suit  of  sails— new  spars— fresh  painted  all  over, 
and  a  new  figure-head.  4Paugus,*  the  Indian  chief, 
flying  as  a  private  signal.  All  well  aboard.  Captain 
Smith  wished  to  be  remembered  to  his  friends  Down 
East,  and  giving  us  a  saluto  from  his  bow  gun,  he 
dashed  on  his  course  just  as  a  fleet  of  large  and  small 
craft  hove  in  sight  astern  of  him.  He'll  show  them  a 
clean  pair  of  heels,  or  we're  mistaken !  Good  Inck  to 
Mm." 

Chanoe  in  tub  position  of  the  earth's  axis. — 
Men  of  science,  who  have  studied  deeply  the  hiatory 
and  physical  character  of  the  shell  of  our  earth,  infer 
that  the  position  of  its  axis  has  at  some  former  period 
been  'changed.  The  cause  of  so  remarkable  a  pheno- 
menon in  the  movementsof  a  planet,  seems  to  be  plau- 
sibly explained,  if  not  fully  proved,  in  the  original  poem 
fa  the  present  number,  from  our  correspondent,  Ernest 
HeUenstsin. 


THE  ROVER  BOOK-TABLE. 

Modern  Standard  Drama,  edited  by  Epe*  Sargent, 

author  of  "  VcUiko"  <f*c.    New  York,  Janus  MbuaU 

<f*  Co.,  174  Broadttay. 

Under  this  title  the  publishers  propose  to  bring  out  a 
series  of  modern  standard  plays,  which  have  not  yet 
appeared  in  any  collection  of  specimens  of  the  British 
drama.  They  will  be  taken  from  such  authors  as  Tal- 
fourd,  Croly,  Shell,  Maturin,  Bulwer,  Knowles,  Mil- 
man  and  others.  The  series  will  be  published  semi- 
monthly, each  number  to  contain  an  entire  play,  and 
to  be  sold  at  twelve  and  a  half  cents.  The  work  is 
published  in  a  very  neat  and  uniform  style,  with  pre- 
paratory notes  by  the  editor,  and  will  -form  a  valuable 
collection  of  this  species  of  literature.  Four  numbers 
are  already  out.  Ion,  a  tragedy  in  five  acts,  by  Tho- 
mas Noon  Talfourd.  Fazio,  a  tragedy  in  five  acts,  by 
Rev.  H.  H.  Milman.  The  Lady  of  Lyons,  a  play  ia 
five  acts,  by  Sir  E.  L.  Bulwer.  Richelieu,  a  play  ia 
five  acts,  by  Sir  E.  L.  Bulwer. 

Among  the  minor  books  recently  pnblished  by  Mow- 
att  &  Co.  is  "  the  child's  poetry  book,"  by  Mary  How- 
Itt,  a  writer  whose  name  alone  is  an  assurance  of  ex- 
cellence. 

"FLING  ABROAD  THE  STARRT  BANNER1' 

From  the  American  Romance  cf  "Greyelaer.' 

I. 

Raise  the  heart,  raise  the  hand, 
Swear  ye  for  your  glorious  cause, 
Swear  by  Nature's  holy  laws, 

To  defend  your  fatherland! 
By  the  glory  ye  inherit, 

By  the  deeds  that  patriots  dare, 
By  Apalachia's  freedom,  swear  it : 

By  tour  country,  this  day  swear  I 
Raise  the  heart,  raise  the  hand, 

Fling  abroad  the  starry  banner, 

Ever  live  our  country's  honor, 
Ever  bloom  our  native  land. 


Raise  the  heart,  raise  the  hand. 
Let  the  earth  and  heaven  hear  it, 
While  the  sacred  oath  we  swear  it, 

Swear  to  uphold  our  fatherland  I 
Wave,  thou  lofty  ensign  glorious, 

Floating  foremost  in  the  field ; 
While  thine  eagle  hovers  us 

None  shall  tremble,  none  shall  yield. 
Raise  the  heart,  raise  the  hand, 

Fling  abroad  the  starry  banner, 

Ever  live  our  country's  honor, 
Ever  bloom  our  native  land. 


Raise  the  heart,  raise  the  hand, 
Raise  it  to  the  Father  spirit, 
To  the  Lord  of  Heaven  rear  it, 

Let  the  soul  tow*rd  Him  expand ! 
Truth  unwavering,  faith  unshaken, 

Sway  each  action  word  and  will : 
That  which  man  hath  undertaken, 

Heaven  can  alone  fulfil. 
Raise  the  heart,  raise  the  hand, 

Fling  abroad  the  starry  banner, 

Ever  live  our  country's  honor, 
Em  bloom  onr  native  land. 
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THE  MORNING  WALK. 

IT   ARTHUR   UOHHSLL. 
WITH  AM  «K«EAVIX#, 

Cheer' d  by  the  lark's  harmonious  lay, 
At  welcomes  she  the  ged  of  day, 
Greeting  with  song  his  earliest  ray,    . 
Mother  and  child  together  rove, 
Hand  in  hand,  throagh  field  and  grove, 

To  the  verdant  dell, 

Where  the  tinkling  bell 
Of  the  grazing  flock  is  heard ; 

And  a  joyous  note 

Is  swelling  the  throat 
Of  many  a  happy  bird. 

Ye  warbling  throng— bright  Nature's  choirs 
Zephyr  and  tmo-i-her  first  born  lyre— 
What  thrilling  raptures  ye  inspire 
In  hint  who  loveth  at  mom  to  stray, 
When  Nature,  attired  in  aspect  gay, 

Greets  the  god  of  light 

With  a  smile  so  bright, 
Cheering  the  drooping  heart 

To  which  life's  cares, 

Its  toils  and  snares, 
Sorrow  and  gloom  impart. 


A  FISH  STORY. 


Showing  hovr  materially  circumstances  alteT  cases. 

Many  years  ago  when  Gov.  Gore  sat  in  the  Execu- 
tive chair  of  Massachusetts,  Mr.  B.,  a  substantial  farm- 
er in  the  good  old  town  of  Dracut,  was  chosen  a  mem- 
ber of  the  councU.  While  attending  to  his  duties  in 
that  capacity,  he  was  frequently  invited  to  dine  with 
the  governor,  who  always  treated  him  with  much  hos- 
pitality and  urbanity.  As  some  return  for  the  gover- 
nor's politeness,  Mr.  Bl  had  long  meditated  making 
him  a  present.  But  what  should  it  be?  Governors 
are  not  common  men,  and  no  common  present  would 
answer.  Many  and  long  were  the  confabs  between 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  B.  on  this  important  sutgect,  but  no  sat- 
isfectory  result  was  arrived  at  until  one  day,  early  in 
the  Spring,  It  was  announced  in  the  village  that  a  fine 
salmon,  the  first  of  the  season,  had  been  caught  by 
the  Dracut  fishermen.  Here  was  a  God- send  for  Mr. 
B.  indeed!— the  very  thing  to  present  to  the  governor, 
and  he  lost  no  time  in  securing  it,  never  heeding  the 
enormous  price  demanded  by  the  captors.  It  was  a 
noble  fish,  a  full  "  twenty  pounder,"  and  In  the  lan- 
guage of  Mrs.  B.,  as  she  swathed  it  in  snow  white 
linen,  "  it  was  the  beatmnest  fish  you  ever  saw." 

The  salmon  was  carefully  tied  up  in  a  new  bag,  the 
horse  was  harnessed  to  the  wagon,  and  the  worthy 
councilman  and  the  present  trotted  briskly  away  down 
the  Boston  road.  Now,  in  those  days'  tee-total  socie- 
ties were  unknown,  consequently  Mr.  B.  was  not  a 
teetotaller,  if  he  had  been  he  never  would  have  stopped 
three  times  between  Dracut  and  Tewksbury,  to  "  wood 
up."  Nor  when  he  arrived  at  Tewksbury,  would  he 
have  tarried  at  Wllder's  Tavern,"  where,  according  to 
a  black  sign  with  white  letters,  "  Entertainment  for 
Man  and  Beast"  was  always  ready.  We  will  consider 
Voutme  III.— No  5. 


it  decided,  then,  that  he  was  neta  temperance  man  in 
the  modern  acceptation  of  the  term,  and  follow  him  at 
once  to  "  WUderV1  Under  the  influence  of  the  those 
cocktails  already.taken,  he  drove  up  to  the  door  of  that 
ancient  hostelrie  with  a  mighty  clatter,  and  throwing 
the  reins  to  the  hostler,  requested  him  to  carefully 
guard  the  wage*,  as  there  was  precious  freight  in  the 
box,  and  then  walking  into  the  house  in  a  majestic 
manner,  as  became  a  member  of  the  council  i  was 
soon  deep  in  that  now  forbidden  luxury,  flip.  The 
landlord  grinned  end  bobbed  hastily  about,  the  hot 
poker  hissed  and  sputtered  as  it  was  thrust  into  the 
"reaming  mugs,"  and  Squire  B.,  installed  into  the. 
best  room  and  the  best  chair,  quaffed  largely  of  the 
generous  beverage,  and  reflected  upon  the  pleasant 
reception  he  should  meet  at  the  governor's. 

Buty  "  the  best  laid  schemes  of  men  and  mice  aft 
gang  astray."  While  the  worthy  adviser  of  His  Excel- 
lency was  thus  rioting  in  anticipations  ef  the  effect  of 
his  present,  some  evil  spirit  flying  over  Tewksbury  at 
the  time,  seeking  for  a  chance  to  do  mischief,  cast  its 
eyes  upon  the  hostler  and  seeing  at  a  glance  that  he 
was  a  proper  instrument  wherewith  to  work,  entered 
into  his  heart,  and  instigated  him  to  do  that  which 
was  to  make  those  anticipations  vain  as  an  idle  dream. 
Prompted  by  curiosity  to  see  what  the  "precious 
freight"  was,  and  influenced  by  the  spirit  aforesaid,  the 
hostler  untied  the  bag  and  drew  out  the  scaly  occu- 
pant Standing  at  the  door,  sent  there  no  doubt  by 
some  other  evil  spirit,  was  a  fish  cart,  from  which  the 
possessed  hostler  speedily  procured  an  enormous  pol- 
lock, which  he  carefully  tied  up  in  the  bag,  and  hid  the 
salmon  in  the  hay-  mow. 

Having  finished  his  flip  Mr.  B.  called  for  his  horse, 
paid  the  reckoning,  and  was  soon  once  more  en  route 
for  Boston.  The  grey  mare  felt  her  oats,  the  squire 
felt  the  flip,  and  right  gaily  they  sped  along  through 
the  ancient  towns  of  Wilmington,  Woburti  and  Med- 
ford,  ancl  Indue  time  the  wagon  rattled  merrily  over 
the  pavements  of  Boston. 

Governor  Gore  was  sitting  down  to  dinner,  when 
the  deornbell  rang  and  a  servant  announced  Mr.  B.  of 
Dracut,  the  governor  repairing  to  the  parlor,  found  that 
worthy  citizen,  dusty  and  flushed,  his  nose  fairly  shin- 
ing with  excitement  and  flip.  With  a  low  bow  he  ad- 
vanced, seized  the  Governor's  hand  and  commenced  a 
set  speech  which  he  had  been  conning  since  he  left 
home. 

"May  it  please  your  excellency,"  he  said,  "it  is  a 
duty  incumbent  upon  all  good  citizens  to  remember 

those  placed  in  authority  over  them,  - "    Here  he 

paused,  for  he  had  lost  the  thread;  "and  to ,r 

another  pause,  he  had  evidently  pitched  hie  tune  too- 
high  "  and  to  — '■ — .  Governor  I  am  a  man  of  few 
words,  but  if  you'll  send  yer  hired  man  out  to  my  wag- 
on you'll  find  that  tied  up  in  a  bag,  as  will  speak  louder 
than  words  and  make  you  stare,  I  reckon." 

Governor  Gore  smiled,  and  ordered  a  servant  to 
carry  the  bag  to  the  kitchen ;  and  repairing  thither 
himself,  found  the  servants  staring  with  wonder  at  a 
large,  and  by  no  means  prepossessing  pollock  laid  out 
on  the  table !  For  a  single  moment  the  governor  felt 
indignant,  but  recollecting  the  character  of  the  donor, 
he  concluded  that  some  one  had  played  him  a  trick; 
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and  walking  back  to  his  visitor,  whom  he  fowxi  wak- 
ing with  eager  expectation,  remarked  in  a  cool,  indif- 
ferent tone ; — 

"  I  am  much  obliged,  Mr.  B.  for  your  kind  intention, 
(bough  your  present  is  no  great  rarity  here  in  Boston ; 
We  can  get  the  same  any  day  at  the  fish  market  for 
two  cents  a  pound." 

"  Get  it  for  two  cents  8  pound,  at  the  fish  market !" 
roared  the  confounded  councilman,  u  why,  governor, 
there'*  not  another  salmon,  out  of  water,  m  New 
England!" 

••  I  was  not  speaktng  of  salmon,"  replied  the  gover- 
nor In  the  same  provokmgry  calm  tone,  ••  1  merely  In- 
tended to  say  that  I  can  get  in*  the  market  for  that 
price,  a  better  and  fresher  pollock  than  the  one  which 
you  have  brought  me." 

"  Pollock  be  darned  P'  screamed  Mr.  B.,  "  d'ye  mean 
to  say  the  fish  I  brought  you  jest  now  is  a  poHock  7" 

"  Walk  this  way  Mr.  B."  said  the  governor,  reading 
the  way  to  the  khchen,  and  pointing  to  the  'striped 
aides  of  the  fish,'  "  hi  that  a  salmon  ?" 

"  It  vtos  when  I  started  this  morning,"  said  Mr.  B. 
in  a  low  reflective  tone — "  and  a  fine  one  too,  as  ever 
•warn  in  the  Merrimack.  But,"  he  continued,  turn- 
ing it  over,  as  if  to  be  sure  there  was  no  mistake,  "but 
it  is  a  pollock  now,  sure  enough." 

The  pride  and  sphft  of  the  good  old"  farmer  were 
completely  broken.  He  felt  mortified  and  ashamed, 
he  could  not  bear  to  look  the  governor  in  the  face,  and 
steadfastly  declined  all  his  invitations  to  slay  and  dine. 
Slowly  and  mournfully  he  re-bagged  the  pollock,,  and 
sorrowfully  commenced  his  homeward  journey.  If 
there  was  occasion  in  the  morning  to  "  woqd  up"  at 
the  numerous  taverns  on  the  road,  there  certainly  was 
now,  when  returning  under  such  mortifying  circum- 
stances, and  when  Mr.  B.  at  last  reached  the  tavern  at 
Tewksbury,  he  was  just  in  that  state  and  frame  which 
he  thought  demanded  a  strong  mug  of  "  Wilder* s  best 
flip,"  and  so  he  had  it.  But  while  he  was  drinking  it, 
the  mischievous  hostler  *vas  again  at  the  bag.  Find- 
ing the  Pollock  still  there,  he  withdrew  it  and  replaced 
the  salmon. 

Mr.  B.  reached  home  about  dark,  tired,  vexed,  and— 
we  must  say  it,  a  little  drunk.  At  first  he  was  sullen 
and  silent,  but  at  last  wearied  with  his  wife's  ceaseless 
inquiries  as  to  what  was  the  matter,  and  why  he  was 
so  "  cross  and  snarly  like,"  he  threw  his  hat  at  the 
11  dressers"  with  such  violence  and  fatal  aim  that  be 
brought  down  the  milk-pot,  family  pitcher  and  a  small 
host  of  cups,  saucers  and  plates.  He  smiled  grimly  at 
the  havoc  he  had  wrought,  and  then  turning  fiercely 
to  his  astonished  lady  demanded. 

"What  do  yer  think  I  That  d— d  salmon  turned 
into  a  pollock  before  I  got  to  Boston  I" 

"  Turned  into  a  pollock  ?"  said  Mrs.  B.  "  Why  Izik, 
don't  make  yourself  a  natural  born  fooL  What  on 
alrth  do  you  mean  1" 

"I  mean  jist  as  I  say,"  said  the  councillor,  with  dig- 
nity, "  an  if  yer  don't  believe  me,  go  and  and  look  in 
the  bag  behind  the  door." 

Mr.  B.  hauled  out  the  bag,  cut  the  string,  and  shook 
the  contents  on  the  floor.  Her  spouse  looked  on  with 
much  nonchalance  during  the  first  part  of  the  opera- 
tion, but  when  the  salmon,  looking  as  hale  and  fresh 
as  he  did  when  placed  there  in  the  morning,  rolled  out 
and  flopped  quietly  down  on  the  floor !  it  was  too  much. 
"Darnation  seize  the  crittur!"  he  cried  as  with  one 
kick  of  his  heavy  foot  he  sent  the  unfortunate  fish  into 


8»  blazing  fire,  and  then  lying  hold  of  (he  tongs  b* 
punched  him,  and  crowded  him  down  under  the  coals, 
exclaiming,  as  he  danced  about  in  his  frantic  efforts. 

"How  d'ye  like  that,  you  tarnal  crittur  1  Oh,  your 
a  nice  fish,  you  are,  d— n  ye  I  You  're  a  salmon  in 
Dracut,  but  a  pollock  in  Boston  Pr— Portland  Tram- 
script. 


WHO  COULD  HAVE  BELIEVED  IT7 
A  Gorman  Tale. 
Thebe  lived  in  Vienna  a  young  man  of  rank  and 
fortune,  who  bore  a  strong  resemblance  to  many  other 
young  men  of  that  and  every  city,  for  he  was  a  dupe- 
to  all  the  follies  of  fashion  and  high  life.  He  com- 
bined a  flexible  heart  with  a  handsome  person  :  it  had 
cost  his  mother  a  great  deal  of  trouble  to  make  him 
what  is  called  a  puppy;  but,  by  Indefatigable  diligence, 
she  had  at  last  effected  her  purpose.  All  the  ladies, 
consequently,  loved  him,  and  hs  loved  them  aH  in  re- 
turn. It  has  been  said  that  once  or  twice  his  attach- 
ments have  even  been  of  more  than  a  month's  dura- 
tion, but  never  did  he  impose  any  constraint  upon 
himself  or  the  object  of  his  affections,  by  an  Irksome 
i  fidelity.  He  possessed  the  nicest  powers  of  percep- 
tion, whenever  any  word  or  look  summoned  him  to 
victory ;  but  he-  always  had  the  good  manners  to  pay 
every  attention  to  the  clock,  when  it  announced  the 
hour  of  parting. 

With  these  qualifications,  he  was  certair>of  success1 
among  the  ladies.  He  paid  his  devoirs  to  all,  enjoyed 
all,  and  was  at  last  tired  of  all.  In  one  of  his  moments 
of  torpid  satiety,  out  hero  had  returned  home  before 
supper.  Happy  is  he  who  feels  the  time  feast  oppres- 
sive when  at  home—he  belongs  to  the  better  kind  of 
men.  Our  young  count  threw  himself  upon  the  sofa, 
stretched  his  limbs,  yawned,  and  so  forth.  Suddenly 
It  occurred  to  him  that  he  was  married.  No  wonder 
thai  we  should  have  forgotten  it,  since  he  himself  only 
just  now  recollected  it.  "  Apropos,"  said  he,  and  rung 
the  bell :  a  servant  entered. 

"  Go  to  your  mistress,  ask  If  T  may  have  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  her."  The  servant  listened  attentively,  not 
believing  the  testimony  of  his  own  ears.  The  count 
repeated  his  orders,  which  the  servant  at  length  obey- 
ed, shaking  his  head  as  he  went.  The  countess  was 
the  amiable  daughter  of  a  country  gentleman — she  wa» 
a  flower,  which,  from  the  pressure  of  the  court  atmos- 
phere, drooped,  but  did  not  quite  wither ;  to-  avoid 
ennui,  she  had  no  recourse  but  to  swim  with  the  tide  of 
high  life.  She  and  her  husband  sometimes  met — they 
never  avoided,  nor  ever  courted,  each  other's  society. 
Before  marriage  they  had  seen  little  of  each  other,  and 
after  it  they  had  no  time  to  devote  to  such  an  employ- 
ment. There  were  people  eaough  who  spared  the* 
count  the  trouble  of  admiring  his  wife's  perfections, 
and  if  they  made  no  impression  on  the  heart,  they,  at 
least,  gratified  her  vanity. 

Her  husband's  message  was  delivered  to  her  at  • 
moment  when  her  state  of  mind  was  much  the  same 
as  his :  she  knew  not  what  to  think  of  this  unexpected 
visit :  she  replied,  however,  that  she  should  be  happy 
to  see  him.  He  entered,  hoped  he  was  not  troublea- 
80 me— took  a  chair— made  remarks  on  the  weather — 
and  recounted  the  news  of  the  day.  The  con  venation, 
as  far  as  related  to  the  subjects  of  it,  was  quite  com- 
mon, but  his  vivacity,  and  Amelia's  genius,  inspired  H 
with  interest.    The  timer poseed  they  knew  not  how: 
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the  count  looked  at  his  watch — was  surprised  to  find 
It  so  late,  and  requested  permission  to  sup  with  his 
wife.  "With  all  my  heart/1  replied  Amelia,  "if  you 
can  be  content  with  my  homely  fare."  Sapper  was 
brought— they  «tet  asd  were  merry,  without  being  i 
noisy.  This  calm  pleasure  possessed,  to  them,  the 
charm  of  noTeity :  they  were  both  pleasant  without 
wishing  to  appear  so,  as  is  generally  the  case  with 
most  people.  They  were  quite  sew  acquaintances — 
the  hours  flew  swiftly  away,  and  the  tisae  for  retiring 
to  rest  being  arrived,  the  count  took  leave  of  the  coun- 
tess, highly  pleased  with  his  visit. 

The  next  day  he  was  invited  to  a  concert,  and  did 
not  learn,  till  it  was  late,  that,  one  of  the  virtuosos 
being  ill,  the  concert  was  deferred.  How  was  he  to 
pass  the  tedious  evening?  He  inquired,  as  he  passed, 
after  his  wife,  and  was  informed  she  was  somewhat 
Indisposed. 

**  Weil,"  thought  he,  "  common  civility  requires  that 
I  should  wait  upon  her,  and  ask  her  personally  how 
she  does."  He  sent  a  message,  requesting  that  he 
might  be  allowed  to  sit  with  her  till  supper,  and  was 
very  politely  received.  He  was  cheerful,  lively,  and 
gallant.  The  supper  hour  arrived,  and  this  time  Ame- 
lia begged  him  to  stay.  He  had  been  invited  to  a  cas- 
siao  party  after  the  concert,  notwithstanding  which  he 
remained  with  his  wife,  and  their  conversation  was 
quite  as  pleasant,  and  less  reserved  than  that  of  the 
preceding  visit 

"Do  you  know,"  said  Amelia,  that  the  party  to 
which  you  were  invited  would  find  a  little  trouble  in 
discovering  the  cause  of  your  absence."  be  smiled, 
and  paused  for  a  few  moments.  "I  must  tell  yoo 
something  in  confidence,"  began  he  at  length,  while 
he  was  playing  with  his  fork,  "  something  which  you 
will  perhaps  think  rather  candid  than  gallant:  you 
cannot  imagine  how  much  you  are  improved  since 
your  marriage. 

"My  marriage !"  answered  Amelia,  in  a  jocose  tone, 
"  I  believe  it  took  place  rfbout  the  same  time  as  your 
own." 

■•  Very  true,  my  lady,"  replied  he,  "  but  it  is  incon- 
ceivable how  so  happy  an  alteration  can  have  taken 
place  in  you.  At  that  time— pardon  me — you  had  so 
much  rustic  bashfulness,  it  is  scarce  possible  to  recog- 
nise you :  your  genius  is  no  longer  the  same ;  even 
your  features  are  much  improved." 

*•  Well,  my  lord,"  rejoined  the  countess,  "  without 
wishing  to  return  the  compliment,  all  that  you  have  said 
of  me,  I  thought  of  you.  But,  upon  my  word,"  added 
she,  "  it  is  weli  that  no  one  hears  us ;  for  it  almost  seems 
as  if  we  were  making  love."  The  dialogue  continued 
long  in  the  same  style,  till  Amelia  at  length  looked  at 
her  watch,  and,  in  a  fascinating  tone,  remarked  that  it 
was  late.  The  count  arose  unwilingly,  slowly  took 
his  leave,  and  as  slowly  retired  to  the  door— suddenly 
he  again  turned  round. 

"My  lady,"  said  he,  « I  find  it  very  tedious  to  break- 
fast alone— may  I  be  allowed  to  take  my  chocolate 
with  you." 

"  If  you  please,"  answered  Amelia,  and  they  parted, 
still  more  pleased  with  each  other. 

The  next  morning  it  occurred  to  the  count  that 
these  frequent  visits  U  his  wife  might  give  rise  to  scan- 
dalous reports.  He  therefore  desired  his  valet  not  to 
mention  the  circumstance  to  any  one.  He  then  put 
on  an  elegant  morning  drew,  and  went  softly  over  to 
Amelia. 


Amelia  had  juat  risen,  in  the  most  cheerful  humor. 
The  bioom  upon  her  cheek  rivaled  the  blush  of  morn* 
ing.  She  was  animated)  witty— in  short  she  was  en» 
chanting,  and  her  husband,  in  an  hour,  discovered  how 
much  pleasanter  it  was  to  breakfast  in  company,  than 
to  sit  alone,  and  opposite  a  glass,  gazing  at  his  own 
person,  and  looking  into  his  own  yawning  mouth. 

"  Why  don't  you  come  here  every  day,"  said  Ame- 
lia, "if  my  company  is  pleasant  to  you  V 

He  answered  that  he  feared  his  presence  might  pre- 
vent the  visits  of  others. 

"  I  shall  miss  no  one,"  replied  she,  "as  long  as  you 
indemnify  me  by  your  society." 

11  Upon  ray  word,"  said  the  count,  "  1  have  more 
than  once  wished  that  I  was  not  your  ladyship's  hus- 
band." 

"  Why  so  1"  demanded  Amelia. 

"  That  I  might  be  allowed  to  tell  you,"  returned  he, 
•*  how  much  I  love  you." 

"  Oh  I  tell  me  so,  I  beg,"  cried  she,  "if  only  for  the 
sake  of  novelty." 

"Pear  not,"  answered  the  count,  "I  hope,  my  lady, 
I  shall  never  so  far  forget  myself;  but  we  have  had,  i 
think,  two  very  agreeable  iete-a-teUa  at  supper— how 
if  you  were  this  evening  to  allow  me  a  third." 

"  With  all  my  heart,"  answered  the  countess. 

The  appointment  was  on  both  sides  exactly  adhered 
to.  Their  conversation  was  this  time  less  lively,  less 
brilliant— they  gazed  at  each  other  oftener,  and  spoke 
less ;  the  heart  began  to  assert  its  influence,  and  even 
arrived  so  far,  that  they  once,  during  a  pause,  involun- 
tarily squeezed  each  other's  hand  across  the  table,  al- 
though the  servants  were  still  in  the  room.  Who  could 
have  believed  U  ? 

Amelia  very  plainly  perceived  that  it  was  late,  but 
she  did  not  look  at  her  watch.  Her  husband  made  not 
the  smallest  effort  to  depart  j  he  complained  that  he 
was  somewhat  tired,  but  not  sleepy.  In  a  word,  from 
this  day  they  parted  in  the  morning  Instead  of  mid- 
night, because  they  were  thenbolh  ready  to  breakfast 
together. 

The  count,  enchanted  with  his  new  conquest,  ac- 
companied Amelia  to  the  country,  where  they,  with 
astonishment,  discovered  that  the  theatre  of  nature, 
and  the  concert  of  the  nightingales,  surpassed  all 
other  theatres  and  concerts.  They  at  first  thought  of 
slaying  only  a  few  days — every  morning  they  intended 
to  depart,  and  every  evening  they  changed  their  inten- 
tions. When  autumn,  however,  approached,  they  re- 
turned to  Vienna.  The  same  evening  they  went  to 
the  play,  and  our  hero  had  the  courage  to  sit  in  the 
same  box  with  Amelia. 

Who  could  hate  believed  it  ?  To  such  a  dreadful  ex- 
tent may  a  man  be  led  by  one  thoughtless  step.  Ye 
happy  husbands  in  high  life,  take  warning  by  the 
mournful  example  of  our  count. 
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The  whole  extent  of  the  line  to  be  run  under  the 
Treaty,  from  the  source  of  the  St.  Croix  around  the 
State  of  Maine,  along  the  northern  line  of  Vermont, 
New  Hampshire,  and  New  York,  is  nine  hundred  and 
fifty  miles.  The  Commissioner  has  surveyed  the 
whole  line  as  hid  down  by  the  Treaty.  They  have  to 
clear  out  a  track,  thirty  feet  wide,  making  a  vista 
through  the  forest,  to  survey  all  the  islands  in  the  St. 
John's  River,  to  sound  the  channel  of  that  river,  to 
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apportion  the  several  Islands  to  the  two  nations,  and 
to  make  maps  of  the  whole  line.  Cast  Iron  monu- 
ments, six  feet  long,  half  in  and  half  out  of  the  ground, 
with  appropriate  Inscriptions,  are  to  be  placed  along 
the  whole  line,  a  mile  apart,  and  aa  much  oftener  aa  a 
stream  crosses  the  line.  The  line  has  been  completed 
In  this  manner  from  the  river  St  Croix  to  Lake  Po~ 
henagamook,  a  distance  of  over  two  hundred  miles, 
at  an  expense  of  #23,000;  and  will  require  975,000 
more  to  complete  It.  The  Commissioner  and  his  par- 
ty have  worked  this  last  summer  five  months  on  the 
line;  his  party  consisted  of  one  principal  commission- 
er, five  Topographical  Engineers  (officers  U.  S.  A.,) 
three  Civil  Engineers,  and  one  hundred  men.  The 
British  had  one  Commissioner,  (Col.  Estcourt,)  three 
officers  of  the  Royal  Engineers,  two  Civil  Engineers, 
a  company  of  Sappers  and  Miners  acting  aa  Assistant 
Engineers,  besides  laborers. 

The  work  Is  at  present  suspended  for  want  of  an  ap- 
preciation. 
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SONG. 

BT  CAROLINE  U.  81WTIB. 

Go,  let  me  weep !  the  storm  Is  dark 

That  beats  around  my  troubled  soul, 
And  o'er  my  frail  and  quivering  bark 

Despondency's  deep  waters  roll ! 
Leave  me  1  for  Hope's  sweet  song  hath  died 

In  mournful  cadence  on  my  heart, 
And,  down  the  deep  and  roaring  tide, 

With  riven  anchor  I  depart! 

Leave  me !  for  oh,  I  can  but  pain 

Thy  heart,  if  still  it  care  for  me ; 
Go,  mingle  with  the  crowd  again, 

And  gay,  and  bright,  and  joyous  be ! 
Aye,  go !  around  thy  noble  brow 

The  wreath  of  deathless  fame  to  bind— 
Alas !  it  little  matters  now, 

The  wild  regret  thou  leav'st  behind ! 

Tears  ?— gushing  tears  ?    And  dost  thou  give 

Those  dear  and  precious  drops  for  me  ? 
Come  back !  how  could  I  ever  live 

Thus  parted  and  estranged  from  thee  ? 
Oh,  come !  for  anguish,  keen  as  death, 

Is  quivering  at  my  bosom's  core — 
Let  me  still  live  upon  thy  breath, 

And  part,  oh,  never,  never  more ! 
New  York,  April,  1844. 


THE  DEFORMED  GIRL. 

BY    J.    O.   WHITTIEB. 

Memory— mysterious  memory !— holy  and  blessed 
as  a  dream  of  Heaven  to  the  pure  in  spirit— haunter 
and  accuser  of  the  guilty  1  unescapable  presence! 
Lingering  through  every  vicissitude,  and  calling  us 
back  to  the  past— back  to  the  dim  and  sepulchral  ima- 
ges of  departed  time— opening  anew  the  deep  fountain 
of  early  passion— the  thrilling  aspirations  of  after  years! 
While  the  present  is  dark  with  anguish,  and  the  fu- 
ture is  gladdened  by  no  sun-bow  of  anticipation,  I  in- 
voke thy  spell  of  power.  Unroll  before  me  the  chart 
vanished  hours ;  let  me  gaze  once  more  on  their  sun- 
light and  shadow. 

I  am  an  old  man  j  the  friends  of  my  youth  are  gone 
from  me.    Some  have  perished  on  the  great  deep; 


others  on  the  battle  field,  afar  off  is  the  land  of  stran- 
gers; and  inaoy— very  many,  have  been  gathered 
quietly  to  the  old  churchyard  of  oar  natfvo  Tillage. 
They  hare  left  me  alone — even  aa  the  last  survivor  of 
the  fallen  forest— the  hoary  representative  of  departed 
generations.  The  chains  which  bound  ma  to  exis- 
tence have  been  broken — Ambition,  A  vatic*,  Pride; 
even  all  that  awakens  Into  power  the  intolerable  thirst 
of  mind.  But  there  are  some  milder  thoughts — some 
brighter  passages  in  the  dream  of  my  being,  yet  living 
at  the  fountain  of  memory— thoughts,  pure  and  ange- 
lic communion ;  linked  by  a  thousand  tender  associa- 
tions to  the  Paradise  of  Love. 

There  was  one— a  creature  of  exahed  Intellect — a 
being  whose  thoughts  went  upward  like  the  incense  of 
flowers  upon  God's  natural  altars — they  were  so  high 
and  unlike  to  earth.  Yet  she  was  not  proud  of  her 
high  gift.  With  the  highest  capacities  of  an  unboun- 
ded spirit,  there  was  something  more  than  woman's 
meekness  in  her  demeanor.  It  waa  the  condecen- 
sion  of  seraph  intellect— the  forgiveness  and  tears  of 
conscious  purity  extended  to  the  erring  and  passion- 
ate of  Earth. 

She  was  not  a  being  to  love  with  an  earthly  affec- 
tion. Her  person  had  no  harmony  with  her  mind.  It 
bore  no  resemblance  to  those  beautiful  forms  which 
glide  before  the  eyes  of  romance  in  the  shadowy  world 
of  dreams.  It  was  not  like  the  bright  real! ilea  of 
being— the  wealth  of  beauty  which  is  sometimes  con- 
centrated in  the  matchless  form  of  woman.  It  waa 
deformity— strange  peculiar  deformity,  relieved  only  by 
the  intellectual  glory  of  a  dark  soul-like  eye. 

Yet,  strange  as  it  may  seem,  I  loved  her  dearly,  pas- 
sionately aa  the  young  heart  can  love  when  It  pours  It- 
self out  like  an  oblation  to  its  idol.  There  were  gc  ntle 
and  lovely  ones  around  me— creatures  of  smiles  and 
blushes,  soft  tones  and  melting  glances,  but  their  beau- 
ty made  no  lasting  impressions  on  my  heart.  Mine 
was  an  intellectual  love— yearning  after  something  in- 
visible and  holy- something  dbove  the  ordinary  stan- 
dard of  human  desire,  set  apart  and  sanctified  aa  it 
were  by  the  mysteries  of  the  mind. 

Mine  was  not  a  love  to  be  revealed  in  the  thronged 
circle  of  gayety  and  fashion,  it  was  avowed  underneath 
the  bending  heaven  ;  when  the  perfect  stars  alone  were 
gazing  upon  us;  It  was  rejected ;  but  not  in  scorn  In 
pride,  nor  in  anger,  by  that  high-thoughted  girt  She 
would  ask  my  friendship— my  sympathy !  but  she  be- 
sought me— aye,  with  tears  she  besought  me,  to  speak 
no  more  of  Love.  I  obeyed  her.  I  fled  her  presence. 
I  mingled  once  more  with  the  busy  tide  of  being,  and 
ambition  entered  my  soul.  Wealth  came  upon  me  un- 
expectedly ;  and  the  voice  of  praise  became  a  familiar 
sound.  I  returned  at  last  with  the  impress  of  man- 
hood upon  my  brow,  and  sought  again  the  being  of 
my  dreams. 

She  was  dying — consumption— pale,  ghastly  con- 
sumption was  taking  away  her  hold  on  existence. 
The  deformed  and  unfitting  tenement  waa  yielding  to 
the  impulses  of  the  soul. 

Clasping  her  wasted  hand,  I  bent  over  her  in  speech- 
less agony.  She  raised  her  eyes  to  mine,  and  in  those 
beautiful  emblems  of  the  soul,  I  read  the  hoarded  em- 
blems of  years— the  long  smothered  emotion  of  a  smo- 
thered heart. 

"  Henry,"  she  said,  and  I  bent  lower  to  catch  the 
faltering  tones  of  her  sweet  voice— "I  have  loved  long 
and  fervently.     I  feel  I  am  dying.     I  rejoice  at  it. 


FAS  ;INGL 


Earth  will  cover  this  watted  and  unseemly  form,  but 
Che  sou)  will  return  to  that  promised  better  land,  where 
no  change  or  circumstance  can  mar  the  communion 
ef  spirit.  O,  Henry,  had  it  been  permitted  i  but  1 
will  not  murmur.  Yon  were  created  with  mora  than 
manhood's  beauty,  and  I  have  dared  to  love  you." 

I  knelt  down  and  kissed  the  pate  brow  of  the  suf- 
ferer. A  smile  of  more  than  earthly  tenderness  stole 
oyer  her  features,  and  fixed  there  as  en  omen  of  the 
epirit's  happiness.  She  was  dead.  And  they  buried 
her  on  the  spot  which  she  had  herself  selected— a  de- 
lightful place  of  slumber,  curtained  by  green  young 
willows,  I  have  stood  there  a  thousand  times  in  the 
quiet  moonlight,  and  fancied  that  I  heard  in  every 
breeze  that  whispered  among  the  branches,  the  voice 
of  the  beloved  slumberer. 

Devoted  girl  1  thy  beautiful  spirit  hath  never  aban- 
doned me  in  my  weary  pilgrimage.  Greatly  and  sooth- 
ingly thou  comest  to  watch  over  my  sleepy  pillow— 
to  cheer  me  midst  the  trials  of  humanity— to  mingle 
thy  heavenly  sympathies  with  my  joys  and  sorrows, 
end  to  make  thy  mild  reprovings  known  and  felt  in 
the  darker  moments  of  existence ;  in  the  tempest  of 
passion,  in  the  bitterness  of  crime.  Even  now,  in  the 
awful  calm  which  precedes  the  last  change  of  my 
being,  in  the  cold  shadow  which  now  stretches  from 
the  grave  to  the  presence  of  .he  living,  I  feel  thou  art 
near 


"  Thyself  a  pure  and  sainted  one, 
Watching  the  loved  and  frail  of  earth.'1 


FASTING. 


As  this  is  the  month  when  public  fasts  are  appointed 
in  many  parts  of  the  country,  the  following  article 
seems  to  have  a  seasonable  as  weU  as  permanent  in- 
terest.   It  is  from  an  old  English  Magazine  published 
toward  the  dose  of  the  last  century. 
As  the  fifth  or  sixth  fast  appointed  daring  the  present 
war  is  lately  elapsed,  probably  many  of  our  readers 
may  desire  to  have  a  short  history  of  the  origin  of  fast 
days,  especially  as  some  persons  In  this  country,  I 
know  not  why,  persist  In  neglecting  those  solemn  ap- 
pointments.   I  have  endeavored,  therefore,  to  bring  in 
as  short  a  apace  as  possible,  what  is  to  be  found  in 
various  writings  on  this  subject. 

Religious  fasting  has  been  practised  by  most  nations 
from  the  remotest  antiquity.  Some  divines  even  pre- 
tend Its  origin  in  the  earthly  paradise,  where  our  first 
parents  were  forbidden  to  eat  the  tree  of  knowledge. 
But  though  this  seems  carrying  the  matter  too  far,  it 
is  certain,  that  the  Jewish  church  hss  observed  fasts 
ever  since  its  first  institution  Nor  were  the  neighbor- 
ing heathens,  viz.  the  Egyptians,  Phoenicians,  and  As- 
syrians, without  their  fast.  The  Egyptians,  according 
Co  Herodotus,  sacrificed  a  eow  to  Isis,  after  having 
prepared  themselves  by  fasting  and  prayer;  a  custom 
which  he  likewise  ascribes  to  the  women  of  Cyrene. 
Porphyry  aflarms,  that  the  Egyptians,  before  their  sta- 
ted sacrifices,  always  fasted  a  great  many  days,  some- 
times for  six  weeks;  and  that  the  least  behoved  to  be 
for  seven  days;  during  all  which  time  the  priests  and 
devotees  not  only  abatained  from  flesh,  fish,  wine,  and 
ail ;  but  even  from  bread  and  some  kinds  of  pulse. 
These  austerities  were  communicated  by  them  to  the 
Greeks,  who  observed  their  fasts  much  in  the  aame 
manner.  The  Athenians  had  the  Eleueinian  and  Thes- 
Bsopaniaa  fasts,  the  observation  of  which  was  very 


rigorous,  especially  among  the  women,  who  spent  one 
whole  day  sitting  on  the  ground  in  a  mournful  dress, 
without  taking  say  nourishment.  In  the  island  of 
Crete,  the  priests  of  Jupiter  were  obliged  to  abstain  all 
their  lives  from  fish  and  flesh.  Apuleius,  informs  us, 
that  whoever  had  a  mind  to  be  initiated  In  the  mysterks 
of  Cybele,  were  obliged  to  prepare  themselves  by  mat- 
ing ten  days;  sad,  in  short,  all  the  pagaa  deities, 
whether  male  or  female,  required  this  duty  of  those 
that  desired  te  be  initiated  into  the  mysteries,  of  their 
priests  and  priestesses  that  gave  toe  oracles,  and  of 
these  that  came  to  consult  them. 

Among  the  heathens,  fasting  was  aieo  practised  be- 
fore some  of  their  military  enterprises.  Aristotle  in- 
forms as,  that  the  Lacedemonians  having  resolved  to 
succor  a  city  ai  the  allies,  ordained  a  fast  throughout 
the  whole  extent  of  their  dominions,  without  excepting 
even  the  domestic  animals;  and  this  they  did  for  two 
ends ;  one  to  spare  provisions  in  favor  of  the  besieged ; 
the  other  to  draw  down  the  blessings  of  heaven  upon 
their  enterprise.  The  inhabitants  of  Tarentum,  when 
besieged  by  the  Romans,  demanded  soccers  from  their 
neighbors  of  Rhegium,  who  immediately  commanded 
a  fast  throughout  their  whole  territories.  Their  enter- 
prize  having  had  good  success  by  taeir  throwing  a  sup- 
ply of  provisions  into  the  town,  the  Romans  were  ob- 
liged to  raise  the  siege ;  and  the  Tarentinea,  in  memory 
of  this  deliverance  instituted  a  perpetual  fast. 

Fasting  has  always  been  reckoned  a  particular  duty 
among  philosophers  and  religious  people,  some  of 
whom  have  carried  their  abstinence  to  an  incredible 
length.  At  Rome,  it  was  practised  by  kings  and  em- 
perors themselves.  Numa  Pompilius,  Julius  Ceesar, 
Augustus,  Vespasian,  and  others  we  are  told,  had  their 
stated  fast  days,  and  Julian  the  Apostate,  was  so  exact 
in  this  observance  as  to  outdo  the  priests  themselves, 
and  even  the  most  rigid  philosophers.  The  Pythago- 
reans kept  a  continual  lent ;  but  with  this  difference, 
that  they  believed  the  use  of  fish  to  be  equally  unlaw- 
ful with  that  of  flesh.  Beside  their  constant  temper- 
ance, they  also  frequently  fasted  rigidly  for  a  very  long 
time,  in  this  respect,  however,  they  were  all  outdone 
by  their  master,  Pythagoras,  who  continued  his  fasts 
for  no  less  than  forty  days  together.  Even  Apoilonius 
Tyaneus,  one  of  his  most  famous  disciples,  could  never 
come  up  to  him  In  the  length  of  his  fasts,  though  they 
greatly  exceeded  those  of  the  ordinary  Pythagoreans. 
The  Oymaosophists,  or  brahmans  of  the  east,  are  also 
very  remarkable  for  their  severe  mstings;  and  the  Chi- 
nese, according  to  lather  Le  Comte,  have  also  their 
stated  fasts,  with  forms  of  prayer  for  preserving  them 
from  barrenness,  inundations,  earthquakes,  «&c.  The 
Mahometans  too,  who  possess  so  large  a  part  of  Asia, 
are  very  remarkable  for  the  strict  observance  of  their 
fasts;  and  the  exactness  of  their  eervises  in  this  res- 
pect is  extraordinary. 

Fasting  wss  often  ased  by  the  heathens  for  super- 
stitious purposes;  sometimes  to  procure  the  interpre- 
tations of  dreams;  at  others,  to  be  an  antidote  against 
their  pernicious  consequences,  A  piece  of  superstition 
prevails  to  this  day  among  the  Jews ;  who,  though  ex- 
pressly forbidden  to  fast  on  Sabbath  day,  think  them- 
selves at  liberty  to  dispense  with  this  duty,  when  they 
happen  to  have  frightful  and  unlucky  dreama  the  night 
preceding,  that  threaten  them  with  groat  misfortunes. 
On  these  occasions  they  observe  a  formal  fast  the  whole 
day;  and  at  night  the  patient,  having  invited  three  of 
Us  friends,  addresses  himself  to  them  seven  times  In 
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a  very  solemn  manner,  saying,  "May  the  dream  I 
have  had  prove  a  tacky  one  1"  And  hie  friends  answer 
as  many  times,  "Amen,  may  k  be  lucky  and  God 
make  it  so  1"  After  which,  in  order  to  encourage  him, 
they  concluded  the  ceremony  wkb  these  words  of  Ec- 
cleslastes,  "  Go  eat  thy  breed  with  joy ;."  and  then  set 
themselves  down  to  table.  They  have  likewise  added 
several  fasts  not  commanded  in  the  law  of  Moses,  par- 
ticularly three,  in  memory  of  sore  distress  their  nation 
has  suffered  at  different  times.  The  abstinence  of  the 
ancient  Jews  commonly  lasted  twenty-seven  or  twen- 
ty-eight hours  at  a  time;  beginning  before  sun-set, 
and  not  ending  till  some  hours  after  sun-set  next  day 
On  these'  days  they  were  obliged  to  wear  white  robes 
in  token  of  grief  and  repentance ;  to  cover  themselves 
wkb  sackcloth,  or  their  worst  clothes ;  to  lie  on  ashes ; 
to  sprinkle  them  on  their  heads,  &c  Some  spent  the 
whole  night  and  day  following  in  the  temple  or  syna- 
gogue, in  prayers  and  other  devotions,  bare-footed, 
with  a  scourge  in  their  hands,  of  which  sometimes 
they  made  a  good  use  in  order  to  raise  their  zeal. 
Lastly,  in  order  to  complete  their  abstinence,  at  night 
they  were  to  eat  nothing  but  a  little  bread  dipped  in 
water,  wkh  some  salt  for  seasoning ;  except,  they  chose 
lo  add  to  thek  repast  some  bitter  herbs  and  pulse. 

The  ancients,  both  Jews  and  Pagans,  had  also  thek 
rests  for  purifying  the  body,  particularly  the  priests, 
and  such  as  were  any  way  employed  at  the  altars ;  all 
these  were  accompanied  with  particular  ceremonies, 
which  it  is  not  necessary  to  mention  here. 

Such  are  the  circumstances  which  we  have  been 
able  to  collect  respecting  fasting,  among  the  ancient 
Jews  and  heathens.  In  the  Christian  system,  though 
resting  is  not  positively  enjoyed,  as  some  suppose,  al- 
though others  are  of  a  contrary  opinion,  a  custom  pre- 
vailed among  the  first  Christians  of  joining  abstinence 
wkh  thek  prayers,  especially  when  they  were  engaged 
in  affairs  of  extraordinary  importance.  But  in  the 
most  ancient  times  we  find  no  mention  of  any  public 
and  solemn  fasts,  except  upon  the  anniversary  of 
Christ's  crucifixion.  However,  in  process  of  time,  days 
•f  fasiiog  were  gradually  introduced,  first  by  custom, 
and  afterward  by  positive  appoint  meat,  though  it  is 
not  certain  what  those  days  were,  nor  whether  they 
were  observed  in  the  first  century.  Mr.  Moshekn,  in 
his  ecclesiastical  history,  acknowledges  that  those 
who  affirm,  that  ki  the  rime  of  the  apostles  or  soon 
after,  the  fourth  and  sixth  days  of  the  week  were  ob- 
served as  fasts,  are  not  deatkute  of  arguments  in  their 
favor. 

Toward  the  close  of  the  third  century,  fasting  was 
held'  in  much  greater  esteem,  from  a  notion  that  it 
served  aa  a  security  against  the  power  of  demons,  who 
directed  thek  stratagems  principally  against  the  lux- 
urious. About  the  end  of  the  fourth  century,  this 
notion  still  more  generally  prevailed ;  and  fasting  was 
also  considered  as  the  most  effectual  means  of  appeas- 
ing the  anger  of  an  offended  deity.  Hence  proceeded 
the  establishment  of  this  practice  as  an  indispensable 
duty,  by  express  laws  enacted  by  the  rulers  of  the 
church.  The  lent  fast  was  held  more  sacred  than  all 
the  rest,  though  it  was  not  UH  afterward  confined  to  a 
certain  number  of  days.  But  as  fasting  became  more 
genera),  it  was  contrived  to  render  it  more  easy ;  and 
therefore  a  mere  abstinence  from  flesh  and  wine  was 
judged  sufficient.  From  all  this  at  length  proceeded 
the  appointment  of  fast  days,  for  particular  occasions, 
by  public  authority,  which  are  called  in  the  proclama- 


tions for  that  purpose,  days  of  fasting  and  humHiatkni, 
and  the  occasion  or  subject  ra  always  specified. 

Wkh  respect  to  fast  m  general,  in  England,  abstin- 
ence from  flesh  has  been  enjoined  by  statute  ever  since 
1  the  reformation,  particularly  on  Pridays  and  Saturdays, 
or  vigils,  and  on  all  commonly  called  Jhh  days.  The 
like  injunctions  were  renewed  under  Queen  Elizabeth ; 
but  at  the  same  thne  H  was  declared,  that  this  was 
done  not  out  of  motives  of  religion,  as  if  there  were 
any  difference  in  meats ;  but  m  favor  of  the  conaormv 
tion  of  fish,  and  to  multiply  the  number  of  fishermen 
and  mariners,  as  weH  as  to  spare  the  stock  of  sheep. 
The  penalty  for  the  first  offence  was  ten  shillings,  and 
Imprisonment  fer  ten  day,  and  far  the  second  twenty 
shillings,  and  imprisonment  twenty  days.  We  now 
smile  at  these  penalties,  and  perhaps  there  is  not  an 
instance  m  the  memory  of  the  oldest  person  bow  living 
of  thek  having  been  demanded. 

In  the  last  century,  during  the  civil  wars,  monthly 
fasts  were  appointed  by  the  parliament,  and  toward  the 
close  of  that  century,  they  appear  to  have  been  more 
frequent  than  since.  For  many  years  past  they  have 
been  restricted  to  once  a  year,  and  that  only  during  a 
time  of  war.  The  national  fast  is  observed  in  Scat- 
land  by  royal  proclamation,  as  in  England,  though  al- 
ways on  a  different  day,  but  the  church  of  Scotland 
has  a  right,  and  does  ofren  appoint  a  fast  for  that, 
country,  no  ritual  fasts,  as  lent,  (fee.,  being  observed 
there.  To  conclude,  whatever  difference  of  opinion 
may  prevail  on  political  matters,  it  certainly  is  an  use- 
ful and  pleasing  sight  to  behold  a  whole  nation  acknow- 
ledging their  dependence  on  the  power  and  aid  of  the 
Almighty  in  thek  difficulties. 


A  DREAM  AT  JAMESTOWN. 

.  BT  VAT  ROBINSCVN. 

"In  a  council  of  war  k  was  resolved  to  burn  James- 
town, the  only  town  in  Virginia,  that  no  shelter 
might  remain  for  an  enemy.  Should  troops  arrive 
from  England,  every  man  was  ordered  to  retire  into 
the  wilderness.  Tyrants  would  hardly  chase  the 
planters  into  thek  scattered  homes  amid  the  woods. 
And  as  the  shades  of  night  descended,  the  village 
was  set  on  fire.  Two  of  the  best  houses  belonged  to 
Lawrence  and  Drummond.  Each  of  them  with  bis 
own  bands  kindled  the  flames  which  were  to  lay  his 
own  dwelling  in  ashes.  The  little  church,  the  old- 
est in  Virginia,  and  the  newly  erected  state- ho  use, 

were  consumed Virginia  offered  k» 

only  village  as  a  victim  for  ks  freedom.  Patriots 
fired  thek  own  houses  lest  they  should  harbor  ene- 
mies to  thek  country.  Thus  fell  Jamestown,  the 
ruins  of  the  tower  of  the  church  and  the  memorials 
of  the  adjacent  grave-yard  are  all  that  mark  for  the 
stranger  the  peninsular  of  Jamestown."— Bam- 
cnorr's  Histosy  of  V.  S.,  Vol.  2,  w.  227. 
What  was  it  broke  on  my  listless  ear? 

Not  a  cry  from  the  solemn  wood ; 
For  'tis  far  away,  and  none  are  near, 

Not  even  on  the  waveless  flood. 
The  winds  are  bush'd,  the  waters  sleep, 
And  the  stars  look  down  upon  the  deep, 
The  gossamer  floats  ki  the  moon's  pale  ray, 
And  the  wild-fowl  slowly  drifts  away  j 
If  aught  were  near  k  would  not  rest 
So  camly  on  the  river's  breast- 
But  I  heard  a  vofce>  the  measured  chkna 
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Of  a  song  of  England's  olden  time— 
A  wild  sweet  rhyme  of  <he  olden  time. 

Again  a  shadowy  form  I  sea, 

'Twas  not  the  herdsman  seeking  his  klae, 
Not  was  it  the  mist,  which  riseth  free 

Prom  yonder  lake  of  bread  moonshine — 
Whist  I  and  I  saw  k  there  again, 
Threading  along  the  briary  plain, 
And  waving  locks  -of  sunny  hair 
Hang  like-a  veil -o'er  features  fair; 
It  passes  along  with  watchful  air, 
As  if  it  sought  companions  there. 
"*Tis  deck'dln  the  garb  of  olden  time, 
When  .the  swan  of  Avon  wreathed  hie  rhj me, 

The  wild  sweet  rhyme  of  ike  olden  time. 

ft  treads  amid  the  ancient  tombs, 

Itpasseth  close  by  the  ivied  tower, 
"With  soundless  pace  it  glides  along, 

Methinks  its  gaze  has  awful  .power, 
And  I  must  leave  the  mossy  stone 
And  follow  where  it  wills,  alone, 
Through  tangled  grass,  o'er  ruined  wall, 
Where  the  slimy  snake  and-glow- worm -crawl ; 
f  see  that  'tis  some  fleshless  sprite 
Come  back  in  the  hush  of  summer  night, 
As  spirits  wort  in  the  oWen  time 
To  revel  awhile  till  the  matin  chime- 
Thus  saith  a U east  old  England's  rhyme. 

**Twas  such  a  sprite  as  I  wished  to  see. 
Such  a  form  as  I  knew  would -come 

If  any  did,  when  silently 

The  midnight  stars  above'tis  *hone ; 

And  misty  forms  around  it  throng, 

And,  as  they  slowly  pass  along, 

fitfully  the  the  .tussocks  wave 

Above  the  stones  that  mark  each  .grave, 

And  by  it  a  shadowy  being  stands 

And  gazes  on  the  kindred  bands, 

Then  hastes  to  join  in  the  low  sweet  chime, 

That  might  have  been  sungln  the  olden  time— 
A  sad  sweet  rhyme  of  the  olden  time. 

•Slowly  sinks  4he  silent  mots, 

Calmly  on 'the  waters  flow, 
.  Darker  wax  -the  heavens,  for  soon 

Lucifer  above  will  glow. 
Mat  on  the  misty  chorus  sweeps, 
And  with  its  song  a  cadence  keeps, 
It  passes  close  by  the  ruined  tower, 
It  rests  beneath  the  beachen  bowery 
Whist!  mine  eye  can  scarcely 4race 
A  rosy  line  upon  the  east, 
"When  all  are  gone,  and  hushed  the  rhyme, 
And  the  birds  sing  out  their  matin  chime, 

Like  the  melody -of  olden  time. 

&«ch  were  the  dreams  that  came  to  me, 
Such  were  the  shadowy  forms  I  saw, 

Where  slumber  new  all  silently 
Our  country's  more  than  Argonauts. 

Cut  why  forgotten  should  they  rest, 

Of  the  iron  hand  and  daring  breast, 

Who,  ages  ere  the  KremKn  felt, 

Or  echoed  Moscow's  midnight i>eH, 

When  scattered  was  the  feeble  band, 

first  martyrs  to  ♦heir  native  land, 

Keared  the  blazing  torch  on  high, 


Then  proudly  «bent  them  down  to  die- 
Like  Romans  in  antiquity. 

But  Jamestown  now  a  ruin  lies, 

The  ivy  clasps  its  broken  tower, 
■Nor  slumber  there  the  good  and  wise, 

Who  broke,  but  would  not  bend  to  j>owec 
The  headsman  and  the  gibbet's  chain, 
Thy  tyrant  viceroy's  threats  were  vain. 
Sprung  from  the  torch  they  dared  to  raise, 
Gheber-Uke  in  after  days, 
Their  children  nursed -the  holy  Kght 
Which  cheered  them  through  the  dark  midnight, 
Till  .Freedom's  sun  began  to  shine 
Again  as  in  the  olden  time — 

England's  cherished  olden  time. 
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CHjCPTEB  4. 

The  sun  was  gilding  with  his  parting  rays  the  pur- 
ple tent  of  the  princely  Sultan  of  the  East,  when  a 
messenger  appeared  before  him,  and  bowed  almost  to 
the  ground. 

"How  now,  Hafiz,"  said  Soryman,  "why  intrude* 
thou  upon  oar  presence  thus  1" 

"  Noble  lord  of  the  world  V%  said  the  messenger, 
"your  guards,  in  the  morning  excursion,  have. sur- 
prized a  Christian  Knight,  who  demands  to  "be  led  in- 
to thy  presence."" 

"  Ho  wlooks  he  ?    Bears  he  Ills  fate  calmly  V 

"Not  more  calmly  runs  the  rill  that  supplies  our 
tents  with  water.  His  face  betrays  no  emotfon — and 
the  leaf  untouched  by  the  balmy  breeze,  is  not  mow 
still  than  are  the  workings  of  his- gallant  soul" 

"  'Tis  well— bid  therein  ten" 

The  guards  approached.  Between  them  strode  a 
knight,  mailed  from  iiead  to  foot,t>uthis  visor  was  un- 
closed, and  the  searching  eye  of  Solyman  quailed  be- 
fore the  fierce  fire  which  glowed  within  that  of  the 
knight.  -Upon  bis  steel  corslet  was  impressed  the  im- 
age of  a  withered  tree.  The  "keen  glance  of  Solyman 
once  more  scanned  'his  martial  figure,  as 'he  broke  tha 
silence  which  his  foe's  entry  had  occasioned. 

"Prisoner!  thou  lookest  calmly  on  fhy  most  invete- 
rate enemy.  'But  the  deep  shadoof  melancholy" — 
and  the  fierce  Sultan's  voice  lowered  to  a  key  uncom- 
mon toittm— "the  deep  snade  of  melancholy  is  on  thy 
brow,  and  long  years  of  anguish  and  suffering  have 
paled  thy  cheek. 

An  extraordinary  feeling  seemed  to  have  seized  the 
Sultan's  soul,  and  pity  beamed  from  the  eye  which  ne- 
ver before  had  felt  hs  influence. 

"  Prince,"  replied  the  warrior,  1n  a  voice  as  aoft  and 
musical  as  the  last  sigh  of  the  dying  south  wind  over 
the  strings  of  the  JEolian  lyre,  "  Prince,  sorrow  has 
filled  my  cup  to  the  brim,  but  the  world  shall  never 
know  of  it.  I  once  waa  happy.  In  the  sunny  vales 
of  my  own  sweet  province,  or  beneath  (he  moonlight 
sky  of  Castafia,  I  have  sipped  of  pleasure' stx>w1;  but 
why  do  1  dally"?— the  grave  is  my  last  hope  of  peace — 
I  am  your  prisoner— yen  can  dispose  of  my  Hfe." 

"  Nay,  nay,"  said  Solyman,  "  I  fain  would  spare  thee 
— wouldst  thou  accept  my  bounty.  Riehes,  noppiness, 
pleasure,  all  flow  around  thee,  and  thou  but  consent  to 
be  our  guide  to  yonder  camp,  under  dose  cover  of  the 
night." 

The  breast  of  the  knight  swelled  like  (he  rolling  of 
the  ocean  ware;  ami  fire  flashed  from  ids  eye. 
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"Fool!"  at  length  cam*  from  between  his  lips,  and  as 
they  severed,  the  pearly  teeth  appeared  ground  in  defi- 
ance, "fool !  were  my  home  to  be  the  lowest  deep  of 
hell,  and  thou  ray  torturing  demon,  1  wonM  not  sell 
ray  friends  to  thee—  ffiie,  thek  implacable  foe !" 

"Thy  naroe,  Sir  Knight  V  cried  Solyman,  as  he 
started  from  his  throne. 

"Rupert  of  France !"  thundered  back  the  knight  in 
reply.  "Thou  wouldst  make  me  a  traitor.  I  now 
proclaim  thee  coward  I" 

Had  the  lightnings  of  heaven  fallen  harmlessly  at 
his  feet,  the  Sultan  could  not  have  been  more  amazed. 
At  length  his  heated  soul  found  vent,  and  it  came  forth 
in  the  mandate:  ,fcT>>  prison— to-morrow  the  bow- 
string!" 

That  night  Rupert  slept  in  a  dungeon. 

High  amid  one  of  the  princely  towers  which  frown- 
ed above  the  walls  of  Antioch,  sat  a  dejected  maiden. 
Her  fingers  were  running  thovghtlessly  over  the 
strings  of  a  guitar ;  her  eye  fixed  on  the  rising  moon, 
and  a  pearly  tear  was  coursing  down  her  cheek,  as  she 
murmured  the  following  song  5 

A  gallant  knight  was  Rupert  brave, 

A  maiden  fair,  Estelle ; 
And  both  did  love  with  a  hallowed  love — 

Alas  I  they  loved  too  welii 

A  cruet  father  broke  the  bond 
Which  should  have  made  them  one  ; 

And  Rupert  fled  from  his  native  land, 
And  the  maid  was  left  alone. 

But  love  obeys  no  stern  control— 
From  her  father's  halls  she  sped— 

She  reached  the  Holy  Land— alasi 
Prince  Rupert,  he  was  deadt 

A  footstep  interrupted  her  song,  and  by  the  dim  light 
which  the  moon  shed  through  the  lattice,  she  perceiv- 
ed the  form  of  a  man  approaching  her.  She  started  in 
alarm  from  her  seat;  but  the  figure  hastened  to  reas- 
sure her,  and  whispered  in  a  soft  voice : 

"  Hist!  Lady  Estelle ;  'tis  *— Raymond." 

"  Ha !  thou,  my  trusty  page.  And  how  have  sped 
thy  inquiries,  noble  youth  ?  Hast  seen  or  heard  aught 
importing  him  ?  Or  is  he  dead  ?  And  am  I  doomed 
to  mourn  forever?" 

These  inquiries  were  made  in  the  rapid  tone  which 
anxious  and  fearfur  love  knows  too  welk 

"  Lady,  he  is  not  dead,  and  I  have  seen  him." 

"Thank  Heaven !"  she  exclaimed ;  and  in  her  rap- 
ture she  kissed  the  stripling's,  forehead.  "For  this 
good  news,  Raymond^  shah  thou  be  rewarded  ;  and  if 
heaven  grant  we  ever  review  our  native  land,  my  voice 
shall  not  be  wanting  to  forward  thy  interest  at  court 
Where  te  her 

"  At  present,  fak  lady,  1  know  not  I  go  again  to- 
night upon  my  errand,  and  if  Raymond's  poor  efforts 
should  restore  him  to  you,  he  will  bo  doubly  rewarded 
by  the  approving  smile  of  his  honored  mistress." 

" Go  forth,  boy;  if  my  prayers  can  aid  thee,  rest  as- 
sured thou  wHt  accomplish  thy  mission,  and  obtain  the 
just  price  of  thy  labor." 

The  page  kissed  his  lady's  hand,  and  departed. 
Scarcely  bad  the  sound  of  his  footsteps  died  upon  her 
oar,  when  the  heavy  tread  of  an  armed  heel  was  beard 
ascending  the  staircase,  and  hardly  had  she  Ik  her  sil- 
ver lamp,  when  Gaul  tier  de  Boisvert  stood  before  her. 
Placing  his  phuned  casque  upon  the  table,,  he  approach- 


ed  Estelle,  and  taking  her  hand,  was  about  imprinting 
a  klsa  upon  it,  when  the  maiden  hastily  withdrew  it, 
and  smiled  contemptuously  upon  him. 

"  Nay,  maiden,"  said  he,  "  stHi  coy  and  foolish  ?  Is 
De  Boisvert  always  to  sue  in  vain  ?  WHt  never  con- 
sent to  become  the  mistress  of  his  broad  and  sunny  do- 
mains?   Dost  still  despise  him  T» 

11  Him  and  his  domains !  were  they  broad  as  nay  na- 
tive land,  and  richer  than  Arabia," 

"Nay  then,  maiden,  1  will  woo  thee — aye,  win  and 
wear  thee,  to©>  by  another  key.  Know  that  Prince 
Rupert  lives." 

"I  knew  it  ere  thou  toldst  me,"  calmly  replied  the 
maiden. 

"But  know,"  replied  the  knight,,  "one  bieath  of 
mine  can  blast  him." 

11  He  is  true  as  thou  art  false !"  burst  from  the  maid- 
en's heart. 

"  Well  see  to  that,  proud  dame.  And  thou  dost  not 
consent  to  be  bride  of  Gaultier  de  Boisvert,  ere  to-mor- 
row's sun  set,  Prince  Rupert — '* 

"  Spare  thy  tongue  its  office.  Sooner  would  I  link 
ms  to  the  fastest  corpse  that  died  of  pestHenee,  than 
call  thee  husband." 

"Then  Rupert  dies  at  sunset'* 

Estelle  fainted. 

CHASTE*  II. 

In  a  lonely  and  strictly  guarded  part  of  the  Moslem 
Camp,  his  cheek  resting  on  hiB  hand,  sat  the  desolate 
Knight  of  the  Withered  Tree.  He  was  gazing  wish- 
fully on  the  moon-lit  rill,  which  flowed  at  the  foot  of 
the  prison.  Silence  reigned  upon  the  camp;  save 
where  the  flapping  of  the  tents  were  heard  amid  the 
whisperings  of  the  midnight  breexe,  or  the  murmur  of 
the  distant  river,  or  the  clank  of  the  armorer's  hammer, 
or  the  heavy  tread  of  the  gigantic  sentinel,  who  paced 
beneath  his  prison  window.  He  mused,  till  at  last  his 
soul,  tortured  with  harrowing  feelings,  vented  itself  in 
words. 

"  Estelle  i  dear  Estelle  i  are  we  never  to  meet  again  ? 
Must  the  dark  veM  which  has  so  long  hung  over  our 
fates  never  .be  raised  ?  Never!  harrowing  thought  I 
Bright  eun  of  my  pathway !  thou  setest  in  a  cloud. 
In  the  dark  and  dreary  way  I  have  trod,  the  recollection 
of  thy  rising  has  cheered  me.  To-morrow,  alas !  thou 
wilt  set  to  me  forever  ^  but  my  last  sigh,  Estelle,  shall 
be  for  thee !" 

He  turned  his  head,  and  half  started  from  his  seat  as 
he  beheld  before  him  the  figure  of  one  of  the  dervishes 
that  attended  the  camp.  He  bore  in  his  hand  a  small 
lantern,  but  the  knight  waved  him  impatiently  off. 

"'Tie  my  office  to  console  those  who  are  on  the 
verge  of  the  grave,  Christian  ;  and  1  come  to  do  the 
kind  office  for  thee." 

u  Thy  ofler  is  kind,"  said  the  knight,  "but  it  is  use- 
less. Thou  knowest  I  am  a  warrior  of  the  cross.  Soon- 
er would  1  part  with  my  right  hand  than  renounce  my 
religion." 

"  Nay,  then,  master  of  mine,  I  shall  sue  thee  in  an- 
other character,"  and  he  let  fall  the  cloak,  and  display- 
ed to.  the  astonished  and  doubting  eyes  of  Rupert,  the 
figure  of  Raymond  the  page. 

"Raymond  1"  cried  the  prince;  but  the  page  check- 
ed him,  and  seeing  the  sentinel  step  out  into  the  moon- 
light, he  rejoined  in  the  Eastern  tongue : 

"There  is  no  God  but  Allah,  and  Mohamed  is  hie> 
Prophet'* 
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The  sentinel  appeared  satisfied,  and  resumed  his 
walk. 

"And  now,  Raymond,  tell  me  what  of  Estelle  ?" 

u  My  lord,  she  is  now  wailing  thee,  within  the  tow- 
er of  Andoch.  You  must  see  her  ere  the  sun  gild  the 
sky  to-morrow." 

"But  how,  boy—how  am  I  to  escape?  The  win- 
dow is  guarded,  and  I  em  unarmed." 

"  Nay,  if  that  be  all  your  fear,  see !" 

And  the  page  delivered  into  his  hand  a  stout  wea- 
pon—a blade  of  the  truest  steel.  He  then  resumed  his 
disguise  and  left  the  dungeon.  Rupert  gazed  through 
the  window,  and  soon  beheld  him  in  close  converse 
with  the  sentinel.  He  beheld  the  latter  raise  a  cup  to 
his  lips,  and,  ere  "a  moment  for  reflection  had  passed, 
the  hue  of  death  was  upon  his  face,  and  he  fell  dead 
upon  the  earth. 

"Now  is  the  time,  master  of  mine,"  whispered 
Raymond,  and  Rupert  prepared  to  undo  the  fastenings 
of  his  window,  when  a  slight  noise  interrupted  his 
farther  progress,  and  he  threw  himself  down  to  feign 
sleep,  having  first  carefully  concealed  his  arms.  The 
door  opened,  and  the  peering  visage  of  one  of  the 
guardians  of  the  night  darkened,  for  a  moment,  the 
doorway :  but,  observing  all  to  be  right,  he  withdrew, 
and  Rupert  smiled,  as  he  heard  the  many  fastenings 
of  his  dungeon  creak,  as  they  closed  upon  him. 

He  then  immediately  wrenched  out  the  bars,  and 
sprang  from  the  window.  But  scarcely  had  he  touch- 
ed the  ground,  when  the  guardian  already  spoken  of 
turned  the  corner  of  the  tent,  and  was  about  to  spread 
the  alarm.  Ere  a  word  had  crossed  his  lips,  the  dag- 
ger of  the  active  Raymond  slept  deep  in  his  heart. 
The  fugitives  then  turned  toward  the  city,  and  com- 
menced a  rapid,  though  noiseless  flight. 

Solyman  was  just  then  dreaming  of  his  future  vic- 
tories. He  was  alone  amid  a  desert.  Suddenly  the 
sound  of  galloping  hoofs  broke  upon  his  ear,  and  the 
Sultan  awoke ;  he  moved  aside  the  curtains  of  his 
tent,  and  looked  abroad  into  the  moonlight.  Nothing 
was  to  be  seen,  save  two  figures  flitting  toward  the  ri- 
ver. He  looked  again.  They  may  be  clouds,  thought 
he,  obscuring  the  face  of  the  moon,  and  he  turned 
over,  and  was  soon  again  asleep.  Strange  dreams 
pervaded  the  whole  camp,  and  many  a  warrior  started 
up,  with  the  full  conviction  that  the  battle  charge  had 
been  sounded.  Still  nought  was  to  be  discerned  save 
the  full  gush  of  moonlight,  the  distant  river,  the  city 
looming  in  the  midst  of  the  distance,  and  the  summer 
trees  that  rustled  in  the  night  wind. 

When  Estelle  returned  to  consciousness,  she  gazed 
wildly  around.  There  still  stood  the  haughty  Gaul  tier 
de  Boisvert,  with  a  smile  of  triumpTi  curling  his  haugh- 
ty lips;  and  a  consciousness  of  security  painted  upon 
hie  ieatures.  She  started  to  her  feet,  and  was  about 
leaving  the  room,  when  the  fiend  again  seized  her,  and 
exclaimed : 

"  I  bear  no  longer  with  this  foolery.    Mine  thou  art, 
and  shall  ever  be.    "lis  useless  to  remonstrate!  vain 
to  struggle !    This  kiss  seals  thee  mine— mine,  mine !" 
As  he  approached  his  lips,  the  maiden  shrieked,  ra- 
ther than  cried : 

"  Does  heaven  desert  me  in  the  time  of  need.  Is 
there  no  knight  to  shield  the  virtue  of  an  innocent,  an 
insulted  maiden." 

"Ha,  ha!"  was  the  fiendish  and  only  response  of 
Gaultier. 


"God  of  my  ancestors!  Holy  mother,  protect  and 
preserve  me !" 

At  this  moment,  the  vile  de  Boisvert  felt  himself 
grasped  from  behind,  and,  in  the  next  moment,  he 
measured  his  length  on  the  floor. 

"  Villain !"  cried  a  stalwart  knight,  who  stood  over 
him,  "do  we  dwell  'mid  men,  or  in  the  dens  of  beasts  1 
Pollution !  darest  thou  breathe  it  'mid  as  pure  an  air 
as  this !  Viper,  go !  ere  the  feelings  of  an  honest  heart 
do  nerve  this  arm,  and  I  forget  that  thou'rt  unworthy 
of  my  rising  ire." 

The  abashed  ruffian  and  disgrace  to  the  order  of 
knighthood,  rose,  with  the  determination  of  a  brigand 
on  his  lips,  and  an  insulted  pride  swelling  in  his  bosom, 
muttered  as  he  left  the  room : 

"Knight  of  the  Withered  Tree!  we'll  meet  again." 

CHAPTXB   III. 

The  sun  was  rising  in  splendor  o'er  the  city  and 
camp.  The  green  herbage  that  rustled  on  the  wavy 
plain  glittered  in  his  morning's  beams,  and  the  loud 
barking  of  the  distant  hound  came  faintly  on  the 
breeze.  The  sentinel,  who  paced  the  walls  observed 
an  unusual  bustle  in  the  Moslem  camp,  and  sum- 
moning to  his  side  Raymond  the  page,  he  inquired 
the  reason  of  the  stir.  The  page  turned  away  to  per- 
form some  errand  for  his  mistress  while  the  sentinel 
proceeded  on  his  rounds,  humming  lightly  some  old 
air  of  his  native  land,  and  thus  the  cause  of  excite- 
ment passed  away. 

In  the  halls  of  the  leader's  mansion  were  assembled 
a  motley  horde  composed  of  warriors  and  serfs,  old 
men  and  women.  Around  Godfrey's  seat  were  con- 
gregated the  chiefs  of  the  expedition,  apparently  wait- 
ing the  arrival  of  some  missing  one.  At  length  after 
a  half  hour's  delay  a  slight  commotion  in  the  part  of 
the  crowd  nearest  the  door  announced  the  entry  of 
some  baron  bold,  and  in  a  lew  moments  more  Gaultier 
de  Boisvert  stood  near  the  throne  of  Godfrey. 

"  We  have  waited  for  thee  long,"  said  the  leader,  in 
a  slightly  stern  tone  of  voice.    "  To  business." 

"My  Lord,  you  will  please  excuse  my  tardiness. 
An  affair  of  honor  has  detained  me.  But,  my  antago- 
nist having  disappeared,  I  know  not  whither,  I  am 
now  to  lay  open  to  your  unsuspecting  gaze  a  plot . 
infernal  in  its  purposes  as  it  is  disgraceful  to  a  knight. 
There  is  treason  abroad  my  lord." 

"Treason  1"  exclaimed  a  dozen  stalwart  chevaliers, 
who  sprang  to  their  feet  and  half  unsheathed  their 
swords;  "Treason!" 

"Aye,  my  lords,  treason.  'Tis  too  apparent,  and 
it  shall  be  proved.  Is  Rupert  of  France  in  this  as- 
sembly." A  long  pause  ensued  but  still  no  answer 
came. 

"Rupert  of  France!"  thundered  out  the  manly 
voice  of  Godfrey  de  Bouilon  :  "  Rupert  of  France  I 
stand  forth !" 

"  How  can  he  my  lord,"  rejoined  Gaultier,  "  when 
he  is  now  dallying  with  the  daughter  of  the  Harem,  m 
the  camp  of  Solyman  of  the  East,  with  the  goblet 
which  the  lips  of  the  dark  eyed  Odalisque  have  kissed ! 
The  rough  wind  of  our  rugged  life  is  far  too  chill  for 
the  tender  warrior's  fame.  The  balmy  zephyr  of  the 
incense-breathing  South  must  stray  'mid  his  curling 
ringlets,  and  fan  the  love-burnt  brow.  Still  more,  my 
lords,  what  should  he  there  do,  unless  'twould  be  to 
vend  his  cause  and  his  religion  for  the  glitter  of  an 
eastern  diadem." 
"This  is  a  serious  charge,"  said  Godfrey,  "and 
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mait  needs  be  backed  with  creditable  testimony  ere 
on  thy  sole  assertion  we  condemn  the  knight." 

"  Hugo,  stand  forth.  Art  thou  of  Rupert's  house- 
hold v 

"I  am." 

"When  left  he  his  homel" 

' 'About  two  days  since." 

"  And  whither  went  hot" 

"  He  directed  his  way  toward  the  Moslem  camp." 

"That  is  sufficient!"  cried  Gaultfer.  "  He  is  now 
to  eyes  and  ears  a  convicted  traitor  1" 

"Measureless  liar  1"  exclaimed  a  knight,  who  burst 
from  the  throng  enveloped  in  a  long  Mack  mantle,  and 
his  visor  down.  Every  one  started  up,  and  Oaultier 
was  about  rushing  on  his  opponent,  when  the  trum- 
pet-toned voice  of  Godfrey  rang  through  the  haH. 

"  Order,  Knights  of  the  Cross !  or  by  my  father's 
grave  I'll  cleave  to  the  chine  the  man  that  first  dares 
advance  a  foot  or  hand." 

This  produced  immediate  silence,  for  each  man 
knew  to  well  the  power  of  their  leader's  arm  to  wish 
to  receive  a  positive  proof  of  it. 

"And  now,  Knight  of  the  Black  Mantle,"  said  the 
leader,  "  what  proofs  canst  thou  al ledge  to  clear  the 
accused  of  the  imputation  which  now  sullies  his  fair 
fame?" 

"  Raymond,  page  of  Bstelle  of  Spain,  stand  forth !" 

At  this  juncture,  Gaul  lie  r  de  Boisvert  started  up 
with  those  who  sided  with  him,  and  protested  against 
receiving  the  evidence  of  a  boy  in  a  court  of  chivalry, 

'"Tis  well,"  muttered  the  Knight,  and  then  raising 
his  voice,  "  and  the  word  of  the  boy  be  not  sufficient, 
you  shall  have  mine  own."  And  as  he  cast  his  mantle 
from  him  the  troubled  eye  of  Gaultier  de  Boisvert  res 
ted  on  the  graven  image  of  a  "  withered  tree,"  which 
was  impressed  upon  his  corslet.  Had  a  basilisk  start- 
ed forth  to  his  view,  the  guilty  wretch  could  not  have 
shown  more  outward  signs  of  terror. 

"  The  unknown  Knight  of  the  Withered  Treel"— 
burst  from  every  lip. 

"  Not  unknown  gentles,"  and  as  he  raised  his  visor 
every  heart  raised  the  loud  shout, 

"Rupert  of  Prance!" 

"  And  now,  noble  Godfrey,  I  would  propound  one 
question  to  yon  wretch.    Hadst  thou  not  a  brother)?" 

"Never!" 

"Knowest  thou  this  boy  ?"  and  he  led  forth  the  page 
Raymond. 

"  I  know  him  as  a  page.    I  answer  no  farther." 

"Stop  villain!  Knowest  thou  this  scar?"  and  as 
he  spoke  he  tore  the  doublet  from  the  page's  bosom, 
and  revealed  to  every  eye  a  deep  scar  upon  the  boy's 
right  breast.  The  entrapped  wretch  gave  a  convulsive 
gasp  as  Rupert  proceeded. 

"  He  stands  before  you  now,  not  as  the  page  Ray- 
mond, but  aa  Egbert  de  Boisvert— and  rightful  lord  of 
those  broad  domains  thou  hast  usurped.  Now,  villain, 
I  have  yet  another  account  to  settle— but  of  that  here- 
alter." 

He  then  related  to  the  assembled  court,  his  capture, 
and  deliverance  by  Raymond;  having  first  detailed 
the  attempted  murder  of  the  page  by  his  unnatural  un- 
cle, Gaultier,  who  grasped  the  lordly  territory  of  his 
ancestors,  in  the  full  security  of  undetected  villainy. 
Rupert  had  found  the  boy  bleeding  near  bis  own  Cha- 
teau t  tended  and  nursed  him,  and  finally  took  him  as 
his  page  to  the  Holy  Land.  When  he  had  finished, 
Godfrey  de  BouHon  rote  and  said, 


"  Egbert  de  Boisvert,  kneel." 

The  boy  knelt  and  received  the  accolade  from  the 
hands  of  the  princely  chief  of  the  crusaders.  "And 
now  to  the  dungeon  with  yon  loathsome  miscreant !" 

The  order  was  answered  by  the  wildest  huzsa  of 
triumph  that  ever  broke  from  mortal  lips. 

It  is  needless  to  add  that  the  nuptials  of  Rupert  and 
Estelle  were  solemnized  a  few  days  afterward,  and  that 
they  soon  departed,  accompanied  by  Egbert  for  their 
native  land— under  its  sunny  skies  to  taste  of  ail  that 
wedded  bliss  can  bestow. 


ANQELS. 

INSCRIBED  TO  RICHARD  B IRE) 8 ALL 

Oh,  teach  me  not  the  barren  creed, 

That  angels  never  haunt  the  soul ; 
That  'tis  a  dream,  oh,  never  plead, 

I  would  not  lose  their  sweet  control — 
Low  whispering  spirits,  still  they  come 

And  bid  the  dear  emotions  start, 
With  visions  of  our  childhood's  home — 

That  "Mecca"  of  the  human  heart ! 

Their  feet  are  on  the  viewless  wind, 

Their  lips  among  the  odorous  flowers  f 
They  fill  the  waste  of  years  behind, 

And  sweetly  charm  the  passing  hours-— 
The  smile  that  mantles  friendship's  cheek, 

The  tear  that  gleams  in  pity's  eye, 
The  thrill  that  words  may  never  speak, 

And  hopes  that  brightly  hover  nigh — 

Ah  1  rob  them  not  of  angel  guise, 

The  only  founts  to  rapture  given ; 
These  young  Immortals  from  the  skies 

That  bid  us  fondly  hope  for  Heaven ! 
Still  floating  on  their  golden  wings, 

They  bear  the  light  of  other  years, 
And  each  a  sweet  consoling  brings 

To  sprinkle  o'er  the  tide  of  tears. 

Break  not  the  spell  my  heart  has  wove, 

Bind  not  those  fairy  footed  gleams, 
Those  messengers  of  joy  and  love 

That  people  all  my  dearest  dreams ; 
Still  let  me  feel  my  mother  near 

When  summer  winds  are  on  my  cheek, 
And  let  me,  though  'tis  fancy,  hear 

Her  lips  in  music's  echo  speak. 

Chide  not  these  tears,  that,  while  I  sing, 

Like  waters  from  a  fountain  start ; 
The  memories  of  a  childhood  bring 

Their  wild  contagion  to  the  heart — 
Above  the  desert  I  have  passed, 

The  flowers  of  life  again  I  meet, 
And  youth  its  myrtle  leaves  has  cast, 

Their  shadowa  resting  at  my  feet! 

Oh,  chide  me  not,  nor  break  the  spell — 

All  I  have  loved,  or  love,  is  here ; 
The  kind,  the  good,  the  true,  they  dwell 

In  friendship's  smile  and  pity's  tear ! 
A  little  faith  may  rend  the  guise, 

And  what  our  yearning  hearts  adore, 
Will  change  to  seraphs  from  the  skies, 

Who,  lingering,  watch  till  life  is  o'er. 
New  York,  Aprils  1844.  c  d.  stpakt. 
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MY  BOYS  AND  GIRLS. 


BY  WA.LTIB  WHITMAN. 


Though  a  bachelor,  I  have  several  girls  and  boys 
that  I  consider  my  own.  Little  Louisa,  the  fairest  and 
moat  delicate  of  human  blossoms,  is  a  lovely  niece— a 
child  that  the  angels  themselves  might  take  to  the 
beautiful  land,  without  tasting  death.  A  fat,  hearty, 
rosy-cheeked  youngster,  the  girl's  brother,  comes  in 
also  for  a  good  share  of  my  affection.  Never  was  there 
such  an  imp  of  mischief  I  Palls  and  bumps  hath  he 
every  hour  of  the  day,  which  affect  him  not,  however. 
Incessant  work  occupies  his  mornings,  noons  and 
nights ;  and  dangerous  is  it,  in  the  room  with  him,  to 
leave  anything  unguarded,  which  the  most  perseve- 
ring activity  of  a  stout  pair  of  dumpy  hands  can  de- 
stroy. 

What  would  you  say,  dear  reader,  were  I  to  claim 
the  nearest  relationship  to  George  Washington,  Thom- 
as Jefferson  and  Andrew  Jackson  ?  Yet  such  is  the 
case,  as  I  aver  upon  my  word.  Several  times  has  the 
immortal  Washington  sat  on  my  shoulders,  his  legs 
dangling  down  upon  my  breast,  while  I  trotted  for 
sport  down  a  lane  or  over  the  fields.  Around  the 
waist  of  the  sagacious  Jefferson  have  I  circled  one  arm, 
while  the  fingers  of  the  other  have  pointed  him  out 
words  to  spell.  And  though  Jackson  is  (strange  para- 
dox !)  considerably  older  than  the  other  two,  many  a 
race  and  tumble  have  I  had  with  him— and  at  this  mo- 
ment I  question  whether,  in  a  wrestle,  he  would  not 
get  the  better  of  me,  and  put  me  flat. 

One  of  ray  children— a  child  of  light  and  loveliness 
—sometimes  gives  me  rise  to  many  uneasy  feelings. 
She  is  a  very  beautiful  girl,  in  her  fourteenth  year. 
Flattery  comes  too  often  to  her  ears.  From  the  depths 
of  her  soul  I  now  and  then  see  misty  revealings  of 
thought  and  wish,  that  are  not  well.  I  see  them 
through  her  eyes  and  in  the  expression  of  her  face. 

It  is  a  dreary  thought  to  imagine  what  may  happen, 
in  the  future  years,  to  a  handsome,  merry  child— to 
gaze  far  down  the  vista,  and  see  the  dim  phantoms  of 
Evil  standing  about  with  nets  and  temptations— to 
witness,  in  the  perspective,  purity  gone,  and  the  fresh- 
ness of  youthful  innocence  rubbed  off,  like  the  wasted 
bloom  of  flowers.  Who,  at  twenty-five  or  thirty  years 
of  age,  is  without  many  memories  of  wrongs  done,  and 
mean  or  wicked  deeds  performed? 

Right  well  do  I  love  many  more  of  my  children.  H. 
is  my  "  summer  child."  An  affectionate  fellow  is  he- 
with  merits  and  with  faults,  as  all  boys  have— and  it 
has  come  to  be  that  should  his  voice  no  more  salute 
my  ears,  nor  his  face  my  eyes,  I  might  not  feel  as  hap- 
py as  I  am.  M.,  too,  a  volatile  lively  young  gentle- 
man, Is  an  acquaintance  by  no  means  unpleasant  to 
have  by  my  side.  Perhaps  M.  is  a  little  too  rattlesome, 
but  he  has  qualities  which  have  endeared  him  to  me 
much  during  our  brief  acquaintance.  Then  there  is  J. 
H.,  a  sober,  good-natured  youth,  whom  I  hope  I  shall 
always  number  among  my  friends.  Another  H.  has 
lately  come  among  us— too  large,  perhaps,  and  too 
near  manhood,  to  be  called  one  of  my  children.  I  know 
I  shall  love  him  well  when  we  become  better  acquain- 
ted—as I  hope  we  are  destined  to  be. 

Blessings  on  the  young !  And  for  those  whom  I  have 
mentioned  in  the  past  lines,  oh,  may  the  developement 
of  their  existence  be  spared  any  sharp  stings  of  grief 
or  pangs  of  remorse !  Had  I  any  magic  or  superhu- 
man power,  one  of  the  first  means  of  its  use  would  be 


to  insure  the  brightness  and  beauty  of  their  Mves. 
Alas  1  that  there  should  be  sin,  and  pain,  and  agony  so 
abundantly  in  the  world  I— that  these  young  creatures 
—wild,  frolocksome,  and  fair— so  dear  to  me  all  of 
them,  those  connected  by  blood,  and  those  whom  I 
like  for  themselves  alone— alas,  that  they  should  merge 
in  manhood  and  womanhood  the  fragrance  and  purity 
of  their  youth! 

But  shall  I  forget  to  mention  one  other  of  my  chil- 
dren? For  of  him  I  can  speak  with  mingled  joy  and 
sadness.  For  him  there  is  no  fear  in  the  future.  The 
clouds  shall  not  darken  over  his  young  head — nor  the 
taint  of  wickedness  corrupt  his  heart— nor  any  poig- 
nant remorse  knaw  him  inwardly  for  wrongs  done. 
No  weary  bane  of  body  or  soul— no  disappointed  hope 
— no  unrequited  love — no  feverish  ambition — no  re- 
venge, nor  hate,  nor  pride— no  struggling  with  pover- 
ty, nor  temptation,  nor  death — may  ever  trouble  him 
more.  He  lies  low  in  the  grave-yard  on  the  hill. 
Very  beautiful  was  he — and  the  promise  of  an  honora- 
ble manhood  shone  brightly  in  him — and  sad  was  the 
gloom  of  his  passing  away.  We  buried  him  in  the 
early  summer.  The  scent  of  the  apple-blossoms  was 
thick  in  the  air — and  all  animated  nature  seemed  over- 
flowing with  delight  and  motion.-  But  the  fragrance 
and  the  animation  made  us  feel  a  deadlier  sickness  in 
our  souls.  Oh,  bitter  day !  I  pray  Ood  there  may  come 
to  me  but  few  such! 

And  there  is  one  again :— and  she,  too,  must  be  in 
the  Land  of  Light,  so  tiny  and  so  frail.  A  mere  month 
only  after  she  came  into  the  world,  a  little  shroud  was 
prepared,  and  a  little  coffin  built,  and  they  placed  the 
young  infant  in  her  tomb.  It  was  not  a  sad  thing — 
we  wept  not,  nor  were  our  hearts  heavy. 

I  bless  God  that  he  has  ordained  the  beautiful  youth 
and  spring  time  I  In  all  the  wondrous  harmony  of  na- 
ture, nothing  shows  more  wisdom  and  benevolence  than 
that  necessity  which  makes  us  grow  up  from  so  weak 
and  helpless  a  being  as  a  new-born  infant,  through  all 
the  phases  of  sooner  and  later  childhood,  to  the  neigh- 
borhood of  maturity,  and  so  to  maturity  itself.  Thus 
comes  the  sweetness  of  the  early  seasons — the  bud  and 
blossom  time  of  life.  Thus  comes  the  beauty  which 
we  love  to  look  upon— the  faces  and  lithe  forms  of 
young  children. 

May  it  not  be  well,  as  we  grow  old,  to  make  our- 
selves often  fresh,  and  childlike,  and  merry  with  those 
who  are  so  fresh  and  merry?  We  must  grow  old— for 
immutable  time  will  have  it  so.  Gray  hairs  will  be 
sown  in  our  heads,  and  wrinkles  in  our  faces;  but  we 
can  yet  keep  the  within  cheerful  and  youthful— and  that 
is  the  great  secret  of  warding  off  all  that  Is  unenviable 
in  old  age.  The  fountain  flowing  in  its  sweetness  for- 
ever, and  the  bloom  undying  upon  the  heart,  and  the 
thoughts  young,  whatever  the  body  may  be — we  can 
bid  defiance  to  the  assaults  of  time,  and  composedly 
wait  for  the  hour  of  our  taking  away. 


WRECK  OF  THE  PEKIN,  EAST  INDIAMAN, 

And  terrible  slaughter  of  Malaya. 
Ahoier  Road  is  the  usual  anchorage  of  outward 
bound  India  ships,  from  the  Straits  of  Sunda ;  and 
from  it  Cap  Island  looms  obscurely  in  the  distance  like 
an  immense  dome.  This  bland  is  rendered  famous  by 
the  wreck,  some  years  ago,  of  the  Pekin,  an  American 
merchantman,  from  the  port  of  Philadelphia,  freighted 
with  a  cargo  valued  at  more  than  half  a  million  of  doi- 
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Ian.  For  the  details  of  that  terrible  dlsaeter,  (says  the 
narrator,  E.  C.  Watmough,  Esq.,)  I  am  indebted  to  the 
gentleman  who  was  passenger  and  supercargo  on  board 
that  ill-fated  vessel. 

While  beating  up  the  Straits,  on  her  return  voyage 
from  Canton,  on  the  afternoon  preceding  the  night  of 
the  disaster,  the  Pekln  was  spoken  by  a  British  sloop 
of  war,  called  the  Proteus,  and  warned  against  so  dan- 
gerous an  experiment.  Upon  approaching  Cap  Island 
under  a  gentle  breeze,  with  all  sail  set,  and  every  pros- 
pect of  weathering  it,  the  wind  suddenly  died  away, 
and  it  immediately  became  apparent  to  every  one  on 
board,  that  the  Pekin  was  sweeping  down  broadside 
upon  the  island,  under  the  irresistable  influence  of  a 
current  running  like  a  mill-race. 

In  a  moment  after,  she  struck  upon  a  rock  near  the 
bows  and  keeled  over,  her  yards  touching  the  rocks— 
which  towered  high  above  the  peak  of  the  mainmast. 
And  there  she  lay  hanging  by  the  bows  upon  the  plna- 
cle  of  a  rock,  while  from  the  stern  no  bottom  could  be 
found  with  a  line  of  eighty  fathoms.  Signals  of  dis- 
tress were  made,  by  firing  of  guns  and  burning  of  blue 
lights  to  attract  the  attention  of  the  British  sloop  of 
war,  then  at  anchor  upon  the  very  spot  where  Rosalie 
now  so  calmly  reposed.  They  were  not  madejin  vain. 
The  gallant  officer  in  command  of  that  vessel  quickly 
got  under  weigh,  and  at  dawn  of  day  was  ready  to  as- 
sist, and,  if  possible,  to  save  the  vessel. 

Such  was  the  great  depth  of  water  near  the  wreck, 
that  the  commander  of  the  sloop  of  war  was  compelled 
to  bend  on  two  cables  before  he  could  bring  his  vessel 
to  anchor.  The  Captain's  boat  soon  came  under  the 
stern  of  the  Pekin  ;  as  he  approached  he  could  be  dis- 
tinctly heard  reading  alou<r  the  name  of  the  ill-fated 
ship-" The  Pekin,  of  Philadelphia."  "Ha,  haye, 
Brother  Jonathan,  you've  got  it!  I  told  you  so  yes- 
terday." 

The  water  made  such  progress  in  the  hold  of  the 
Pekin  that  she  was  settling  fast  and  fears  arose  that 
she  would  sink  stern  foremost  in  deep  water,  and  all 
hands  be  swallowed  up  in  the  vortex. 

Every  exertion  was  made  by  the  hands,  aided  by 
the  crew  of  the  British  cruiser,  to  save  as  much  of 
the  cargo  as  possible. 

The  teas,  saturated  with  water,  began  to  swell,  lift- 
ing up  the  decks,  and  cracking  the  transverse  beams. 
The  most  costly  silks,  intended  to  adorn  the  person  of 
many  a  bright-eyed  Yankee  girl,  now  stained  with  sea 
water,  fluttered  from  the  ropes  and  spars  of  both  ves- 
sels. We  might  with  safety  say,  that  no  vessel  of 
war  was  ever  so  costly  adorned  as  that  British  cruiser, 
not  even  the  famed  barge  of  Cleopatra.  Two  hundred 
thousand  dollars  worth  of  the  richest  silks  of  China, 
of  the  choicest  colors,  hanging  in  festoons  from  the 
highest  pinnacle  of  her  tall  masts  to  the  decks.  Even 
the  bulwarks  and  hammock  cloths  were  lined  with 
velve',  and  a  thirty-pound  carronade  peeped  from  be- 
neath the  folds  of  a  damask  brocade.  After  they  had 
become  sufficiently  dried,  they  were  crammed  in  bulk 
into  the  hold  of  the  Proteus. 

The  teas  were  thrown  into  the  sea  as  fast  as  a  hun- 
dred hands  could  work.  The  ocean  was  dyed  a  deeper 
green.  Four  hundred  thousand  dollars  worth  of  the 
choicest  teas,  from  the  odoriferous  Chulan  to  the  pun- 
gent Imperial,  set  to  draw  in  that  vast  cauldron,  sweet- 
ened with  rock  candy,  and  creamed  with  the  foam  of 
the  "  white  cap."  If  old  Neptune  ever  filled  his  horn 
with  that  fashionable  beverage,  what  a  tea  party  Am- 


phictryon  and  the  Tritons  must  have  had  in  their  coral 
groves.  We  can  imagine  the  mermaids  of  the  Asiatic 
Archipelago—combing  their  tresses  and  preparing  for 
a  general  submarine  soiree,  while  innumerable  syrens 
chant  a  gleeful  chorus  in  anticipation  of  coming  joys. 
The  inhabitants  of  the  rock,  the  while,  had  not  been 
idle ;  every  projecting  rock  and  jutty  crag  of  the  over- 
hanging precipices  was  thronged  with  spec ta tors, 
moving,  and  chattering  and  grinning  at  the  novel  and 
busy  scene  beneath  them.  The  dandy  little  ring-tailed 
monkey,  and  the  solemn  and  sedentary  ape,  thronged 
above,  or  occasionally  caught  at  a  flying  ribbon  that 
flaunted  in  their  faces.  Spectators  of  a  more  dange- 
rous character,  lined  the  shores  of  Sumatra,  Java,  and 
Crockatoa,  like  jackalls  ready  to  pounce  upon  the  car- 
case so  soon  as  the  royal  beast  should  retire.  Every 
cape  and  bay  thronged  with  the  Malay  craft,  from  the 
light  and  buoyant  bark  canoe  to  the  warlike  prower, 
with  its  hundred  kressed  warriors,  all  thirsting  for 
blood  and  plunder.  Many  of  that  fierce  band  that 
now  moved  in  all  the  vigor  of  savage  manhood,  soon 
destined  to  dye  their  native  sea  with  their  own  blood ; 
their  mangled  corpses  a  prey  for  the  greedy  shark  ox 
soaring  vulture. 

The  Perkin  was  abandoned  to  her  fate,  the  crew  re- 
mained on  board  the  British  sloop  of  war,  where  every 
attention  was  shown  to  them  by  the  gallant  command- 
er, whose  name,  we  regret,  we  cannot  here  record.  As 
a  prelude  to  the  subsequent  even,  and  with  a  view  to 
extenuate,  if  possible,  the  conduct  of  the  British  offi- 
cer in  the  excutlon  of  that  dreadful  tragedy  which  to 
this  day  Is  remembered  by  the  natives  of  those  islands, 
it  were  well  to  mention  that  some  dreadful  piracies  bad 
occurred  in  those  seas  upon  British  and  American 
merchantmen.  In  several  instances,  vessels  had  been 
boarded  in  the  night  by  Malays,  and  every  soul  on 
board  put  to  torture  and  death  and  calm.  The  cruel- 
ties and  tortures  suffered  by  the  helpless  victims,  before 
death,  are  too  shocking  to  narrate.  With  a  view  to 
suppress  these  piracies  by  some  signal  blow  of  venge- 
ance, the  British  government  had  sent  a  squadron  into 
those  seas,  of  which  the  Proteus  was  a  part.  As  yet, 
no  opportunity  had  occurred  to  the  Admiral  to  carry 
out  his  instructions,  but  the  wreck  of  the  Pekin  was 
about  to  afford  him  the  means  of  striking  a  terrible 
blow.  A  few  days  after  the  incidents  recorded,  the 
Proteus  fell  in  with  the  frigate  of  the  Admiral,  and  after 
relating  to  him  all  the  circumstances,  orders  were  given 
immediately  to  return  to  the  wreck,  and,  if  possible,  to 
get  her  off. 

The  Proteus  bore  away  for  the  wreck,  but  upon  ap- 
proaching Cap  Island,  to  the  astonishment  and  roorti- 
fication  of  the  British  captain,  the  Pekin  had  floated 
off  the  rock  upon  which  she  had  apparently  been  im- 
paled, and  had  drifted  down  upon  the  Goodwind  Sands, 
where  she  lay  high  out  of  the  water,  surrounded  by  at 
least  a  thousand  canoes,  the  decks  thronged  with 
Malays,  stripping  the  vessel  of  every  thing  portable. 
Upon  observing  the  sloop  of  war  rounding  the  point, 
advancing  slowly  under  topsails,  against  a  strong  cur- 
rent, the  plunderers  deserted  the  wreck  with  the  great- 
est precipitation,  and  paddled  off  in  a  body  for  the  Is- 
land of  Sumatra.  The  motion  of  the  man-of-war  waa 
impeded  purposely  by  drags  to  deceive  the  flying  fleet, 
which  was  now  crowded  together,  yet  rapidly  skim- 
ming over  the  water  under  the  impulse  of  three  thou- 
sand vigorous  savages.  The  moment  they  had  fairly 
gained  the  middle  of  the  channel,  a  cloud  of  canvas 
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covered  the  spars  of  the  advancing  cruiser,  and  she 
■prang  through  the  water,  steering  directly  for  the 
centre  of  the  fugitives,  who  were  now  uttering  wild 
cries  of  terror,  scattering  to  the  right  and  left  in  doubt, 
dismay,  and  uncertainty,  like  a  flock  of  birds,  into 
whose  centre  a  devouring  hawk  had  made  a  swoop. 
Onward  came  the  terrible  ship— her  long  black  hull 
cleaving  through  the  water,  which  roared  at  her  bows 
like  a  cataract.  Suddenly  her  main- top-sail  was  hove 
to  the  mast,  a  long  line  of  red  ports  flew  open,  from 
which  protruded  an  array  of  bristling  cannon— a  voice 
like  that  which  at  such  a  moment  sounded  to  the  Ma- 
lays as  a  destroying  angel,  clear,  piercing,  trumpet 
"  toned,"  cried— "Port  and  starboard,  fire  1"— at  that 
moment  a  whole  broadside  of  grape  and  canister  burst 
from  her  dark  sides  in  sheets  of  flame,  and  with  the 
roar  of  thunder,  tearing  the  water  up  into  a  foam,  and 
crashing  amidst  the  canoes  which  were  now  hid  from 
view  by  the  dense  volumes  of  smoke.  From  that  sul- 
phurous canopy  arose  a  yell  of  agony  and  terror, 
which  was  heard  even  above  the  roar  of  artillery  which 
three  times,  right  and  left,  vomited  forth  fire  and  de- 
struction upon  those  miserable  wretches. 

From  this  field  of  carnage,  slowly  emerged  the  dark 
hull  of  the  grim  warrior,  now  Eated  with  blood,  the  cross 
of  St.  George  with  its  ensanguined  field  fluttering  from 
her  peak,  and  from  the  pinnacle  of  her  tappering  masts 
— and  was  again  upon  her  course  ere  the  echoes  of 
that  terrible  cannonade  had  ceased  reverberating  from 
shore  to  shore.  Upon  the  dying  and  the  deed,  was 
spread  a  thick,  dark  canopy  of  smoke,  like  a  pall  upon 
a  blood-stained  see,  which  was  slowly  lifted  by  the  re- 
turning breeze,  exposing  ail  the  horrors  of  the  scene. 
A. thousand  wretches  had  been  hurled  into  eternity, 
while  almost  as  many  more  were  either  wounded  or 
floundering  in  the  water,  a  prey  to  the  shark,  the  water 
lashed  into  a  foam  by  these  monsters  of  the  deep  strug- 
gling for  their  prey.  The  blow  had  been  struck,  and  a 
terrible  one.  It  had  become  absolutely  necessary  for 
the  protection  of  commerce  to  inflict  a  chastisement 
upon  these  marauders  that  thronged  the  great  highway 
to  India  and  China— whether  it  was  too  sanguinary  or 
not,  we  must  forbear  to  form  any  hasty  decision,  but 
there  is  no  doubt  many  years  passed  away  before  any 
piracies  occurred  upon  those  seas. 


THE  APRIL  RAIN. 

BT  ELIZABETH  OAZI8  SMITH. 

The  April  rain— the  April  rain— 

I  hear  the  pleasant  sound; 
Now  soft  and  still,  like  little  dew, 

Now  drenching  all  the  ground. 
Pray  tell  me  why  an  April  shower 

Is  pleasanter  to  see 
Than  falling  drops  of  other  rain  1 

I'm  sore  it  is  to  me. 

I  wonder  if  'tis  really  so— 

Or  only  hope  the  while, 
That  tells  of  swelling  buds  and  flower?, 

And  summer's  coming  smile. 
Whate'er  it  I*,  the  April  shower 

Makes  me  a  child  again ; 
I  feel  a  rush  of  youthful  blood 

As  falls  the  April  rain. 

And  sure,  were  I  a  little  bulb 
Within  the  darksome  ground, 


I  should  love  to  hear  the  Apiil  rain 

So  gently  falling  round ; 
Or  any  tiny  flower  were  I, 

By  nature  swaddled  up, 
How  pleasantly  the  April  shower 

Would  bathe  my  hidden  cup. 

The  small  brown  seed,  that  rattled  down 

On  the  cold  autumnal  earth, 
Is  bursting  from  its  cerements  forth, 

Rejoicing  In  its  birth. 
The  slender  spears  of  pale  green  grass 

Are  smiling  in  the  light, 
The  clover  opes  its  folded  leaves 

As  if  it  felt  delight 

The  robin  sings  on  leafless  tree, 

And  upward  turns  his  eye, 
As  if  he  loved  to  see  the  drops 

Come  falling  from  the  sky- 
No  doubt  he  longs  the  bright  green  leaves 

About  his  home  to  see, 
And  feel  the  swaying  summer  winds 

Play  in  the  full-robM  tree. 

The  cottage  door  is  open  wide, 

And  cheerful  sounds  are  heard ; 
The  young  girl  sings  at  the  merry  wheel 

A  song  like  the  wilding  bird ; 
The  creeping  child  by  the  old  worn  sill 

Peers  out  with  winking  eye, 
And  his  ringlets  rubs  with  chubby  hand, 

As  the  drops  come  pattering  by. 

With  bounding  heart  beneath  the  sky, 

The  truant  boy  is  out, 
And  hoop  and  ball  are  darting  by 

With  many  a  merry  shout- 
Ay,  sport  away,  ye  joyous  throng, 

For  yours  is  the  April  day  j 
I  love  to  see  your  spirits  dance 

In  your  pure  and  healthful  play. 


MUTINY  IN  THE  OLDEN  TIME. 
The  Hermoine,  a  frigate  of  the  British  Navy,  was 
cruising,  on  the  evening  of  the  30th  of  September, 
1796,  off  the  west  end  of  Porto  Rico.  Her  comman- 
der, Captain  Plgott,  was  a  rough  officer,  whose  orders 
seemed  to  be  inspired  by  the  worst  spirit  of  the  fore- 
castle, unchastened  by  the  refinement  of  the  quarter- 
deck, or  the  humanity  which  is  the  highest  grace  alike 
of  the  sailor  and  soldier.  Some  of  the  men  were  reef- 
ing the  topsails  when  he  cried  out  that  he  wouio!  flog 
the  last  man  off  the  mizsen-topsail  yard.  The  poor 
sailors  understood  the  character  of  their  commander, 
and  felt  that  this  was  not  an  empty  threat)  although 
the  chance  of  punishment  would  naturally  fall  upon 
the  outermost  man,  and  consequently  the  most  exposed 
to  danger.  Each  resolved  to  escape  the  threatened 
punishment,  and  two  of  them,  who  from  their  posi- 
tion outside,  could  not  reach  the  rigging  made  a  spiing 
to  get  over  their  comrades.  They  missed  their  hold, 
fell  on  the  quarter-deck,  and  were  killed.  This  being 
represented  to  the  captain,  he  is  said  to  have  made  an- 
swer, "  Throw  the  lubbers  overboard."  In  little  more 
than  twenty-four  hours  the  mutiny  broke  out  Dou- 
ble-headed shot  were  thrown  about  the  ship,  and  other 
disorderly  acts  committed.  The  first  lieutenant  went 
below  to  inquire  into  the  cause  of  the  disturbance. 
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He  was  knocked  down  with  a  tomahawk,  his  throat 
cut  and  his  body  thrown  overboard.  The  captain  had 
already  retired  to  sleep  unconscious  of  danger.  His 
fate  we  give  in  the  words  of  a  witness  in  court : 

"  Hearing  a  noise  upon  deck,  he  immediately  ran 
oat  of  his  cabin,  when  being  badly  and  repeatedly 
wounded  he  was  at  length  obliged  to  return.  He  had 
reached  his  cabin,  and  was  sitting  on  a  couch,  faint 
with  the  loss  of  blood,  when  four  men  entered  with 
bayonets  fixed.  Crawley  headed  them.  Captain  Pi- 
gott,  weak  as  he  was,  held  out  his  dirk  and  kept  them 
off.  They  seemed  for  a  moment  appalled  at  the  sight 
of  their  commander,  when  Crawley  exclaimed,  *  What ! 
four  against  one,  and  yet  afraid  1  Here  goes,  then,' 
and  buried  his  bayonet  in  the  body  of  Captain  Pigott. 
He  was  followed  by  the  others,  who  with  their  bayo- 
nets, thrust  him  through  the  port,  and  he  was  heard 
to  speak  as  he  went  astern.  The  second  lieutenant 
was  now  dragged  across  the  deck,  stretched  out  his 
hands,  and  cried  ( Mercy  1'  After  receiving  many 
wounds  he  was  drawn  up  the  ladder  by  the  hair  of  the 
head  to  be  thrown  overboard.  It  was  then  that  his 
own  servant  rushed  upon  him  with  a  hatchet  in  his 
hand,  crying  out,  '  Let  me  have  a  cut  at  him ;'  on  say- 
ing which  fie  dreadfully  wounded  his  own  master. 
The  lieutenant  of  marines,  though  sick  in  his  cabin, 
was  taken  and  thrown  overboard.  The  other  officers, 
nine  in  number,  were  cut  to  pieces. 

"  Confusion  now  had  made  his  master  piece." 
The  flag  of  St  George  descended  from  the  mast-head ; 
and  the  mutineers  took  possession  of  the  ship,  which 
they  conducted  to  the  Spanish  port  of  La  Ouayra,  and 
surrendered  to  the  government,  Spain  being  at  that 
time  at  war  with  England.  But  the  doom  of  the  pirate 
is  inevitable.  He  is  pursued  as  if  by  the  Inexorable 
Fate  of  the  ancients.  There  is  no  recess  in  the  ocean, 
no  pathway  on  the  dark  waters,  where  he  can  find 
shelter.  The  arm  of  civilization  is  more  searching 
even  than  that  of  Rome,  in  the  days  of  her  greatest 
power,  when  the  unfortunate  victim  sought  In  vain, 
on  the  distant  shores  of  the  Caspian,  or,  far  away  from 
the  sun,  in  Britain,  to  hide  him  self  from  the  vengeance 
of  the  emperor.  The  law  of  the  civilized  world  treats 
the  pirate  as  the  common  enemy  of  man.  It  fastens 
on  him  the  wolfs  head,  and  he  is  hunted  to  the  utter- 
most parts  of  the  sea.  One  by  one,  or  in  small  num- 
bers together,  the  crew  of  the  Hermlone  fell  into  the 
hands  of  the  government  of  their  country,  and  were 
brought  to  trial.  Some  were  executed  at  Portsmouth, 
others  in  the  port  of  St.  Domingo ;  and  the  remains 
of  many  for  a  long  time  swung  from  gibbets  on  the 
sandy  keys  at  the  entrance  of  Port  Royal  harbor,  in 
the  island  of  Jamaica.  No  long  period  elapsed  before 
the  frigate,  which  had  been  the  scene  of  this  appalling 
outrage,  by  a  remarkable  act  of  naval  hardihood,  was 
cut  out  of  the  harbor  of  Porto  Cavalho  where  she  was 
lying  under  the  shelter  of  fwo  hundred  pieces  of  can- 
non mounted  on  batteries,  and  again  restored  to  the 
British  navy  under  the  name  of  the  Retribution.  After- 
ward, at  Portsmouth,  some  of  her  former  crew,  con- 
Ticted  -of  piracy,  suffered  death  at  her  yard-arm. — 
North  American  Review. 


Maut  a  little  for  love,  a  little  for  beauty,  a  little  for 
goodness,  and  a  little  for  riches;  but,  as  for  marrying 
all  for  one,  that  makes  room  for  disappointment. 


LETTER  FROM  HAVANA. 

(Correspondence  of  the  Rover.) 

TJ.  S.  Ship  Potomac,  > 
Havana  IQth  March,  1844.  { 

My  Deab  Rover— I  promised  to  tell  you  somewhat 
of  our  late  cruise  to  the  West' Indies  and  all  along- 
shore ;  but  we  have  seen  so  little  that,  were  it  not  for 
my  word's  sake,  I  would  not  inflict  on  you  the  bore  of 
this  epistle. 

We  arrived  here  yesterday  afternoon  at  two  o'clock 
in  twenty- two  days  from  St.  Croix,  a  very  long  pas- 
sage but  a  delightful  one. 

With  the  exception  of  about  a  fortnight  at  the  com- ' 
mencement  of  it,  our  cruise  has  been  a  pleasant  one, 
though  we  have  been  disappointed  in  not  visiting  any 
of  the  ports  at  the  windward.  We  remained  a  week 
at  St.  Croix,  the  most  delightful  spot  in  all  the  West 
Indies — such  fine  roads — good  carriages  and  decent 
horses.  And  the  scenery,  too,  is  pleasant  to  look  upon 
—vast  fields  of  waving  cane  and  long  rows  of  cabbage, 
and  cocoanut  trees  miles  in  length,  swaying  their  tall 
trunks  before  the  breeze,  and  nodding  their  verdant 
plumes. 

An  incident  occurred  the  evening  before  we  left  New 
York  harbor,  which,  as  it  illustrates  the  character  of 
the  true  sailor,  I  will  relate.  Just  at  twilight  a  boat 
came  alongside  with  a  female  in  it,  who  inquired  for 
a  person  on  board,  but  he  refused  to  see  her.  As  she 
could  not  effect  the  object  of  her  visit  by  the  usual 
course,  she  suddenly  became  romantic  and  jumped 
overboard.  The  sentry  gave  the  alarm,  "  a  man  over- 
board," and  instantly  old  Hatch,  the  captain  of  the 
after-guard,  who  is  always  ready  for  any  emergency, 
rushed  across  the  poop,  slipped  into  the  mizzen  chains 
and  plunged  into  the  water.  Meanwhile,  the  object 
of  his  philanthropy  was  making  sundry  efforts  to  get 
her  head  under  water,  as  her  clothing  kept  her  floating 
on  its  surface.  Hatch  was  not  to  be  cheated  out  of 
his  prize  by  any  such  manoeuvre,  and  very  shortly 
came  alongside  bearing  her  gallantly  and  in  triumph. 
I  presume  he  has  not  thought  of  the  circumstance 
since,  considering  it  to  be  nothing  more  than  a  "Jair 
business  transaction"  in  the  line  of  his  profession. 

Our  first  month's  cruising  was  marked  by  the  usual 
monotony,  reefing  topsails  at  sunset,  and  shaking  the 
reefs  out  the  next  morning,  till  we  moored  in  Newport 
harbor,  where  we  put  in  for  fresh  provisions  and  water. 
Of  the  many  hundreds  who  had  been  enjoying  the 
fine  sea-bathing  at  this  place  during  the  summer  only 
a  few  remained,  as  it  was  now  the  last  day  of  August. 
After  making  the  most  we  could  of  six  days,  visiting 
and  being  visited,  we  departed  reluctantly  from  the  re-, 
fined  and  delightful  society  of  Newport,  little  thinking 
that  in  less  than  forty  eight  hours  the  excitement  of 
a  crowded  drawing  room  would  be  succeeded  by  a 
most  boisterous  ocean  scene.  During  the  mid  watch 
of  the  eighth  of  September  we  had  had  fresh  gales  and 
squally  weather,  with  rain,  thunder  and  lightning.  The 
ship  was  under  three  reefed  fore  and  main  topsails, 
single  reefed  foresail,  main  trysail  and  foretopmast 
staysail.  At  6,20,  morning  watch,  a  heavy  squall 
struck  her,  splitting  the  foretopmast  staysail  and  car- 
rying away  the  the  main  trysail  mast  ten  feet  from  the 
deck ;  at  the  same  time  the  fore  topsail  was  split  in 
clewing  it  up.  In  ten  minutes,  the  wind  rather  in- 
creasing, the  starboard  main  yard-arm  was  carried 
away  about  thirty  feet  from  the  slings,  and  the  main 
topsail  and  foresail  split.     At  this  point  the  scene 
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was  of  the  most  intensely  exciting  character,  and 
should  be  seen  to  be  half  realized.  The  sea  was  one 
▼ast  sheet  of  foam,  literally  "  boiling  like  a  pot."  The 
wind  howling  among  the  cordage  threatened  to  carry 
our  masts  over  the  side.  The  fragment  of  the  broken 
yard  dangled  about  in  the  air,  suspended  by  the  lift, 
the  main  brace  had  parted  and  was  whizzing  through 
the  air  like  a  coachman's  whip,  and  the  main  topsail 
flowing  ad  libitum  to  the  wind,  made  reports  like  a 
platoon  of  musketry.  The  ship,  herself,  lay  almost 
dead,  with  her  main  deck  guns  buried  in  the  water, 
and  would  not  pay  off  till  the  weather  fore  rigging 
was  filled  with  men.  To  fill  up  this  meagre  outline, 
imagine  the  hurrying  of  messengers  in  various  direc- 
tions with  orders,  see  others  clinging  to  the  nearest 
rope ;  hear  the  officer  of  the  deck  attempting  in  vain 
to  make  himself  heard  above  the  storm,  though  he  al- 
most splits  his  trumpet  in  the  effort ;  see  those  har- 
dy fellows  aloft  straining  every  nerve  to  gather  in  that 
fiercely  slatting  sail,  and  you  will  have  before  your 
mind's. eye  a  dim  picture  of  the  reality.  In  an  hour 
after  we  were  struck,  we  were  going  before  it  at  the 
rate  of  ten  knots,  looking  "  very  odd."  None,  save 
those  who  have  witnessed  it,  can  believe  with  what 
mad  rage  the  wind  can  blow,  really  stinging  the  face, 
and  as  on  the  eighth,  beating  a  heavy  sea  down  level,  a 
circumstance  that  saved  our  mainmast. 

To  such  scenes  as  this  I  have  attempted  to  describe, 
is  the  sailor's  life  indebted  for  its  very  glory ;  for  no- 
where on  land  can  you  see  such  a  sublime  sight  as 
these  fierce  warrings  of  the  elements,  and  indeed  if  it 
were  not  for  them  it  would  be  toujours  perdrix  to  those 
whose  very  existence  depends  on  storm  as  well  as 
sunshine. 

In  five  days  after  the  accident,  our  main  yard  was 
handsomely  fished  with  an  anchor  stock,  and  crossed, 
and  the  main-sail  bent,  and  we  were  moving  along 
under  easy  sail. 

On  the  evening  of  the  twenjy- seventh  September 
we  beat  into  Prince  Rupert's  Bay,  Dominica,  and 
came  to  anchor  at  half-past  ten  o'clock.  This  Bay  Is 
frequented  by  ships  in  want  of  wood  and  water,  of 
the  latter  of  which  we  had  not  enough  to  supply  us 
to  the  United  States.  At  the  head  of  the  bay,  which 
is  a  mile  and  a  third  deep  and  two  and  a  half  wide  at 
its  entrance,  is  situated  the  town  of  Portsmouth.  It 
is  a  fine  looking  place  on  the  plan  that  I  saw,  having 
many  fine  streets  with  good  English  names,  a  public 
square— market— sundry  public  buildings,  &c.  &c 
But  alas !  as  you  well  know,  towns  dont  always  come 
up  to  the  plans  made  of  them.  Portsmouth  has  its 
market  and  its  public  square  and  there  is  space  enough 
to  hare  a  few  dozen  more  of  them,  though  you  might 
encroach  on  the  wide  swamp  that  lies  directly  in  the 
rear.  There  are  about  eight  hundred  inhabitants, 
blacks,  who  live  in  one  hundred  and  thirty  to  one 
hundred  and  forty  cabins,  some  of  which  might  pro- 
perry  enough  be  dignified  by  the  name  of  houses, 
which  are  built  principally  on  one  street  that  runs 
along  near  the  beach.  The  Methodists  are  just  finish- 
ing a  very  pretty  church,  their  late  one  having  been 
destroyed  by  the  earthquake  of  July  last.  The  Ro- 
man Catholics  also  have  a  small  church,  the  popu- 
lation being  equally  divided  between  them  and  the 
Methodists.  The  negroes  appear  to  be  enjoying  their 
freedom  under  the  emancipation  laws  of  Great  Bri- 
tain; but  the  planters  do  not  appear  to  be  as  well 
pleased  with  the  system.    Without  doubt  the  land- 


holders realize  less  money  than  under  the  system  of 
slavery.  Dominica  produces  the  tropical  fruits  in 
great  size  and  abundance.  Its  principal  article  of 
commerce  is  sugar.  Roseau  is  the  principal  town, 
the  seat  of  government  and  the  residence  of  the  no- 
bility of  the  island.  After  lying  in  Prince  Rupert's 
Bay  three  days,  and  filling  with  water,  we  set  sail  for 
home,  sending  a  boat  into  St.  Thomas'  for  news  as  we 
came  along. 


JOHNNT  GREEN  AND  THE  CREAM  CAJEE. 

BT  ARTHUR  UORBSLL. 

One  fourth  of  July  Johnny  Green  came  to  town ;" 
'Twas  the  very  first  time  he  had  ever  "been  down;" 
He  hied  to  the  park  with  but  little  delay, 
Determined  to  have  a  fine  frolic  that  day. 

Oh,  the  sweetmeats  and  candies  which  there  met  his 

gaze  I 
He  had  ne'er  seen  the  "like  on't  in  all  his  born  days;" 
Astonish'd  was  Johnny  at  such  a  display, 
And  he  thought  he  would  have  a  fine  frolic  that  day. 

He  eyed  a  plump  cream  cake,  a  nice  one  I'm  sure — 
(But  Johnny  had  ne'er  seen  a  cream  cake  before—) 
Says  he  to  the  pie-man,  "  how  much  Is  to  pay?" 
For  he  meant  to  eat,  drink,  and  be  merry  that  day. 

So  forthwith  he  bought  it,  and  then,  simple  wight, 
Having  eyed  it  again,  took  a  "  thundering  bite;" 
But  he  soon  spit  it  out,  and  then  threw  it  away; 
And  the  pie-man  thought  Johnny  was  crazy  that  day. 

"Here,  give  my  money  back,  mister  1"  he  cried ; 
"  Your  cake  is  not  dorm— see  the  dough  that's  inside!" 
But  the  man  only  laugh'd,  and  poor  John  turn'd  away, 
Swearing  he'd  been  awfully  cheated  that  day. 


NAPOLEON. 

GOING  TO    WATE1LOO. 


We  saw  two  carriages  approaching,  each  with  six 
horses.  They  disappeared  for  an  instant  In  a  valley, 
then  rose  again  at  a  quarter  of  a  league's  distance  from 
us.  Then  we  set  off  running  toward  the  town,  crying 
VEmpereur!  UEmpereuri  We  arrived  breathless, 
and  only  preceded  the  Emperor  by  some  five  hundred 
paces.  I  thought  he  would  not  stop,  whatever  might 
be  the  crowd  awaiting  him,  and  so  made  for  the  post 
house,  when  I  sunk  down  half  dead  with  the  running, 
but  at  any  rate  I  was  there.  In  a  moment  he  appeared 
turning  the  corner  of  the  street,  the  foaming  horses ; 
then  the  postillions  all  covered  with  ribbons ;  then  the 
carriages  themselves— then  the  people  following  the 
carriages.  I  saw  Napoleon  1  he  was  dressed  in  a  green 
coat,  with  little  epaulets,  and  wore  the  cross  of  the  le- 
gion of  honor.  I  only  saw  his  bust  framed  in  the  square 
of  the  carriage  window.  His  head  fell  upon  his  chest 
—the  famous  medalllc  head  of  the  Roman  Emperor. 
His  forehead  fell  forward,  his  features  immoveable, 
were  of  the  yellowish  color  of  wax,  but  his  eyes  ap- 
peared to  be  alive.  Next  him,  on  his  left,  was  Prince 
Jerome,  a  king  without  a  kingdom,  but  a  faithful  bro- 
ther.  He  was  at  that  period  a  fine  young  man  of  six' 
and  twenty  or  thirty  years  of  age,  hi9  features  regular 
and  well-formed,  beard  black,  and  hair  elegantly  ar- 
ranged. He  saluted  in  place  of  his  brother,  whose 
vague  glance  seemed  lost  in  the  future— perhaps  In  the 
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past.  Opposite  the  Emperor  was  Letort  his  aid-de- 
camp, an  ardent  soldier,  who  seemed  already  to  snuff 
the  air  of  battle :  he  was  smiling,  too,  the  poor  fellow, 
as  if  he  had  long  days  to  live  1  All  this  lasted  but  a 
minute.  The  whip  cracked,  the  horses  neighed,  and 
all  disappeared  like  a  vision. 

RETURNING   FROM  WATERLOO. 

Three  day 8  afterward  toward  evening,  some  people 
arrived  from  St.  Quentin ;  they  said  that  when  they 
came  away  they  heard  cannon.  The  morning  of  the 
17th  a  courier  arrived,  who  scattered  all  along  the  road 
the  news  of  victory.  The  19th  nothing  j  only  vague 
rumors  were  abroad,  coming  no  one  knew  whence.  It 
was  said  that  the  Emperor  was  at  Brussels.  The  20ih 
three  men  in  rags,  two  wounded,  and  riding  jaded  hor. 
ses  all  covered  with  foam,  entered  the  town  and  were 
instantly  surrounded  by  the  whole  population,  and 
pushing  into  the  court  yard  of  the  town  house.  The 
men  hardly  spoke  French.  They,  were,  I  believe, 
Westphaiians,  belonging  somehow  to  our  arms. 

To  all  our  questions  they  only  shook  their  heads 
sadly,  and  ending  by  confessing  that  they  had  left  the 
battle  field  in  Waterloo  at  eight  o'clock,  and  that  the 
battle  was  lost  when  they  came  away.  It  was  the  ad- 
vanced guard  of  the  fugitives.  We  would  not  believe 
them.  We  said  these  men  were  Prussian  spies.  Na- 
poleon could  not  be  beaten.  The  fine  army  which  we 
had  seen  pass  could  not  be  destroyed.  We  wanted  to 
put  the  poor  fellows  in  prison,  so  quickly  had  we  for- 
gotten '13  and  '14,  to  remember  only  the  years  which 
had  gone  before.  My  mother  ran  to  the  fort  where  she 
passed  the  whole  day,  knowing  it  was  there  the  news 
must  arrive,  whatever  it  was.  During  this  time  I 
looked  out  in  the  maps  for  Waterloo,  the  name  of 
which  even  I  could  not  find,  and  began  to  think  the 
place  was  imaginary,  as  was  the  account  of  the  bat- 
tle. 

At  four  o'clock  more  fugitives  arrived  who  confirmed 
the  news  of  the  first  comers.  These  were  French,  and 
could  give  all  the  details  which  was~asked  for.  They 
repeated  what  the  others  had  said,  only  adding  that 
Napoleon  and  his  brother  was  killed.  This  we  could 
not  believe.  Napoleon  might  not  be  invincible,  invul- 
nerable he  certainly  was.  Fresh  news,  more  terrible 
and  disastrous  continued,  to  come  in  until  ten  o'clock 
at  night.  At  ten  o'clock  at  night,  we  heard  the  noise 
of  a  carriage.  It  stopped,  and  the  postmaster  went 
out  with  a  light.  We  followed  him  as  he  ran  to  the 
door  to  ask  for  news.  Then  he  started  a  step  back, 
and  cried  f  f  It's  the  Emperor."  I  got  on  a  stone  bench 
and  looked  over  my  mother's  shoulder.  It  was  indeed 
Napoleon,  seated  in  the  same  corner,  in  the  same  uni- 
form, his  head  on  his  breast  as  before.  Perhaps  it  was 
bent  a  little  lower,  but  there  was  not  a  line  in  his 
countenance,  no  altered  feature,  to  mark  what  were 
the  feelings  of  the  great  gambler  who  had  staked  and 
lost  the  world.  Jerome  and  Letort  were  not  with  him 
now  to  bow  and  smile  in  his  place.  Jerome  was  gath- 
ering together  the  remnants  of  the  army— Letort  had 
been  cut  in  two  by  a  cannon  ball.  Napoleon  lifted  his 
head  slowly,  looked  around  as  if  rousing  from  a  dream, 
and  then  with  a  sudden  voice,  "  What  place  is  this  7" 
he  said,  "  Viller  Cutret,  sire."  "  How  many  leagues 
from  Soissions  7"  "  Six,  sire."  From  Paris  7"  Nine- 
teen" "  Tell  the  post-boys  to  go  quick  7"  and  he  once 
more  flung  himself  back  into  the  corner  of  his  carriage, 
his  head  falling  on  his  chest.    The  horses  carried  him 


as  if  they  had  wings.  The  world  knows  what  bad 
taken  place  between  the  two  apparitions  of  Napoleon. 
—Shore*  of  the  Rhine,  by  Duma*. 


THE  BROKEN  HEART. 

BT  JAMI8  HOOO. 

Now  lock  my  chamber-door,  father, 

And  say  you  left  roe  sleeping ; 
But  never  tell  my  step-mother 

Of  all  this  bitter  weeping. 
No  earthly  sleep  can  ease  my  smart, 

Or  even  a  while  relieve  It ; 
For  there's  a  pang  at  my  young  heart 

That  never  more  can  leave  it 

Oh,  let  me  lie  and  weep  my  fill 

O'er  wounds  that  heal  can  never; 
And  oh,  kind  Heaven !  were  it  thy  will, 

To  close  these  eyes  forever : 
For  how  can  maid's  affections  dear 

Recall  her  love  mistaken  7 
Or  how  can  heart  of  maiden  bear 

To  know  that  heart  forsaken  7 

Oh,  why  should  vows  so  fondly  made, 

Be  broken  ere  the  morrow  7 
To  one  who  loved  as  never  maid 

Loved  in  this  world  of  sorrow? 
The  look  of  scorn  I  cannot  brave, 

Nor  pity's  eye  more  dreary ; 
A  quiet  sleep  within  the  grave 

Is  all  for  which  I  weary ! 


THE  ROVER  OMNIBUS. 

Origikal  Poetry. — We  have  recently  published  se- 
veral beautiful  and  some  quite  remarkable  original 
poems.  "  Giants  in  the  Land,"  in  the  last  Rover,  by 
Ernest  Helfenstein,  is  more  strongly  marked  by  origi- 
nality and  richness  of  imagination,  than  any  other 
poem  we  have  met  with  in  a  magazine  for  a  year  past. 
In  the  present  number  we  have  the  pleasure  of  wel- 
coming Mrs.  C.  M.  Sawyer  to  our  columns.  There  is 
much  sweetness  and  beauty  in  her  writings.  "  Angels" 
by  Stuart,  in  the  present  number,  is  very  prettily  and 
happily  written.  And  MorrelTs  "Johnny  Green" 
shows  that  he  is  quite  at  home  in  the  humorous  as  well 
at  the  grave  style. 


THE  ROVER  BOOK-TABLE. 

Scabs'  Histobt  or  the  Biblb.— Among  the  most 
valuable  as  well  as  attractive  publications  of  the  day, 
should  be  mentioned  Sears'  new  and  complete  history 
of  the  bible,  published  by  Sears  &  Walker  114  Ful- 
ton street,  New  York.  It  is  a  large  volume,  of  nearly 
seven  hundred  pages,  containing  a  very  large  number 
of  fine  wood  engravings,  illustrating  the  scenery,  to- 
pography and  historical  incidents  of  the  scriptures. 
The  volume  is  elegantly  bound,  and  from  it*  intrinsic 
merits  as  well  as  its  attractive  appearance  it  can  hard- 
ly fall  to  be  widely  circulated. 
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And  spot  my  stainless  quiver. 
Volsm.111.-No  6. 


I  Wilder  j  "and,  by-and-by,  he'll  take  it  into  his  head,  if 
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INDIAN  FALLS,  ON  THE  HUDSON. 

WITH  AH  moftATU*. 

This  very  picturesque  view  on  the  Hudson  hat  been 
•  favorite  subject  with  artists.  It  is  near  Cold  Spring, 
opposite  West  Point.  The  engraving  is  valuable  as 
presenting  a  correct  view  of  the  scenery  of  the  place, 
a*  wall  as  being  in  itself  an  interesting  picture. 

Wo  have  nothing  more  appropriate  to  illustrate  this 
plate,  than  the  following  extract  from  Ontwa,  an  In- 
dian poem  of  much  merit,  published  something  more 
than  twenty  years  ago.  We  know  not  the  author  of 
the  poem,  but  the  note*,  which  are  beautifully  written, 
ware  prepared  by  Governor  Cass. 

Oh,  what  a  charm  to  lips  that  thirst, 
Has  rippling  water's  sudden  burst ! 
Long  had  my  wearied  pathway  led, 
Through  wilds  that  then  exhausted  spread, 
Where  streamlets,  dying  at  their  source, 
To  mossy  rocks  had  left  their  course, 
And  dews  which  on  the  foliage  hung 
Alone  had  cool'd  my  fevered  tongue. 

There,  ,neath  the  trees  whose  hanging  shade 
If  ore  dark  the  murro'riog  current  made, 
And,  as  the  breeze  pass'd  o'er,  would  seem 
To  kiss,  with  loving  bough,  the  stream, 
Prone  on  my  breast  I  lay,  and  gave 
My  thirsting  fever  to  the  wave. 
While  thus  reposing  on  the  ground, 
List'ning  to  every  passing  sound, 
With  eyes  intent  upon  the  wood 
Where  soon  my  march  must  be  renaw'd, 
A  stately  deer,  from  adverse  side, 
Rush'd  down  to  quaff  the  cooling  tide. 
"Drink  on,"  I  said,  "  nor  fear  my  bow 
Will  lay  thy  branching  antlers  low. 
Like  thee  was  Ontwa  glad  to  dip 
In  cooling  wave  his  parched  lip." 

While  thus  I  musing  said,  methought 
His  watchful  eye  some  object  caught ; 
He  stood ;  fix'd  by  the  dazzling  charm, 
All  thoughtless  of  the  ambush'd  harm, 
Till  twanging  bow  an  arrow  speeding 
Laid  him  upon  the  pebbles  bleeding. 
From  light  canoe,  the  torch  that  bore, 
A  hunter  leap'd  upon  the  shore, 
Half  pleased,  half  sorrowful,  surveyed 
The  victim  that  his  dart  had  made: 
And  as  he  glided  off  again, 
Thus  raised  the  wild  and  simple  strain. 

Ah,  hapless  deer !  thy  fleet  career 
Will  ne'er  again  skim  o'er  the  plain, 

Nor  up  the  breezy  mountain ; 
And  at  the  dawn,  thy  doe  and  fawn 
Will  vainly  seek  thee  on  the  creek, 

And  near  the  gurgling  fountain. 

'Twas  Chanta's  eye  that  bade  thee  die, 
For  her  I  rove  a  slave  to  love, 

Condemn'd  to  float  the  river, 
Till  branching  horn  ray  bark  adorn, 
Or  blood  of  doe  rest  on  my  bow, 

And  spot  my  stainless  quiver. 
Voi.vms1I1.-No6. 


DEBBY  WILDER, 
The  Farmer's  Daughter. 

.      BT    8BBA    SMITH. 

These  lived  a  few  years  ago,  in  the  interior  of  one 
of  the  middle  states,  a  sturdy  former,  well  to  do  in  the 
world,  by  the  name  of  William  Wilder.  He  had  wan* 
dered  away  from  Yankee  land  in  his  younger  days,  to 
seek  his  fortune ;  and  having  been  employed  by  a  re* 
spectable  Quaker  to  work  on  his  farm,  he  had  contriv- 
ed, with  true  Yankee  adroitness,  to  win  the  affection* 
of  the  old  man's  daughter,  and  had  married  her.  Hto 
wife  having  espoused  one  of  the  world's  people,  con- 
trary to  the  rules  of  her  order,  was  of  course  "  read  ant 
of  the  society ;"  but  William  loved  her  none  the  leatv 
for  that:  if  anything,  he  rfelt  a  little  rejoiced  at  It,  feri 
he  thought  it  seemed  to  bring  her  a  little  nearer  to  hint. 
He  had  no  particular  objections  to  "  them  theeing  and 
thouing  sort  of  folks;"  he  had  always  found  thorn -ft - 
pretty  good  sort  of  people,  but  he  had  no  idea  that  he. 
should  ever  join  them  himself  and  therefore  he  felta 
sort  of  relief,  a  something  he  could  hardly  describe, 
when  told  that  his  wife  was  "  read  out." 

Mrs.  Wilder  never  overcame,  and,  perhaps,  never 
tried  to  overcome,  the  habits  which  had  grown  up  with 
her  childhood  and  youth;  she  always  called  her  hus- 
band William,  and  continued  through  life  to  speak  the 
Quaker  dialect  But  this  from  her  lips  was  never  un- 
grateful or  unwelcome  to  Wilder's  ears;  for  one  of  ifce 
sweetest  sounds  that  dwelt  in  his  memory  was  when 
he  asked  her  a  certain  question,  and  her  reply  was, 
"  William,  thee  has  my  heart  already,  and  my  hand' 
shall  be  thine  whenever  thee  shall  please  to  take  it." 

William  Wilder  was  a  thrifty  and  stirring  man  4  in  a 
few  years  he  found  himself  the  owner  of  a  good  tans, 
and  was  going  ahead  in  the  world  as  fast  as  the  beat 
of  his  neighbors.  Nor  has  the  whole  sum  of  his  good 
fortune  yet  been  stated.  He  was  blest  with  a  daagb* 
ter;  a  bright  rosy-cheeked,  healthy,  romping  girl,  full 
of  life  and  spirits,  and  in  his  eyes  exceedingly  beauti- 
ful. 

This  daughter,  at  the  period  which  is  now  to  be  more 
particularly  described,  had  reached  the  age  of  eighteen 
years.  Her  complexion  was  naturally  fair,  but  a  Mttle 
browned  from  exposure  to  the  sun,  for  she  had  been 
accustomed  from  childhood  to  be  much  in  the  open 
air.  If  this,  however,  had  detracted  aught  from  her 
beauty,  it  was  more  than  compensated  by  the  vigor  and 
elasticity  it  had  imparted  to  her  frame,  and  the  bright 
and  deep  lustre  it  had  brought  to  her  dark  hazel  eye. 
She  was  an  object  of  engrossing  love  to  her  parents, 
and  of  general  attraction  In  the  neighborhood. 

'•  There's  that  Joe  Nelson  alongside  of  Debby  again," 
said  Mr.  Wilder  to  his  wife,  rather  pettishly,  as  they, 
came  out  of  church  one  warm  summer  afternoon,  and 
commenced  their  walk  homeward.  "I  wish  he  wouldn't 
make  himself  quite  so  thick." 

"Well,  now,  my  dear,  I  think  thee  has  a  ttttte-teo 
much  feeling  about  it,"  returned  Mrs.  Wilder.  u  Young 
folks  like  to  be  together,  thee  knows,  and  Joseph  is  a 
clever,  respectable  young  man  j  nobody  ever  says  a 
word  against  him." 

'*  Yes,  he's  too  clever  to  be  worth  anything,"  said 
Wilder  j  "  and,  by-and-by,  he'll  take  it  into  his  head,  if 
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he  hasn't  already,  to  coax  Debby  to  marry  him.  I've 
no  idea  of  her  marrying  a  pauper ;  I've  worked  too 
hard  for  what  Utile  property  I've  got  to  be  willing  to 
to  see  it  go  to  feed  a  vagabond,  who  never  earnt  any- 
thing, and  never  will.  I  don't  believe  Joc'll  ever  be 
worth  a  hundred  dollars  as  long  as  he  lives." 

"  Well  now,  my  dear,  I  think  thee  is  a  little  too  hard 
upon  Joseph,"  said  Mrs.  Wilder;  ,4  thee  should  re- 
member he  is  but  just  out  of  his  time.  His  father  has 
been  sick  several  years,  and  Joseph  has  almost  entire- 
ly supported  the  whole  family." 

"Oh,  I  don't  deny  but  he's  clever  enough,  and  kind 
enough  to  his  father  and  mother,"  said  Mr.  Wilder; 
"  all  is,  I  don't  like  to  see  him  so  thick  along  with  Deb- 
by.  How  should  you  feel  to  see  him  married  to  Debby, 
and  not  worth  a  decent  suit  of  clothes  1" 

"Well,  1  should  feel,"  said  Mrs.  Wilder,  "as  though 
they  were  starling  in  life  very  much  as  we  did,  when 
we  were  first  married.  We  had  decent  clothes,  and 
each  of  us  a  good  pair  of  hands,  and  that  was  about  all 
we  had  to  start  with.  I  don't  think,  William,  we 
should  have  got  along  any  better,  or  been  any  happier, 
if  thee  had  been  worth  a  hundred  thousand  dollars  when 
we  were  married." 

This  argument  came  home  with  such  force  to  Wild- 
el's  own  bosom,  that  he  made  no  attempt  to  answer  it, 
but  walked  on  in  silence  till  they  reached  their  dwell- 
ing. Debby  and  Joseph  had  ajrived  there  before  them, 
and  were  already  seated  In  the  parlor.  Seeing  Joseph 
as  they  passed  the  window,  Mr.  Wilder  chose  not  to  go 
in,  but  continued  his  walk  up  the  road  to  the  high 
ground  that  overlooked  some  of  his  fields,  where  he  stood 
ruminating  for  half  an  hour  upon  the  prospect  of  his 
crops,  and  more  particularly  upon  the  unpleasant  sub- 
ject of  Debby  and  Joe  Nelson.  The  young  man  had 
become  so  familiar  and  so  much  at  home  at  his  house, 
that  he  could  hardly  doubt  there  was  a  strong  attach- 
ment growing  up  between  him  and  Debby,  and  he  be- 
gan to  feel  very  uneasy  about  it.  He  had  always  been 
ao  fond  of  his  daughter,  and  her  presence  was  so  ne- 
cessary to  his  happiness,  that  the  idea  of  her  marrying 
at  all,  was  a  sad  thought  to  him ;  but  if  she  must  mar- 
ry, he  was  determined  it  should  be,  if  possible,  to  a  per- 
son of  some  property,  who  would  at  once  place  her  in 
a  comfortable  situation  in  life,  and  relieve  him  from 
the  foolish  anxiety,  so  common  in  the  world,  lest  his 
own  little  estate  should  be  dishonored  by  family  con- 
nections not  equal  to  it.  While  he  remained  there  in 
this  musing  mood,  he  recognized  Henry  Miller  coming 
down  the  road,  and  ho  resolved  at  once  to  lake  him 
home  with  him  to  supper.  Miller  was  a  dashing  busi- 
ness young  fellow,  who  kept  a  store  about  a  mile  and 
a  half  from  Wilder'*,  and  was  reputed  to  be  worth 
some  five  or  six  thousand  dollars.  He  had  heretofore 
been  a  frequent  visitor  at  Wildcr's  house,  and  there 
was  a  time  when  his  attentions  to  Debby  were  such  as 
to  cause  Mr.  Wilder  to  expect  that  the  thiifty  young 
trader  would  become  his  son-in-law.  Debby,  however, 
was  not  sufficiently  pleased  with  him  to  encourage  his 
attentions,  and  for  some  lime  past  bis  visits  had  been 
discontinued. 

"Good  afternoon,  Mr.  Miller,"  said  Wilder,  present 
Ing  his  hand;  "glad  to  see  you,  how  do  you  do  7  Pine 
day,  this." 

"Ye",  fine  dav,"  rail  Miller,  "excellent  weather  for 
crops  ;  how  are  you  all  at  home  ?" 

••Quite  well,  thank  ye,"  said  Wild  r.    "Come,  you 


must  go  down  to  the  house  with  me.    Why  have  yot» 
been  such  a  stranger  lately  ?" 

"Oh,  I've  generally  been  pretty  busy,"  said  Miller, 
coloring  a  little,  "I  don't  get  much  time  to  visit." 

"  Well,  you  must  go  down  to  the  house  with  me 
now,  and  stop  to  supper,"  said  Wilder ;  "  you  can  have 
nothing  to  prevent  you  to-day,  I'm  sare." 

Miller  colored  still  deeper ;  said  he  did  not  think  he 
could  stop;  he  only  came  out  to  take  a  bit  of  a  walk,, 
and  didn't  think  of  going  any  further  than  the  top  of 
the  hill  where  they  now  stood.  Mr.  Wilder,  however, 
would  not  take  "no"  for  an  answer,  and  after  consi- 
derable importunity  he  prevailed  upon  Miller  to  accept 
his  invitation,  and  they  descended  the  hill  together  and 
went  into  the  house. 

"  Debby,  here's  Mr.  Miller,"  said  Wilder,  as  they  en- 
tered the  parlor. 

Debby  rose,  handed  a  chair,  and  said  good  evening;. 
but  her  face  was  covered  with  blushes,  and  she  return- 
ed again  to  her  scat. 

As  Miller  seated  himself  in  the  chair,  he  glanced 
across  the  room  and  recognized  Joseph  Nelson.  The 
two  young  men  nodded  at  each  other,  and  both  seem- 
ed somewhat  embarassed. 

"Where's  your  mother,  Debby  7"  said  Mr.  Wilder; 
"  Mr.  Miller's  going  to  stop  to  supper."  Then  turn- 
ing to  Mr.  Miller,  "Excuse  me,  a  little  while,"  he 
said,  "  I  want  to  go  and  show  Joseph  that  field  of 
com  of  mine  we  were  looking  at,  back  of  the  hfll.  Ac- 
cording ta  my  notion,  it  is  the  stoutest  piece  there  is 
in  town.    Come,  Joseph,  go  up  and  look  at  it." 

"I  think  it  is  the  stoutest  piece  I've  seen  this  year," 
said  Joseph ;  "  I  saw  it  about  a  week  ago." 

"  Oh,  it's  gained  amazingly  within  a  week,"  said  Mr. 
Wilder,  "  come,  go  up  and  look  at  it." 

Joseph  was  altogether  unaccustomed  to  such  atten- 
tions from  Mr.  Wilder,  and  he  looked  not  a  little  con- 
fused as  he  took  his  hat  and  followed  him  to  the  door. 
They  went  up  the  road,  and  Mr.  Wilder  took  him  all 
around  the  field  of  corn,  and  examined  hill  after  hill, 
and  looked  imo  the  other  fields,  and  found  a  hundred 
things  to  stop  and  look  at,  and  talked  more  to  Joseph 
than  he  had  done  before  for  six  months.  Joseph  sus- 
pected that  this  walk  was  undertaken  by  Mr.  Wilder 
for  the  purpose  of  leaving  Miller  and  Debby  in  the  room- 
together,  but  he  bore  it  all  patiently,  and  answered  all 
Mr.  Wilder1  a  remarks  about  his  crops  and  his  fields 
with  apparent  interest,  for  he  knew  too  well  the  state 
of  Debby's  feelings,  both  toward  himself  and  toward 
Miller,  to  feel  any  uneasiness.  At  length  Mr.  Wilder 
concluded  supper  must  be  nearly  ready,  and  they  re- 
.  turned  to  the  house.  On  entering  the  parlor,  they 
fonnd  Miller  alone,  reading  a  newspaper.  Mr.  Wilder 
looked  vexed. 

"What,  all  alone,  Mr.  Miller?"  said  Wilder;  "I 
shouldn't  have  staid  so  long,  but  I  thought  Debby 
would  amuse  you  till  we  got  back." 

"Miss  Debby  had  some  engagement  that  required 
her  attention,"  said  Mr.  Miller,  "and  asked  to  be  ex- 
cused ;  but  I  have  found  myself  quite  interested  in  this 
newspaper." 

Wilder  went  out  and  met  his  wife  in  the  hall,  and 
asked  her  how  long  it  had  been  since  Debby  left  Mr. 
Miller  alone  in  the  parlor. 

"She  left  in  three  minutes  after  thee  went  out,"  said 
Mrs.  Wilder,  "and  I  couldn't  persuade  her  to  go  back 
a»aio.  She  said  she  knew  thee  went  out  on  purpose 
to  leave  .her  and  Henry  alone  there  together,  and  she 
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would  not  stay.  It's  no  use,  William,  these  things  al- 
ways will  have  their  own  way,  and  it's  no  use  trying 
to  prevent  it." 

The  supper  passed  off  rather  silently  an  drat  her  awk- 
wardly. Mr.  Wilder  eudeavored  to  be  sociable  and  po- 
lite to  Miller,  and  Debby  performed  many  little  silent 
acts  of  politeness  toward  Joseph,  and  Mrs.  Wilder,  as 
usual,  was  mild  and  complaisant  to  all.  But  an  air  of 
embarrassment  pervaded  the  whole  company,  and  when 
they  rose  from  the  table,  Henry  Miller  asked  to  be  ex- 
cused, and  said  it  was  time  for  him  to  be  returning 
homeward.  Mr.  Wilder  endeavored  to  persuade  him 
to  stop  and  spend  the  evening,  but  Henry  was  decided 
and  said  he  must  go.  After  he  had  gone,  Joseph  and 
Debby  returned  again  to  the  parlor,  where  they  were 
joined  a  part  of  the  evening  by  Mrs.  Wilder;  but  Mr. 
Wilder,  after  walking  up  and  down  the  dining-room 
for  an  hour  or  two,  retired  to  bed ;  not,  however,  to 
sleep.  His  mind  was  too  much  engrossed  with  the 
destiny  of  Debby,  to  allow  of  repose.  He  counted  the 
hours,  as  they  were  told  by  the  clock,  till  it  had  struck 
twelve.  Mrs.  Wilder  had  then  been  two  hours  asleep, 
still  he  had  not  heard  Joseph  go  out.  After  a  while 
the  clock  struck  one,  and  in  a  few  minutes  after  that, 
he  heard  the  outer  door  rather  softly  opened  and  closed ; 
and  then  he  heard  Debby  tripping  lightly  to  her  cham- 
ber. 

"  Ah,"  thought  Wilder  to  himself,  "  it  is  as  my  wife 
■ays;  these  things  will  have  their  own  way.  This 
staying  till  one  o'clock  looks  like  rather  serious  busi- 


The  next  day  Debby  had  a  long  private  interview 
with  her  mother ;  and,  after  dinner,  Mrs  Wilder  wish- 
ed to  have  some  conversation  with  her  husband  in  the 
parlor. 

"  Well,  ray  dear,"  said  she,  "  Debby  and  Joseph  arc 
bent  upon  getting  married.  It  seems  that  they  made 
up  their  minds  to  it  some  months  ago ;  and  now  they 
have  fixed  upon  the  lime.  They  say  they  must  be 
married  week  after  next.  Now,  I  think  we  had  belter 
fall  in  with  it  with  as  good  feelings  as  we  can,  and 
make  the  best  of  it.  Thee  knows  I  have  always  said 
these  things  will  have  their  own  way,  and  when  young 
folks  get  their  minds  made  up,  I  don't  think  it's  a  good 
plan  to  to  interfere  with  'em.  As  long  as  Joseph  is 
clever  and  respectable,  and  good  to  work,  I  think  we 
ought  to  feel  contented  about  it,  although  he  is  poor. 
It  seems  to  me  there  are  as  many  folks  that  marry 
poor,  that  make  out  well  in  the  world,  as  there  are  that 
marry  rich." 

After  a  little  reflection  upon  the  matter,  Wilder  came 
to  the  conclusion  that  his  wife  had  nearly  the  right  of 
It,  and  told  her  he  would  make  no  further  opposition 
to  the  match ;  they  might  be  married  as  soon  as  they 
chose. 

"Well,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Wilder,  "Debby  needs 
a  little  change  to  get  some  things  with  this  week,  in 
order  to  get  ready  to  be  married." 

"  How  much  will  she  want  this  week  T  said  Mr. 
Wilder. 

"  If  thee  can  let  her  have  fifteen  or  twenty  dollars," 
said  Mrs.  Wilder,  •'  I  think  it  would  do  for  the  pre- 
sent" 

"Well,  now,  I've  no  money  by  me,"  said  Mr.  Wild- 
er, "excepting  a  hundred  dollar  bill,  and  it's  impossi- 
ble to  get  that  changed  short  of  sending  it  to  the  bank, 
a  distance  of  ten  miles.  I  tried  all  over  the  neighbor- 
hood last  week  to  get  it  changed,  but  couldn't  succeed. 


(  shall  be  too  busy  to  go  myself  to-morrow,  but  if  Deb- 
by has  a  mind  to  get  on  to  the  old  horse  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  take  the  bill  to  the  bank  and  get  it  changed, 
she  riiay  have  some  of  the  money." 

This  proposition  was  soon  reported  to  Debby,  who 
8  a  id,  "she  had  just  as  leaves  take  the  iide  as  not." 

The  matter  being  thus  amicably  arranged  with  Mr. 
Wilder,  there  was  nothing  to  hindergoing  forward  with 
comfort  and  despatch  in  making  preparations  for  the 
wedding.  Debby  was  in  excellent  spirits,  turned  off 
the  work  about  the  house  with  remarkable  facility,  and 
evinced  unueual  solicitude  in  her  attentions  to  her  fa- 
ther, anticipating  all  his  wants  almost  before  he  had 
lime  to  name  them.  And  on  the  other  hand,  Mr. 
Wilder  was  in  unusual  good  humor  toward  Debby. 
Having  at  last  brought  his  mind  to  assent  to  the  ar- 
rangement which  he  had  so  strongly  opposed,  his  feel- 
ings were  now  in  a  state  of  reaction,  which  caused  him 
to  regard  Debby  with  uncommon  tenderness.  His 
eyes  followed  her  about  the  house  with  looks  of  love, 
and  a  tone  of  kindness  breathed  in  every  word  he  ut- 
tered. The  next  morning  his  old  gray  horse  was  stand- 
ing at  the  door  and  eating  provender,  full  two  hours 
before  Debby  was  ready  to  start }  and  Mr.  Wilder  had 
been  out  half  a  dozen  times  to  examine  the  saddle  and 
bridle  to  see  that  everything  was  right,  and  had  lifted 
up  the  horse's  feet,  one  after  another,  all  round,  to  see 
If  any  of  the  shoes  were  loose.  And  when  at  last  Deb- 
by was  ready,  he  led  old  gray  to  the  horse-block,  end 
held  him  till  she  was  well  seated  in  the  saddle,  and 
then  he  handed  her  the  bridle,  and  shortened  the  stir- 
rup-leather, and  buckled  the  girth  a  little  tighter  to  pre- 
vent the  danger  of  the  saddle's  turning,  and  when  he 
had  seen  that  all  was  right,  he  stepped  into  the  house 
and  brought  out  his  little  riding  whip  and  placed  in  her 
hand,  and  giviug  her  a  hundred  charges  to  take  care  of 
herself;  and  be  careful  she  did  not  get  a  fall,  he  stepped 
up  on  the  horse-block,  and  stood  and  watched  her  as 
she  turned  into  the  road  and  ascended  the  bill,  till  she 
was  entirely  out  of  sight. 

Debby  trotted  on  leisurely  over  the  long  road  she 
had  to  travel,  but  she  was  too  full  of  pleasant  thoughts 
and  bright  anticipations  to  feel  weary  at  the  distance 
or  lonely  in  the  solitude.  The  road  was  but  little  tra- 
veled, and  she  met  but  two  persons  in  the  whole  dis- 
tance, one  as  she  was  descending  a  hill  about  a  mile 
from  home,  and  tho  other  in  the  long  valley  of  dark 
woods  about  mid-way  in  her  journey.  Had  she  been 
of  a  timid  disposition,  she  would  have  felt  a  good  deal 
of  uneasiness  when  she  saw  this  last  person  approach- 
ins  her.  His  appearance  was  dark  and  ruffianly,  they 
were  two  miles  from  any  house,  and  in  the  midst  of  a 
deep  silent  wilderness.  But  Debby's  nerves  were  un- 
moved j  she  returned  his  bow  in  passing,  and  kept  oa 
her  way  with  perfect  composure. 

She  reached  the  end  of  her  journey  in  due  time, 
hitched  her  horse  in  the  shed  at  the  village  hotel,  and 
inquired  of  the  waiter  at  the  door  the  way  to  the  bank. 
As  he  was  pointing  out  to  her  its  location,  she  observ- 
ed a  tall,  dark-looking  man,  with  black  whiskers  and 
heavy  eye-brows,  looking  steadily  at  her.  She,  how- 
ever, turned  away  without  noticing  him  any  further, 
and  went  directly  to  the  bank.  When  she  reached  the 
door,  she  found  it  closed,  and  learnt  from  the  bystand- 
ers that  the  bank,  from  some  cause  or  other,  was  shut 
for  tho  day.  In  her  exceeding  disappointment,  she 
stood  silent  for  some  time,  uncertain  what  she  should 
do. 
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"Is  It  anything,  Miss,  that  I  can  help  you  about?" 
Mid  a  gentleman  at  the  adjoining  shop  door. 

Debby  replied  that  she  wanted  to  get  a  bill  changed 
at  the  bank. 

"  Oh,  I'll  change  it  for  you,"  said  the  gentleman,  "if 
it  isn't  too  large ;  come,  step  in  here." 

She  accordingly  stepped  into  the  store,  and  giving 
him  many  thanks,  handed  him  the  bill. 

" Ob,  a  hundred  dollars,"  said  he ;  "I  can't  do  it ;  I 
haven't  half  that  amount  in  the  store.  But  if  you  go 
across  there  to  the  apothecary's,  I  think  it  likely  enough 
he  may  do  it." 

Oebby  thanked  him  again,  and  went  across  to  the 
apothecary's.  Here  she  made  known  her  wishes,  but 
with  no  better  success.  The  apothecary  looked  at  the 
bHJ,  and  opened  his  pocket-book,  and  then  discovered 
that  he  had  paid  away  all  his  small  bills  that  day  and 
couldn't  change  it.  As  she  turned  to  go  out,  she  en- 
countered a  man  behind  her,  who  seemed  to  have  been 
looking  OAer  her  shoulder.  She  looked  up  at  him,  and 
recognized  the  tall  man  with  black  whiskers,  whom 
aba  had  noticed  at  the  hotel.  Leaving  the  druggist's 
shop,  sbo8aw  a  large  dry  goods  store,  and  thought  she 
Would  try  her  luck  there.  Still  she  was  unsuccessful. 
Am  the  was  leaving  the  store,  she  met  the  tall  man 
with  black  whiskers  again.  He  looked  smilingly  upon 
her,  and  asked  her  to  let  him  see  the  bill,  for  he  thought 
it  probable  ho  could  change  it.  After  looking  at  it,  he 
returned  it  to  her  again,  observing,  if  it  had  been  a  city 
hill  ha  would  have  changed  it,  but  he  didn't  like  to 
change  a  country  bill. 

Having  tried  at  two  or  three  other  places  without 
effecting  her  object,.  Debby  found  she  must  give  it  up, 
for  she  was  now  told  It  probably  would  not  be  possible 
for  her  to  get  it  changed  till  the  bank  should  be  opened 
the  next  day.  Nothing  further  remained  therefore 
that  she  could  do,  and  she  concluded  to  return  im- 
mediately home.  As  ahe  rode  out  of  the  hotel  yard, 
she  observed  again  the  tall  man  with  black  whiskers, 
standing  at  the  corner  of  the  house,  and  apparently 
wafebing  her  movements.  She  could  not  but  think 
he  had  considerable  impertinent  curiosity,  but  she  rode 
oh,  and  was  no  sooner  out  of  his  sight  than  he  was  out 
of  her  mind,  for  her  own  perplexing  disappointment 
engrossed  all  her  thoughts.  She  passed  over  the  first 
two  miles  of  her  homeward  journey  almost  unconcious 
of  the  distance,  a*  busily  was  she  turning  over  in  her 
mind  various  expedients  to  remedy  the  failure  of  her 
present  undertaking.  Sometimes  she  thought  she  must 
return  again  to  the  bank  the  next  morning ;  but  the 
journey  was  rather  more  of  an  undertaking  than  she 
had  anticipated,  and  she  shrunk  a  little  from  the  idea 
of  a  repetition  of  it.  She  thought  of  several  of  their 
neighbors,  of  whom  she  presumed  it  might  be  possible 
to  borrow  a  few  dollars  for  a  short  lime.  But  then  she 
knew  her  father  was  so  strenuously  opposed  to  bor- 
rowing, that  he  would  on  no  account  allow  it  to  be 
done;  and  would  never  forgive  her  should  he  find  out 
that  she  had  done  it  without  his  knowledge,  or  con- 
sent. She  might  get  trusted  for  most  of  the  articles 
she  wanted,  but  several  of  them  of  the  most  Import- 
ance were  at  Henry  Miller's  store,  and  she  would  not 
ask  to  be  trusted  there,  if  she  never  obtained  the 
articles. 

Her  reveries  were  at  last  broken  off  by  the  sound  of 
a  horse  coming  up  at  rather  a  quick  trot  behind  her. 
She  looked  over  her  shoulder,  and  there  was  the  tall 
man  with  the  black  whiskers,  mounted  on  a  large  and 


beautiful  black  horse,  within  a  few  yards  of  bar.  She 
shuddered  a  little  at  first  at  the  ides  of  having  his  com- 
pany through  the  woods,  but  as  he  came  up  ho  ac- 
costed hsr  with  such  a  bland  smile  and  such  gentle 
and  easy  manners,  that  ahe  soon  recovered  from  her 
trepidation  and  rode  on  with  her  wonted  composure. 

"  Rather  a  long  road  here,  Miss,"  said  the  stranger, 
looking  at  the  dark  woods  that  lay  in  the  great  valley 
before  them.    "  How  far  do  you  go,  Miss  1" 

"  Seven  or  eight  miles,"  said  Debby,  hesitating  a 
little. 

" 1  am  happy  to  find  company  on  the  road,"  said  the 
stranger,  "for  it  is  rather  lonesome  riding  alone.  I 
trust  you'll  allow  me  to  be  your  protector  through  the 
woods." 

Debby  thanked  him,  but  said,  "  she  was  never  lone- 
some and  never  afraid.  Still,  in  a  lonely  place  it  was 
always  agreeable  to  have  company." 

•♦Did  you  make  out  to  get  your  bill  changed  1"  said 
the  stranger. 

"  No"  said  Debby,  "  I  tried  till  I  was  tired,  but  I  couM 
not  find  any  one  to  change  it  I  don't  know  hot  1  shall 
have  to  come  back  again  to-morrow,  it  is  impossible  to 
get  it  changed  in  our  neighborhood." 

The  stranger  made  himself  very  agreeable  in  bis 
conversation,  and  Debby  began  to  think  that  her  feel- 
ings at  first  had  done  him  injustice,  and  she  tried  what 
she  could  to  make  amende  by  being  social  and  egree- 
blc  in  her  turn.  A  couple  of  miles  more  had  been 
passed  over  in  this  way,  not  unpleasantly,  and  they 
had  now  reached  the  deepest  and  darkest  part  of  the 
valley  through  which  the  road  lay.  The  heavy  woods 
were  above  them  and  around  them,  and  not  a  sound 
was  to  be  heard  except  the  murmuring  of  a  little  break, 
over  which  they  had  just  passed.  The  stranger  sud- 
denly rode  close  to  her  side,  and  selling  the  rein  of  her 
bridle,  told  her  at  once  ahe  roust  give  him  the  bandied 
dollar  bill. 

"  Now  this  is  carrying  the  joke  too  far,"  said  Debby, 
trying  to  laugh;  "in  such  a  place  as  this  too,  It's 
enough  to  frighten  one." 

"  It's  no  joke  at  all,"  said  the  strangeT;  "we  wHI  go 
no  further  till  you  give  me  the  hundred  dollar  bill." 

Debby  trembled  and  turned  pale,  for  she  thought  she 
saw  something  in  the  stranger's  eye  that  looked  as 
though  he  was  in  earnest. 

"  But  surely  you  don't  mean  any  such  thing  T*  said 
Debby,  trying  to  pull  the  rein  from  his  hand.  "It's 
too  bad  to  try  to  frighten  me  so  here." 

"  We  mustn't  dally  about  it,"  said  the  stranger,  hold- 
ing tho  reign  tightly ;  "  you  see  I  arn  in  earnest  by 
tliis,"  drawing  a  pistol  from  his  pocket  and  polo  ling  it 
toward  hcT. 

"  Oh !  mercy,"  said  Debby,  "  you  may  have  the 
money,  if  you  will  let  me  go." 

"  The  money  is  all  I  want,"  said  the  stranger,  "  but 
there  must  be  no  more  dallying;  the  sooner  you  hand 
it  over  the  better." 

Debby  at  once  drew  forth  the  bill  and  attempted  to 
hand  it  to  the  stranger,  but  her  hand  trembled  so,  1 
dropped  from  her  finders  just  before  It  reached  his,  and 
at  that  moment  a  little  gust  of  wind  wafted  it  back 
gently  toward  tho  brook.  The  stranger  leaped  from 
his  horse  and  ran  back  two  or  three  rods  to  recover  if. 
Debby  was  not  so  far  gone  in  her  fright  but  that  the 
had  her  thoughts  about  her;  and  seizing  the  rein  of  the 
stranger's  horse,  she  applied  the  whip  to  both  horses 
at  once,  and  was  instantly  off  upon  a  quick  canter. 
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The  man  called  to  her  to  stop  in  a  loud,  threatening 
tone,  and  at  once  fired  his  pistol  at  her ;  but  as  she  did 
nofcfoel  the  cold  lead,  she  did  not  stop  or  turn  even 
enough  to  give  him  a  farewell  look.  The  remaining 
five  miles  of  her  journey  was  soon  passed  over;  and 
as  ehe  came  out  into  the  settlement  and  passed  the 
dwellings  of  her  neighbors,  many  were  the  heads  that 
looked  from  the  windows  and  the  doors,  and  great  was 
the  wonderment  at  seeing  Debby  riding  home  so  fast, 
and  leading  such  a  fine  strange  horse. 

Her  father,  who  had  Been  her  come  over  the  hill, 
net  her  some  rods  from  the  house,  exclaiming  with 
looks  of  astonishment,  "  What  upon  earth  have  you 
here,  Debby  1    Whose  horse  is  that  ?" 

"  Why,  Debby,  what  has  thee  been  doing  1"  said 
Mrs.  Wilder,  who  was  but  a  few  steps  behind  her  hus- 
band ;  "  thee  doesn't  look  well ;  what  is  the  matter  ?" 

As  soon  as  they  were  seated  in  the  house  Debby  told 
them  the  whole  story,  and  Mrs.  Wilder's  eyes  were 
foil  of  tears  daring  the  whole  recital.  When  she  had 
rested  a  little  and  the jjush  of  feeling  began  to  subside, 
Mr.  Wilder  felt  so  rejoiced  at  his  daughter's  escape, 
that  he  began  to  feel  in  excellent  spirits.  He  led  the 
arrange  horse  to  the  door  and  began  to  examine  him. 

"  Well,  Debby,"  said  he,  "  since  you've  got  home 
safe  at  last,  we  may  begin  to  talk  about  business  a  lit- 
tle now.  The  hundred  dollar  bill  is  gone ;  but  I'm 
thinking,  after  all,  you  haven't  made  a  very  bad  bar- 
gain. That's  the  likeliest  horse  I've  seen  this  many 
a  day.  I  don't  think  it  would  be  a  very  difficult  mat- 
ter to  sell  him  for  two  hundred  dollars.  At  any  rate 
I'll  take  the  horse  for  the  hundred  dollars,  and  you 
may  have  the  saddle  for  the  twenty  dollars  you  was  to 
have  out  of  it." 

"  And  the  saddle-bags,  too,  I  suppose,"  said  Debby, 
feeling  a  little  disposed  to  join  in  the  joke. 

"Yes,  and  the  saddle-bags,  too,"  Baid  Mr.  Wilder ; 
"no,  stop,  we'll  see  what's  in  them  first,"  he  conti- 
nued, untying  them  from  the  saddle.  "Oh,  there's 
lot's  of  shirts,  and  stockings,  and  handkerchiefs,  and 
capital  good  ones  too.  Yes,  Debby,  tho  saddle-bags 
are  yours ;  these  things  come  in  very  good  time  for 
Joeeph,  you  know." 

Debby  colored,  but  said  nothing. 

"  Now,  William,"  said  Mrs.  Wilder,  "  thee  is  a  little 
to  full  of  thy  fun." 

"  No  fun  about  it,"  said  Wilder,  replacing  the  arti- 
cles in  the  leather  bags.  "Here,  Debby,  take  'em 
and  take  care  of  'em." 

Debby  took  the  saddle-bags  to  her  chamber,  not  a 
little  gratified  with  the  valuable  articles  of  clothing 
they  contained.  She  emptied  the  contents  upon  the 
bed j  and  on  examining  to  see  if  everything  was  out. 
she  discovered  an  inside  pocket  in  one  of  the  bags, 
She  opened  it  and  drew  therefrom  an  elegent  pocket- 
book.  On  opening  the  pocket-book  she  found  it  con- 
tained a  qnanty  of  bills.  She  counted,  and  counted, 
and  her  heart  beat  quicker  and  quicker,  for  before  she 
got  through  she  had  fifteen  hundred  dollars  in  good 
bank  money. 

Debby  kept  her  own  counsel.  In  a  few  days  it  was 
rumored  that  Joseph  Nelson  had  purchased  an  excel- 
lent little  firm  in  the  neighborhood,  that  had  been  of- 
fered for  sale  some  months  since  at  a  thousand  dollars, 
and  considered  a  great  bargain. 

"Joseph,"  said  Mr.  Wilder,  the  next  time  they 
net,  "lam  astonished  to  bear  that  yon  have  been 
running  in  debt  for  a  form  such  times  as  these.    I 


think  you  ought  to  have  worked  three  or  four  years 
and  got  something  beforehand,  before  running  in  debt 
so  much  " 

"But  I  haven't  been  running  in  debt,"  said  Joseph. 

"  Haven't  yon  bought  Sanderson's  farm  7"  said 
Wilder. 

'•  Yes,  I  have,"  said  Joseph. 

"At  a  thousand  dollars?"  said  Wilder. 

"  Yes,"  said  Joseph,  "  but  I  paid  for  it  all  down.  I 
don't  run  in  debt  for  anything." 

Mr.  Wilder  was  too  much  astonished  to  ask  any  fur- 
ther questions. 

Joseph  Nelson  made  an  excellent  farmer  and  res- 
pectable man  ;  he  was  industrious,  and  got  rapidly  be- 
forehand; and  Mr.  Wilder  was  always  proud  x>f  bis 
son-in-law.  It  was  some  ten  years  after  this,  when 
Mr.  Wilder  was  sitting  one  day  and  trotting  his  third 
grandson  on  his  knee,  that  he  said, 

"Debby,  I  should  like  to  know  how  Joseph  con- 
trived to  purchase  this  (arm  at  the  time  you  were  mar- 
ried." 

Debby  steeped  to  the  closet,  brought  out  the  old 
saddle-bags,  and  opening  them  pointed  to  the  inner 
pocket,  saying,  "  the  money  came  from  there,  sir." 

THE  FAIRIES  OF  CALDON  LOW. 
A  Midsummer  Legend. 

BY  MARY  HOWITT. 

"And  where  have  you  been,  my  Mary, 
And  where  have  you  been  from  me?" 

"I've  been  at  the  top  of  the  Caldon-Low, 
The  Midsummer  night  to  seel" 

"And  what  did  you  see,  my  Mary, 

All  up  on  the  Caldon-Low  ?" 
"  I  saw  the  bright  sunshine  come  down, 

And  I  saw  the  merry  winds  blow." 

"  And  what  did  you  hear,  my  Mary, 

All  up  on  the  Caldon-Hill  T 
"I  heard  the  drops  of  the  water  made, 

And  the  green  corn  ears  to  fill." 

"  Oh,  tell  me  all,  my  Mary- 
All,  all  that  ever  you  know ; 

For  you  must  have  seen  the  fairies, 
Last  night  on  the  Caldon-Low" 

"  Then  take  me  on  your  knee,  mother, 

And  listen,  mother  of  mine  :— 
A  hundred  fairies  danced  last  night, 

And  the  harpers  they  were  nine. 

"  And  merry  was  the  glee  of  the  harp-strings,' 

And  their  dancing  feet  so  small j 
But,  oh,  the  sound  of  their  talking 

Was  merrier  far  than  ail !" 

"  And  what  were  the  words,  my  Mary, 
That  you  did  hear  them  say?" 

"I'll  tell  you  all,  my  mother- 
But  let  me  have  my  way  I 

"  And  some  they  played  with  the  water, 

And  roll'd  it  down  the  hill ; 
•And  this,'  they  said,  'shall  speedily  torn 

The  poor  old  miller's  mill; 

" '  For  there  has  been  no  water 
Ever  since  the  first  of  May ; 
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And  a  busy  man  shall  the  miller  be 
By  the  dawning  of  the  day  1 

•«  'Oh,  the  miller,  how  he  will  laugh. 

When  he  sees  the  mill-dam  rise! 
The  jolly  old  miller,  how  he  will  laugh 

Till  the  tears  fill  both  his  eyes V 

"  And  some  they  seized  the  little  winds, 

That  sounded  over  the  hill, 
And  each  put  a  horn  into  his  mouth, 

And  blew  so  sharp  and  shrill  :— 

" '  And  there,'  they  said,  *  the  merry  winds  go, 

Away  from  every  horn ; 
And  those  shall  clear  the  mildew  dank 

From  the  blind  old  widow's  corn ! 

M  'Oh,  the  poor,  blind  old  widow- 
Though  she  has  been  blind  so  long, 

She'll  be  merry  enough  when  the  mildew's  gone, 
And  the  corn  stands  stiff  and  strong!' 

•*  And  some  they  brought  the  brown  lint- seed, 
And  flung  it  down  from  the  Low — 

'And  this,'  said  they,  '  by  the  sun-rise, 
In  the  weaver's  croft  shall  grow! 

•"Oh,  the  poor  lame  weaver, 

How  he  will  laugh  outright, 
When  he  sees  his  dwindling  flax-field 

All  full  of  flowers  by  night !' 

"And  then  upspoke  a  brownie, 

With  a  long  beard  on  his  chin— 
'I've  spun  up  all  the  tow,'  said  he, 

'And  I  want  some  more  to  spin. 

'"I've  spun  a  piece  of  hempen  cloth, 

And  I  want  to  spin  another— 
A  little  sheet  for  Mary's  bed, 

And  an  apron  for  her  mother!' 

"  And  with  that  I  could  not  help  but  laugh, 

And  I  laughed  out  loud  and  free ; 
And  then  on  the  top  of  the  Caldon-Low 

There  was  no  one  left  but  me. 

11  And,  all  on  the  top  of  the  Caldon-Low, 

The  mists  were  cold  and  gray, 
And  nothing  I  saw  but  the  mossy  stones 

That  round  about  me  lay. 

"  But  as  1  came  down  from  the  hill-top, 

I  heard,  afar  below, 
How  busy  the  jolly  miller  was, 

And  how  menily  the  wheel  did  go! 

"And  I  pcep'd  into  the  widow's  field, 

And,  sure  enough,  was  seen 
T*jo  vellow  ears  of  the  mildewed  corn 
standing  stiifand  green. 

-And  down  by  the  weaver's  croft  I  stole, 

To  see  if  the  flax  were  high ; 
But  I^saw  the  weaver  at  bis  gate, 
With  the  good  news  in  his  eye ! 

••Now,  this  is  all  I  heard,  mother, 

And  all  that  I  did  see ; 
So,  prithee,  make  my  bed  mother, 

For  I'm  tired  as  I  can  be!" 
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It  was  a  fine  autumnal  day  j  a  fresh  breeie  was  \ 
ing  among  the  leaves;  and  a  few  island-like  clouds 
sailing  across  the  clear  sky,  threw  their  flying  shad- 
ows upon  the  waving  corn-fields.  Pursuant  to  a  long- 
given  promise,  I  was  taking  some  of  my  children 
down  the  Wye!  and  as  we  came  under  Goodrich 
Castle,  we  moored  our  boat,  as  is  usual,  to  climb  up  its 
ascent.  I  am  the  father  of  some  silly  girls,  who  sin- 
cerely lament,  I  believe,  that  the  age  of  chivalry  is 
passed,  and  that  they  have  lost  their  chance  of  dispens- 
ing the  honors  of  a  tournament  Goodrich  accordingly 
was  a  grand  point  of  interest,  and  on  arriving,  nothing 
was  allowed  to  escape  them.  They  mounted,  to  the 
peril  of  their  necks,  to  the  tops  of  the  towers;  clambered 
up  a  ricketty  ladder  into  the  windows,  for  the  pleasure 
of  touching  the  Saxon  writing;  and  squeexed  into  the 
porter's  seat  through  corridors  less  than  half  the  width 
of  their  enormous  bonnets,  to  reconnolter  one  another 
without  according  to  their  ideas  of  antiquity.  All  this 
enthusiasm  appeared  absurd  enough  to  my  sober  judg- 
ment ;  yet  I  remember  how  nearly  my  feelings  had 
been  like  their,  when,  about  thirty  years  before,  I  visit- 
ed this  same  spot.  "  Mais  U  tempt  change  tout  celaf 
I  said ;  and  with  this  reflection  I  sat  down  on  a  bench 
at  the  edge  of  the  outer  court,  and  composed  myself  to 
wait  till  their  return. 

As  I  sat  looking  on  the  objects  around  me,  I  could 
fancy  they  had  undergone  no  change  since  my  last 
visit.  There  seemed  to  be  the  same  broken  and  ivy- 
tufted  outline  along  the  tops  of  the  towers ;  the  same 
crumbling  weather-stains  (I  thought  I  could  almost 
identify  them)  upon  the  walls ;  and  my  eyes  was  still 
offended,  just  as  it  had  been  formerly,  by  a  white  star- 
ing arch,  which,  on  looking  through  the  principal  en- 
trance, is  seen  rising  in  the  distance  beyond,  in  the 
inner  eourt. 

I  was  ruminating  on  the  circumstances  of  my  former 
visit,  when  I  was  attracted  by  a  singular  appearance. 
The  surrounding  trees,  already  touched  with  the  brown 
tints  of  Autumn,  seemed  to  be  becoming  greener.  I 
looked ;  and  found  I  was  not  mistaken.  They  were 
changing  fast  into  the  freshness  of  summer,  and  even 
of  spiing.  Surely,  I  said,  I  must  be  dreaming;  but 
the  idea  seemed  inconsistent  with  the  distinctness  and 
reality  of  everything  around.  I  noticed  after  a  time, 
that  the  leaves  were  likewise  growing  thinner  j  and  on 
watching  them,  perceived  that  they  were  retiring  back 
into  their  buds.  Presently,  as  the  trees  became  com- 
pletely bare,  I  heard  a  dreary  sound  of  wind,  and  on 
looking  round,  I  found  the  country  behind  me  had  be- 
come black  and  verd tireless.  I  turned  again  toward 
the  casile,  and  to  my  astonishment  it  stood  before  me 
in  the  depth  of  winter ;  its  time- eaten  walls  mottled 
over  capriciously  with  snow.  The  snow  gradually 
melted,  and  the  brown-tinted  leaves  of  Autumn  again 
appeared  on  the  trees.  A  second  time  they  grew  green, 
and  a  second  time  shrunk  back  into  thrir  buds.  The 
winter  scene  then  returned,  and  then  again  the  autumn. 
In  short,  the  seasons  were  evidently  revolving  before 
me  in  an  inverted  order. 

An  instinctive  feeling  led  me  to  count  them  i  they 
made  thirty  complete  revolutions,  but  stooped  at  the 
thirtieth  autumn.  I  was  growing  into  high  terror, 
when  I  observed  a  young  man,  apparently  about  twen- 
ty, dressed  in  an  old-fashioned  giro,  lounging  in  the 
archway.    He  came  across  the  court  toward  me,  quick- 
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enlng  hit  pace  as  he  approached,  and  sat  down  at  my 
aide.  I  was  confounded  by  his  striking  resemblance 
to  myself;  and  not  liking  this  appearance  of  diablerie,  1 
moved  away  to  avoid  him  to  the  other  end  of  the  bench. 
Bat  he  continued  looking  at  me,  and  at  length,  with 
an  air  of  mixed  familiarity  and  respect,  gave  me  a  nod 
of  recognition.  I  mustered  composure  enough  to 
■peak ;  and  told  him  there  was  undoubtedly  some  mis- 
take—that I  really  had  not  the  honor  of  his  acquaint- 
ance. He  laughed  at  this,  and  said  he  should  not  have 
suspected  me  of  such  a  bad  memory ;  surely  I  must 
remember  Tom  Philipson,  of  Brazennose.  On  hearing 
him  claim  my  own  name  I  started.  "  You  Tom  Phil- 
ipson T'  I  cried. 

"  You  seem  surprized,"  he  said. 

11  Why,  it  is  rather  an  odd  coincidence,"  I  rejoined. 
4cMy  name  Is  Thomas  Philipson,  and  thirty  years  ago 
I  was  at  Brazennose  also." 

"  Nothing,  I  believe,  is  more  certain,"  he  said  laugh- 
ing; "  but  come,  bating  your  affectation,  my  dear  sir, 
you  know  me  well  enough."  He  then  laughed  again, 
took  off  his  hat,  and  made  me  a  profound  bow.  I  re- 
garded him  attentively ;  bis  chin  had  the  same  slight 
obliquity,  and  on  his  temple  was  a  recent  scar,  just 
such  a  one  as  I  received  at  college  in  one  of  our  town 
and  gown  battles.  It  disturbed  sadly  all  my  notions 
of  indentlty,  but  the  conviction  was  irresistible,  that 
this  mysterious  being  must  be  myself  in  my  tweutieth 
year. 

"  yes,  then,  I  see  it  is  so,"  I  said,  as  my  eye  caught 
a  well-remembered  locket.  "  I  really  behold  once  more 
that  same  foolish  fellow." 

"Oh,  you  flatter." 

"It  Is  far  from  my  Intention  then,  I  assure  you." 

"Why,  I  suppose  you  never  expected  to  see  me 
again." 

"  I  certainly  did  not ;  nor,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  very 
vehemently  desire  It." 

"Just  what  I  expected.  But  now  as  we  are  met— 
yon  may  guess  my  extreme  curiosity— pray  what  are 
you?" 

"I  am,"  I  replied,  "a " 

"Not  a  minister  of  State,  surely,"  he  said,  seizing 
me  eagerly  by  the  arm. 

"  Most  certainly  not." 

"Then  the  greatest  living  poet,  I  am  next  to  car- 


"  Quite  as  much  the  one  as  the  other.  But  pray, 
did  I  ever  entertain  such  foolish  dreams  ?" 

"You  entertained  such  expectations.  But  come,  I 
am  bursting  with  curiosity ;  tell  me  in  one  word  what 
you  really  are." 

"A  barrister." 

"A  barrister,"  he  replied,  deeply  mystified,  "  that's 
-strange.  But  of  course  you  are  the  most  eloquent  one 
of  the  age." 

"No,  indeed,  I  am  rather  an  indifferent  speaker; 
bnt  if  my  friends  do  not  flatter  me,  I  excel  rather  in 
conducting  an  examination." 

"  Excel  in  blacking  shoes,"  he  cried  in  high  dudgeon. 
"  Come,  come,  this  is  all  a  flam." 

"No,  not  one  word  of  it." 

"  Whai,  am  I  to  believe  that  you  are  a  mere  pettifog- 
ging barrister  V ' 

"  It  Is  well,  young  man,"  none  of  my  brethren  are 
within  hearing,  or  you  would  chance  to  get  a  ducking 
in  the  Wye  for  that  word." 

"YmrbrrtkrtnF  ha  repeated  scornfaUy.    "But  the 


thing  cannot  be;  with  talents  like  yours,  you  must' 
have  gained  some  higher  distinction." 

"I  can  give  you  no  stronger  assurance,"  I  said, 
than  I  have  already  done.  If  that  does  not  suffice,  our 
dialogue  may  be  at  an  end." 

"I  still  say  it  does  seem  to  me  Impossible,"  he  re- 
plied, "  that  you  can  be  telling  me  facta.    If  you  are 

"    At  these  words  he  stopped,  knit  his  brows,  and 

looked  bluntly  on  the  ground.    "  But  I  see,"  he  added, 
"  you  are  determined  to  mortify  me." 

"  Indeed  I  have  no  wish  of  the  kind." 

"  Supposing  then,"  he  resumed,  you  are  only  a  bar- 
rister ;  yet  you  have  surely  gained  some  kind  of  dis- 
tinction—are  known,  for  instance,  in  some  way  to  the 
great." 

"  Why,  yes,"  I  said,  laughing ;  "  it  was  only  a  few 
daya  ago,  I  was  told  I  had  been  a  subject  of  conversa- 
tion at  the  secretary  of  state's  table." 

"  I  knew  how  it  was ;  I  knew  how  it  was,"  he  cried 
exultlngly.    "  And  pray  what  did  he  say  of  you  7" 

"  Why,  they  were  talking  of  a  cause  tried  many 
years  ago,  in  which  I  was  employed.  '  Was  Philipson 
employed  in  that  cause,'  said  the  secretary*?  'that 
Philipson,  I  thought,  had  been  a  young  man ;  at  least, 
I  don't  recollect  his  name  till  within  these  last  four  or 
Ave  years.' " 

"  And  you  are  not  joking  7" 

"Positively  not." 

"Then  whatever,"  cried  he,  "in  the  name  of  in- 
finite reason,  can  you  have  been  doing  all  your  life  V* 

"  Why,  fagging  very  hard  at  my  profession." 

"  And  you  have  positively  never  tried  to  gain  any 
other  kind  of  fame  ?" 

"None  whatever;  except,  indeed,  when  I  was  I 
young  man,  1  believe  I  committed  the  folly  once  of 
publishing  a  volume." 

"  Yes,  of  poems,  I  was  sure  you  had.  And  Is  it  pos- 
sible they  did  not  succeed  f" 

"  Succeed,  indeed  1"  I  said,  laughing. 

"  What,  then,  they  were  desperately  cut  up,  I  sup- 
pose r 

"No,  they  were  cut  up  remarkably  little— not  a 
dozen  copies  certainly." 

"For  goodness,  don't  taunt  me,"  he  cried,  "or  yon 
will  positively  drive  me  mad.  For  if  there  was  one 
thing  of  which  I  seemed  more  certain  than  of  another, 
it  was  that  I  was  born  to  be  a  poet." 

"  Yes,  I  remember  that  was  one  of  your  follies." 

"My  follies  1  why,  I  saw  such  a  resemblance  be- 
tween several  things  I  wrote,  and  some  of  the  moat 
admired  passages  of  Homer,  Milton,  and  Shakspere, 
that  I  was  perfectly  justified  in  such  an  opinion." 

"But  I  am  sorry  to  Inform  you,"  I  sold,  "  that  you 
were  quite  mistaken  about  that  resemblance." 

"  There  I  beg  your  pardon,"  he  said,  making  me  a 
low  bow;  "but  we  won't  discuss  that  point,  for  pro- 
bably (buttoning  up  his  pockets  loftily)  I  should  appeal 
from  your  decision.  Suffice  it  to  say,  it  was  not  a  rash 
judgment,  but  the  result  of  the  most  severe  and  impar- 
tial comparison." 

"  Which  you  could  then  form,"  I  added.  "  But  it  so 
happened  that  the  public  thought  quite  otherwise."  . 

"  What,"  he  said,  with  a  supercilious  sneer,  "  I  sup- 
pose the  epic  of  the  Martiad  had  no  fire  or  energy  j 
there  was' no  pathos  in  those  dirges,  no  sweetness  ti 
the  sonnet.  '  Behold  the  star*  of night  f  and  (toy  such 
things." 
"The  (act  of  the  case,"  I  replied,  "  was  aisaply  this: 


A  DIALOGUE  BETWEEN  MY  TWENTIETH  AND  MY  FIFTIETH  YEARS. 


Y«ar  poems,  epic— sonnet,  elegy  and  all,  fell  still-born 
from  the  press.  As  to  the  justice  of  this  neglect,  you 
hive  already  challenged  me  as  a  judge,  and  therefore 
you  will  probably  not  be  hurt  by  my  unfavorable  opin- 
ion. Indeed,  I  have  nearly  forgotten  all  about  them. 
Bat  one  of  my  proof  sheets  accidentally  turned  up 
under  my  hand,  as  I  was  hunting  for  a  former  opinion, 
a  lew  weeks  ago,  and  I  really  felt  surprized  how  I  could 
have  written  such  silliness  and  extravagance." 

A  long  pause  followed  this  speech,  which  was  at 
length  terminated  by  a  deep  sigh. 

11  It  is  a  perfect  mystery,"  said  he,  "far  beyond  my 
comprehension.  But  you  certainly  must  have  misin- 
lorroed  me  upon  another  subject— my  talents  for  pub- 
lic speaking. 

"No indeed,  you  have  no  such  talents." 

"Now  that  is  really  past  all  belied  I  have  (you 
cannot  think  of  denying  it)  a  rich  invention,  an  unu- 
aaal  faculty  of  reasoning,  the  copia  verborum  in  per- 
fection, a  readiness  that  is  never  at  a  loss,  and  a  power 
of  keeping  up  the  spirit  of  a  discussion  beyond  almost 
any  other  man.  My  voice  is  at  least  better  than  Fox's 
or  Burke' 8 :  in  figure,  I  hope  I  am  tolerable,  (button- 
ing up  his  coat,)  and  in  attitude  and  action  I  appre- 
hend that  I  am  at  least  everything  thai  Walker  can 
make  one." 

"Very  good,"  I  exclaimed,  "a  tolerable  allowance 
of  the  qualifications  for  oratory,  certainly.  I  will  now 
just  inform  you  how  they  all  worked.  From  the  time 
yon  entered  the  the  Temple  till  several  years  after  (I 
may  use  either  the  past  or  the  future  tense)  you  weae 
an  established  visitor  at  the  British  Forum.  There, 
in  spite  of  the  popular  tone  of  your  opinions  you  were 
voted  a  dead  bore.  Every  one  complained  that  your 
speeches  passed  all  understanding.  'Here  comes 
darkness  visible*  was  the  common  remark  whenever 
your  head  appeared  above  the  crowd.  At  the  Bar, 
1  The  abstruse  view  which  my  learned  friend  has  ta- 
ken of  this  question,'  was  a  remark  which  generally 
moved  even  the  judge  to  smile.  In  fact  you  were 
compelled,  with  iofinite  labor,  to  get  rid  of  all  your  ju 
venile  habits  of  oratory  before  you  became  a  speaker 
of  a  barely  tolerable  order." 

"  Well,  you  do  amaze  me,"  he  said,  jerking  back 
his  head  with  an  expression  of  the  deepest  chagrin. 
"  So,  neither  a  poet,  nor  a  statesman,  nor  an  orator ; 
on  my  word  I  have  been  living  in  a  strange  delusion. 
Bat  come,"  he  added,  after  a  second  pause,  "  there  are 
aame  other  anticipations  of  a  very  different  kind,  which 
I  am  equally  anxious  about.  You  are  married,  I  sup- 
pose?" 

"  Oh,  these  twenty  years." 

11  Well  done — that  is  comfort.  Now,  before  you  say 
another  word,  let  me  describe  Mrs.  Philipson  to  you  on 
her  wedding  day,  according  to  my  ideas.  She  was 
than  a  beautiful  young  creature,  with " 

"Wrong— wrong  at  the  outset.  She  was  not  beau- 
tiful ;  she  was  rather  plain ;  and  as  to  her  youth,  she 
confessed  up  to  twenty-seven  herself." 

"  Twenty-seven !  are  yeu  serious  ?  Why,  I  thought 
it  had  been  one  of  your  fixed  resolutions  that  the  bride 
shonld  be  in  her  teens?" 

w  Pshaw*!  a  pack  of  boyish  nonsense !" 

44  Call  it  nonsense,  or  what  else  you  please.  But  to 
m» it  appears  utterly  incomprehensible  how  a  man  of 
yemr  taste  should  have  fallen  in  love  with  a  woman 
aged  twenty-seven,  and  she  not  handsome." 

"loan  altar  up  the  mystery  to  you  at  once,"  I  said ; 


"in  the  first  place  I  did  not  (all  in  love  with  her,  nor 
she  with  me.  I  thought  that  she  would  make  me  a 
good  wife :  I  knew  that  she  would  bring  a  respectable 
accession  to  my  fortune  and  connections ;  and  I  po- 
litely communicated  to  her  my  sentiments— " 

"  That  she  would  bring  a  respectable  accession  to 
your  fortune  and  connections,  I  suppose?" 

"  Why,  not  in  those  words,  certainly,  but  that  we* 
understood.  I  was  fortunate  to  obtain  her  consent, 
and  — "  ' 

"  You  need  not  finish  the  sentence— you  became  a 
second  Darby  and  Joan." 

"  We  became  as  happy  and  as  mutually  pleased  with 
one  another,  as  I  believe  falls  to  the  lot  of  most  married 
people." 

My  youthful  colloquant  here  eyed  me  from  head  to 
foot  "Oh— there  never  was  anything  like  this,"  he 
cried.  "  There  must  be  some  mistake.  It  Is  impossi- 
ble we  should  be  same  persons.  Probably  you  spell 
your  name,  sir,  with  two  is  ?" 

"  No,  with  one  J,"  I  said,  "and  there  is  no  mistake 
whatever." 

"Is  it,  then  credible,"  he  exclaimed,  "that  such  can- 
be  the  effect  of  Time  ? — that,  as  the  warm  currents  of 
the  heart  flow  down  Into  the  remoter  tracks  of  life,  they 
are  destined  to  be  thus  frozen  ?  Johnson  then  indeed 
was  right — 

It  is  not  growing  like  a  tree 

In  bulk,  doth  make  men  better  be ; 

Or  standing  like  an  oak  three  hundred  year 

To  fall  a  log  at  last,  dry,  bald  and  sear.         * 

A  lily  of  a  day 

Is  fairer  far  in  May, 
Although  it  fall  and  die  that  night 
It  was  the  plant  and  flower  of  light. 

On  pronouncing  these  beautiful  lines—"  It  is  almost 
impossible,"  he  said,  after  these  rebuffs,  to  imagine 
any  subject  on  which  I  can  expect  to  meet  with  unal- 
tered opinions.  Yet  there  Is  one  on  which  Time  can- 
not surely  have  produced  the  the  same  changes  which 
it  appears  to  have  done  on  almost  all  others,  I  hope 
my  friendships  at  least  have  proved  permanent  You 
can  have  found,  I  am  sure,  no  coolness  in  Jack  Good- 
son's  heart  ?" 

Why,  really,"  I  said,  "I  know  very  little  of  the  stato 
of  Jack  Goodson's  heart;  but  I  believe  he  has  been  a 
very  wild  fellow.  I  had  not  heard  of  him  for  many 
years,  till,  about  six  months  ago,  he  reminded  me  of 
our  old  intimacy  by  writing  to  borrow  fifty  pounds." 

"  You  sent  him  a  hundred  of  course." 

"  Exactly  one  tenth." 

"  What,  could  you  send  generous  Jack  Goodson  only- 
ten  pounds?" 

"  Yes,  and  with  a  very  good  conscience,"  I  replied. 
"You  are  not  probably  aware  how  many  generous 
Jack  Goodsons  there  are  in  the  world." 

"  I  can  listen,"  he  said,  "  to  no  palliations  of  such 
heartlessness.    We  will  go  on— Harry  Chandler?" 

"  Chandler  is  a  rising  man,  I  believe.  We  live  la 
the  same  street ;  but  we  are  not  known  to  one  another 
now." 

"  Not  known?  what  can  you  mean  V 

"  Why,  we  had  a  dispute  some  twenty  years  ago, 
over  our  wine,  one  evening,  whether  the  inscription  on 
the  monument  had  been  effaced  once,  or  twice.  Wo 
flatly  contradicted  one  another,  and  Harry  would  navar 
speak  again." 

"And  that  was  really  the  end  of  fifteen  yeaar*  friend- 


LEAVE  NOT  YOUR  NATIVE  SOIL. 


ship?  But  there. Is  one  name  more  on  which  I  ttSU 
repoee  some  confidence— nobte-mtaded  George  Wise- 
man*" 

"  Tee,  Wiseman  is  at  the  bar  with  me,  and  the  com* 
mon  forms  of  friendship  have  always  been  observed  De- 
terred between  us.  He  is  very  rich ;  and  lately  his 
eldest  son  asked  permission  to  address  one  of  my  girls.  I 
waked  upon  George,  who  told  me  he  was  heartily  glad 
to  hear  of  it;  for  he  thought  the  children  of  such  old 
Mends  could  not  do  better.  Besides  the  young  lady's 
accomplishments,  and  so  forth.  I  thought  myself 
hound  in  honor  to  say  explicitly,  that  I  could  give  her 
little  or  no  fortune;  which  produced  a  slight  expres- 
sion of  surprize.  He  assured  me,  however,  he  had  al- 
ways admired  my  frankness;  and  since  then — " 

"He  has  been,  of  course,  doubly  zealous  for  the 
anion." 

"Pray  allow  me  to  finish  my  own  sentence— since 
then  I  have  heard  nothing  more  of  the  matter." 

At  these  words  my  companion  declared  he  could 
stand  It  no  longer ;  he  started  up  in  wild  despair,  clasp- 
ed his  hands,  and  rushed  to  the  edge  of  the  glacis,  ap- 
parently to  precipitate  himself  over  it.  I  intercepted 
his  purpose  by  a  sudden  spiing ;  and  we  came  into 
violent  collision.  The  next  instant  I  opened  my  eyes, 
and  found  It  was  one  of  my  boys  shaking  me  by  the 
shoulder  to  wake  me.  He  told  me  they  had  done  see- 
ing the  castle,  and  were  now  only  waiting  for  me  to  go 
down  again  to  our  boat. 


"LEAVE  NOT  YOUR  NATIVE  SOIL." 
Thysjc  has  existed  in  the  New  England  States  for 
many  years  such  a  strong  stimulus  in  favor  of  Wes- 
tern emigration,  that  a  sedative  now  and  then  may  be 
judicious  and  salutary. 

The  following,  which  contains  a  pretty  appeal  to  a 
young  New  Englander  on  the  subject,  is  from  the  pen 
of  Charles  P.  Haley,  editor  of  the  Portland  Transcript, 
who  writes  both  prose  and  poetry  with  much  graceful- 
ness and  tact 

"  Push  along,  keep  moving/1  is  the  characteristic 
trait  of  the  Yankee.  He  cannot  bear  to  sit  down  con- 
tented with  his  lot.  He  is  always  thinking  more  of 
the  two  birds  in  the  bush  than  the  one  in  his  hand. 
It  Is  not  so  much  a  thirst  for  money  that  impels  him, 
as  it  has  been  unjustly  charged  against  him,  but  a 
thirst  for  change.  He  cannot  plant  himself,  like  the 
Dutchman,  who  grows  to  the  soH  as  naturally  as  a 
cabbage.  Take  a  Yankee  farmer— he  has  a  good  farm 
— a  comfortable  house— boys  and  girls  growing  up 
around  him.  He  is  "  well  to  do"  in  the  world — bless- 
ed with  plenty —nothing  wanting  to  add  to  his  com- 
fort. All  of  a  sudden  he  takes  it  into  his  bead  to  go 
West.  Ask  him  why?— and  he  tells  you  to  "better 
bis  fortunes."  Ask  him  how,  and  he  tells  you  he  does 
not  know.  Are  you  not  pleasantly  situated?  Yes. 
Have  you  not  all  the  comforts  of  life  at  command? 
Tea.  You  have  a  good  form?  Yes.  Kind  neigh- 
bors? Yes.  Then  what  on  earth,  man,  do  you  wish 
to  leave  these  blessed  certainties  for  the  uncertainties 
of  a  new  country  ?  Why,  I  wish  to  "  better  my  for- 
tunes!" Belter  his  fortune!  And  with  that  vague 
bops  he  leaves  the  old  homestead.— the  graves  of  his 
fcthers  breaks  away  from  all  old  associations— all  kin- 
dins1  ties,  and  starts  on  a  wild  goose  chase  for  the  El 
Dorado  of  his  imagination.  And  what  is  the  result  of 
Sosastimes  ws  see  it  in  an  old  raw 


boned  horse— a  ricketty  wagon,  crowded  with  mors 
ricketty  children — a  haggard,  ragged,  ague-shaking 
wretch,  worrying  his  way  through  the  streets  of  our 
cities,  returning  to  the  place  of  his  nativity — his  home 
no  longer— to  become  a  burden  on  the  town,  while  his 
once  blooming  children  shoot  up  feeble  in  health — 
lacking  in  education,  indolent  and  perhaps  vicious  in 
inclination. 

We  have  been  drawn  into  these  hasty  remarks  hy 
reading  an  article  on  western  emigration  in  the  "  Buf- 
falo Economist,"  in  the  course  of  which  the  writer 
says: — 

"  New  England  never  witnessed  such  an  emigration 
as  is  now  going  forward,  not  only  from  Buffalo,  bat 
more  especially  from  Cattaraugus  and  Chautauque 
counties,  from  western  Pennsylvania  and  northern 
Ohio,  to  the  region  of  the  Upper  Lakes  and  the  Mis- 
sissippi—mainly to  northern  Illinois  and  southern 
Wisconsin.  Those  regions  would  soon  be  filled  to 
overflowing  were  they  not  in  turn  drained  by  emigra- 
tion to  Iowa  and  the  Indian  teritories  beyond.  So 
wags  the  world.  We  feel  the  evils  which  surround  us, 
and  are  heedless  of  those  in  the  distance ;  and  lbs 
emigrant  from  Connecticut  to  Iowa  is  st  first  astonish- 
ed to  find  as  much  discontent  in  his  new  country  as 
in  the  old,  and  a  large  portion  bent  on  '  going  west'  to 
better  their  fortunes.  No  matter;  the  Pacific  will 
bring  us  up  by  and  by." 

In  connection  with  the  above,  will  the  reader  pardon 
us  for  republishing  the  following  lines,  written  by  us 
some  years  ago,  as  appropriate  to  the  subject.  They 
were  addressed  to  a  young  man  about  throwing  hint- 
self  on  the  current  that  flows  toward  the  setting  sua. 

LEAVE  NOT  TOUB  XVAT1TS  SOIL. 

Leave  not  your  own  New  England  sofl 

For  clime  more  bright,  more  fair — 
Leave  not  your  hill-sides  and  your  streams, 

Your  own  pure  mountain  air. 
Though  warm  and  fertile  is  the  West — 

Though  lighter  there  the  toll — 
Still  labor  here  reaps  rich  reward : 

Leave  not  your  native  soil ! 

How  can  you  leave  your  native  soil,1 

Where  all  your  treasures  be  ? — 
The  old  house,  by  your  father  built 

Under  the  waving  tree  1 
That  tree  was  planted  by  your  sire 

When  young  in  years  and  toil, 
'Neath  which  in  infancy  you  played— 

Leave  not  your  native  soil  1 

You  will  not  leave  your  native  soil— 
Your  fields  and  pastures  fair— 

Your  greenwood  haunts — the  babbling  stream 
That  maketh  music  there  1 

You  will  not  leave  your  sylvan  home, 
Par  from  the  world's  turmoil — 

You  will  not  slight  this  friendly  charge- 
Leave  not  your  native  soil  1 

I  know  you  love  your  native  soil 
With  feelings  strong  end  deep— 

The  old  church,  planted  round  with  graves, 
Wherein  your  kindred  sleep. 

Forsake  not,  then,  the  old  homestead, 
Lest  fortune  should  you  foil ; 

Check  vain  desires,  and  be  content- 
Leave  not  your  native  soil  1 


so 
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Of  the  many  forms  which  ascetic  zeal  has  assumed 
among  those  who  "  think  to  merit  heaven  by  making 
earth  a  hell,"  there  is  perhaps  none  which  appeals  so 
directly  to  the  heart,  and  satisfies  so  well  the  under- 
standing as  the  various  establishments  of  the  Sisters 
of  Charity.    The  vows  which  condemn  the  intellec- 
tual and  sentient  being  to  the  monotonous  and  inert 
life  of  the  cloister  may  be  utterly  repugnant  to  our 
ideas  of  active  usefulness ;  but  there  is  something 
sublime  in  that  devotion  which,  while  it  denies  every 
•elfish  gratification,  subjugates  every  earthly  passion, 
and  crushes  every  heart-springing  affection,  yet  conse- 
crates one's  whole  existence  to  the  active  benevolence, 
-the  Christian  charity,  the  self-forgetting  ministry  of 
good  which  is  so  peculiarly  suited  to  woman's  nature. 
How  perfect  is  the  union  of  perfect  purity  of  feeling 
with  earnest  sympathy !  how  noble  the  sacrifice  of 
youth  and  health,  and  every  selfish  scheme  of  happi- 
ness to  a  sense  of  Christian  duty !  how  grand  that  ele- 
vation of  character  which,  while  it  can  afford  the  aid 
-of  Its  compassionate  tenderness  to  all  who  suffer,  yet 
-asks  nothing  for  Itself— which,  secure  in  guarded  in- 
nocence, can  tread  unscathed  the  burning  ploughshare 
over  whose  fiery  path  all  those  must  pass  who  encoun- 
ter the  world's  ordeal— which  can  give  out  freely,  and 
without  stint,  the  fullness  of  human  sympathy,  while 
It  rises  superior  to  the  yearning  want  of  such  sympa- 
thy for  its  own  trials  and  temptations.    A  timid,  ten- 
der woman,  binding  herself  by  a  vow  which  shuts  her 
from  the  enjoyment  of  every  earthly  affection,  and 
keeping  that  vow,  not  in  the  dull  and  uneventful  life 
of  cloistered  seclusion,  but  amid  the  dangers  of  the 
world  of  sin  and  sorrow  which  lies  beyond  her  con- 
vent walls— a  weak  and  feeble  woman  going  forth, 
amid  all  that  can  excite  her  tenderness,  ministering 
to  the  sick  and  the  afflicted,  bending  over  the  couch  of 
■suffering,  binding  up  the  broken  heart,  and  healing  the 
wounded  spirit,  yet  bearing  within  her  a  talisman 
which  keeps  her  unspotted  from  the  world— wearing 
that  upon  her  bosom  which  enables  her  to  touch  pitch 
-and  yet  not  be  defiled — such  a  creature  is  invested 
with  a  degree  of  sublimity  which  places  her  but  little 
lower  than  the  angels. 

What  wonder  is  it  if,  among  the  many  who  aspire 
-to  such  a  state  of  perfection,  but  few  should  be  found 
equal  to  its  attainment?  What  wonder  if  the  spirit 
which  would  fain  soar  to  such  a  height,  sometimes 
finds  that  its  feeble  pinions  have  only  borne  it  to  the 
altar  of  an  earthly  idol? 

Early  in  the  summer  of  182 — ,  a  diligence  filled  with 
passengers  was  overturned  just  as  it  was  entering  the 
city  of  Brussels.  The  accident  was  a  most  frightful 
one;  every  person  in  the  vehicle  was  badly  injured, 
and  some  so  seriously  as  to  be  left  apparently  lifeless. 
In  accordance  with  their  usual  benevolent  zeal,  les 
Scaurs  Noires,  or  the  Sisters  of  Charity,  hurried  to 
the  spot,  and,  ere  the  sufferers  had  found  the  hospita- 
ble shelter  of  a  friendly  roof,  each  had  been  already 
provided  with  a  tender  nurse.  Among  those  who  were 
bereft  of  sense  and  almost  of  life  on  this  occasion  was 
a  young  Englishman,  who  had  traveled  alone,  and  of 
whom  nothing  was  known  excepting  the  name  writ 
ten  in  his  passport.  He  was  carried  to  the  nearest  Inn, 
which,  fortunately  for  him,  happened  to  be  one  of  the 
beat  in  Brussels,  snd  every  means  that  roedteal  skill 
-could  devise  was  employed  In  bis  behalf.    Several 


days  elapsed  ere  any  hope*  of  his  life  were  entertained^ 
and  even  when  he  was  at  length  aroused  from  the 
deep  stupor  into  which  he  had  been  thrown  by  the  se- 
vere concussion,  it  wss  only  to  relapse  into  the  deli- 
rium of  a  violent  access  of  fever.  His  bruises  wen 
numerous,  and  the  care  required  by  the  compound  frac- 
ture of  a  limb,  together  with  his  abberation  of  mind, 
afforded  full  employment  to  the  garde  matade  who  bad 
been  deputed  to  attend  him. 

La  Soeur  Therese  had  grown  up  from  childhood 
amid  the  associations  of  religious  life.  Her  education 
had  been  entrusted  to  the  Sisters  of  Charity,  and  when 
she  arrived  at  an  age  which  entitled  her  to  choose  bet 
vocation,  she  sought  the  shelter  of  the  black  veil,  not 
from  any  disgust  to  the  world,  but  simply  from  a  lor* 
of  the  gentle  and  kindly  and  pious  influences  of  a  con- 
ventual life.  Her  docility,  her  quickness  of  percep- 
tion, her  neat-handed  skill  in  the  preparation  of  medi- 
caments for  the  sick,  had  been  tested  long  before  she 
could  claim  the  right  to  minister  in  person  at  the  conch 
of  suffering,  and  now  five  years  of  experience  since 
the  assumption  of  her  vows,  had  made  her  a  moat 
skillful  and  tender  nurae.  Day  and  night  she  watch- 
ed beside  him,  bathing  his  fevered  brow,  soothing  the 
burning  anguish  of  his  wounds,  smoothing  his  uneasy 
pillow,  and  calming  the  ravinga  of  his  frenzy  by  the 
tones  of  her  sweet  musical  voice. 

The  most  devoted  personal  affection  could  suggest 
nothing  which  la  Scour  Therese  did  not  devise,  yet  in 
her  heart  piety  and  the  tender  sympathy  of  a  pitying 
nature  were  the  only  prompters.  What  did  it  matter 
to  the  gentle  rtHgUuu  that  the  stranger  was  a  man  of 
goodly  presence,  young,  ststely  snd  as  besutifal  of 
feature  as  of  form?  She  would  have  ministered  as 
piously  to  the  veriest  wretch  that  ever  wrestled  upon 
a  bed  of  pain.  She  had  often  done  as  much  for  the 
mendicant  and  the  profligate,  the  branded  in  visage 
and  the  seared  in  conscience.  Alas!  alasl  it  was  a 
wiser  than  man  who  said  that  "  the  heart  Is  deceitful 
above  all  things."  Would  the  hand  of  the  holy  sister 
have  lingered  as  fondly  amid  the  matted  locks  of  the 
beggar,  as  It  was  woot  to  do  In  the  bright  curls  which 
clustered  round  the  broad  and  open  brow  of  the  stran- 
ger? Yet  what  could  she— the  pure,  the  calm,  the 
quiet  nun,  what  could  she  know  of 

"Passions  among  pure  thougths  hid, 
Like  serpents  under  flowerets  sleeping." 
How  little  could  she  image  that  world  of  heart, 
"  Where  right  and  wrong  so  close  resemble, 

That  what  we  take  for  virtue's  thrill 
Is  often  the  first  downward  tremble 
Of  the  heart's  balance  into  111." 
Weeks  passed  away  without  restoring  the  stranger 
to  his  consciousness  of  outward  things.  But  at  length 
his  illness  reached  its  crisis,  the  most  deadly  lassitude 
took  the  place  of  his  feverish  restlessness,  and  his 
physician  administered  a  sleeping  potion  from  the  ef- 
fects of  which  he  assured  Therese  he  would  awake 
either  to  life  or  death.  The  good  sister  watched  be* 
side  the  pillow  of  the  feeble  slumbercr  until  she  ob- 
served the  deep  shadow  of  profound  repose  settle  on 
ills  brow,  then,  withdrawing  from  hie  side,  she  has- 
tened to  prepare  the  reviving  draught  which  would  be 
required  on  his  awaking.  The  weather  wss  oppies- 
sively  warm,  and  Therese  flung  off  the  heavy  veil  or 
hood  which  usually  enveloped  her,  while  at  the  same 
time  she  loosened  the  ungraceful  folds  of  the  linen 
which  shrouded  her  neck,  and  laid 
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Her  hair,  of  that  dark  rich  color  which  takes  a  tinge 
of  gold  as  the  light  breaks  upon  it,  was  clustered  in 
abort  dose  curls,  that  seemed  to  bid  defiance  to  all 
conventual  rules,  and  beautifully  did  they  contrast 
with  the  exquisite  fairness  of  a  brow  and  throat  which 
neither  sun  nor  air  had  over  rudely  kissed.  As  she 
•at  with  her  head  bent  down,  the  perfect  outline  of  her 
classical  features  and  the  beautiful  curve  of  her  grace- 
ful neck  clearly  defined  against  the  dark  wainscotted 
wall  behind  her,  while  the  glow  of  a  sunset  cloud  ir- 
radiated the  apartment,  and  diffused  a  roseate  halo 
around  her  whole  person,  she  seemed  scarcely  a  being 
of  this  living  and  breathing  world.  It  was  precisely 
at  this  moment  that  the  sick  man  awoke  from  his  deep 
and  stony  sleep.  But  the  excessive  feebleness  of  his 
wore  frame  gave  to  his  returning  reason  a  dreaming 
which  he  could  not  resolve  into  reality.  His  eyes 
opened  slowly  and  almost  reluctantly,  while  the  object 
upon  which  they  first  rested— the  beautiful  and  uncon- 
scious maiden— seemed  to  him  only  the  vision  of  an 
excited  brain.  Long  and  earnestly  did  he  gaxe  in  si- 
lence unbroken  by  even  a  breath,  and  it  was  not  un- 
til Therese  replaced  her  ungraceful  cap  and  coif  ere 
she  approached  his  bedside,  that  he  could  arouse  him* 
■elf  from  the  vagueness  of  his  fancies. 

From  that  moment,  Charles  Nugent  (for  such  was 
the  name  by  which  the  stranger  was  known)  seemed 
rapidly  to  improve.  As  soon  as  he  was  enabled  to  ob- 
serve and  appreciate  the  kindness  of  his  gentle  nurse, 
her  ministry  seemed  to  produce  an  effect  doubly  bene- 
ficial. He  loved  to  take  his  food  only  from  her  hand, 
to  feel  her  soft  dewy  fingers  upon  his  heated  brow,  to 
listen  to  the  tones  of  her  voice  as  she  read  to  him  from 
the  missal  which  was  her  bosom  companion,  or  sung 
the  touching  melodies  of  her  church  with  a  thrilling 
sweetness  and  pathos.  Excessively  enfeebled  in  body, 
and  scarcely  yet  stronger  in  mind,  it  is  not  strange  that 
Nugent  should  have  yielded  himself  up  without  res- 
traint to  the  sweet  influences  of  beauty  and  pitying 
tenderness.  He  sought  not  to  analyze  the  feeling 
which  sent  the  blood  like  molten  lava  through  every 
vein  when  he  felt  her  touch ;  he  asked  not  of  his  heart 
the  meaning  of  its  wild  and  sudden  thrills  when  her 
feir  pale  cheek  was  bending  over  the  lips  which  burn- 
ed to  impress  the  brand  of  passion  upon  Its  snow.  It 
waa  enough  for  him  to  enjoy  tor  presence  to  luxu- 
riate in  this  new  and  wild  excitement,  which  was  the 
sweeter  for  its  close  and  guarded  concealment  Gra- 
titude for  all  her  kindness,  a  sense  of  her  perfect  puri- 
ty, a  respect  for  the  genuine  modesty  which  needed 
no  false  shame  to  guard  its  delicacy,  and  that  deep 
tenderness  whose  most  endearing  trait  is  its  timid  and 
delicate  forbearance— such  were  the  feelings  which 
aealed  the  lips  and  governed  the  conduct  of  Nugent 
oven  while  his  heart  was  consuming  within  him. 

There  was  something  inexpressibly  beautiful  in  the 
perfect  unconsciousness  of  Therese  to  all  this  hidden 
passion.  It  was  like  the  purity  and  sinlessness  of 
childhood  blended  with  the  tenderness  of  matured  wo- 
manhood. She  had  passed  the  season  of  girllshness, 
and  the  lapse  of  four  and  twenty  summers  had  ripened 
the  fine  proportions  of  her  noble  form  while  it  touched 
with  a  deeper,  hotter  expression  her  beautiful  face. 
Yet,  her  countenance  bore  the  impress  of  that  child- 
like simplicity,  that  sweet  frankness  which  is  so  soon 
lost  by  those  who  mingle  with  the  work),  and  amid  its 
varied  temptations  are  compelled  to  learn  the  exis- 
4aoce  of  evil  from  the  necessity  of  its  avoidance.   She 


was  so  quiet,  too,  in  her  sweet  ministry,  so  gentle  In 
every  movement,  and  her  attentions  had  so  much  of 
that  charm  which  seems  to  belong  only  to  anticipating 
affection,  while  she  was  totally  free  from  the  restless 
disquietude  with  which  yearning  tenderness  so  often 
mars  its  own  efforts  to  relieve  suffering. 

Oh !  beautiful  indeed  is  that  single  moment  in  wo- 
man's life  when  her  feelings  are  matured,  and  her  af- 
fections are  awakened  while  passion  still  slumbers  In 
profound  repose— the  moment  when  she  stands  on  the 
threshold  of  Love's  temple,  unconscious  that  the  with- 
drawal of  the  veil  which  screens  the  "  holy  of  holies1' 
from  her  view,  will  blast  her  with  excess  of  light,  if  it 
do  not  blight  her  with  consuming  fires.  It  comes  hot 
once  in  life,  that  delicious  moment— and  oh  how  much 
do  they  lose  who,  in  the  madness  of  their  dream  of 
passion,  would  shorten  the  duration  of  that  brief  sea- 
son of  perfect  unalloyed  happiness. 

Charles  Nugent  had  led  the  life  of  a  man  of  the 
world ;  for  his  wealth,  his  station,  and  his  advantages 
of  person  and  mind  had  exposed  him  to  temptations 
which  his  moral  nature  had  not  always  been  able  to 
resist  But  there  was  a  principal  of  good  in  his  heart, 
an  innate  sense  of  religious  truth  and  reverence  for 
virtue  which  no  collision  with  the  world  could  eflace. 
He  had  passed  the  springtime  of  life,  and  when  he 
had  counted  his  thirtieth  summer,  he  summed  up  the 
amount  of  real  happiness  which  he  could  claim,  and 
found  that  while  he  could  number  his  riches  by  thou- 
sands, his  associates  by  hundreds  and  his  friends  by 
tens,  his  genuine  enjoyment  of  all  these  advantages 
was  but  as  a  cypher.  Wearied  and  sated  with  what 
the  world  calls  pleasure,  he  suddenly  left  England,  and 
set  out  upon  his  travels  alone,  and  destitute  of  all 
those  luxurious  appliances  to  which  he  was  accus- 
tomed. The  accident  that  had  befallen  him,  and  the 
state  of  utter  unconsciousness  in  which  he  had  so  long 
lain,  seemed  to  have  made  an  impassable  gulf  between 
the  present  and  the  past.  The  life  he  had  heretofore 
led  was  like  a  bewildering  dream  to  him,  and,  in  the 
stillness  of  his  sick  chamber,  the  voice  of  hie  better 
nature  spoke  to  bis  heart  in  seraph  tones.  He  had 
left  his  home  a  wiser  man,  he  was  now  a  better  one 
also,  and  his  better  nature  seemed  to  have  imbibed  a 
portion  of  the  purity  which  made  an  atmosphere 
around  the  gentle  religicxue. 

Time  passed  on,  and  Nugent  was  now  able  to  leave 
his  couch,  though  still  too  feeble  to  dispense  with  the 
presence  of  his  sweet  attendant.  Then  it  was,  during 
the  lazy  lagging  hours  of  convalescence,  that  he  found 
ample  leisure  to  drink  full  draughts  of  love.  Then  it 
was  that  the  sweet  beguilement  led  him  to  explore  the 
mysteries  of  a  silent  and  voiceless  heart.  The  trans- 
parent truthfulness  of  Therese's  character  enabled  him 
to  look  into  her  pure  nature,  even  as  one  might  behold 
the  depths  of  a  mountain  lake.  She  listened  to  nil 
tales  of  the  world  of  gsyety  and  fashion  with  almost 
infantine  curiosity,  but  when  he  unfolded  to  her  the 
world  of  intellect— when  he  taught  her  the  magic  of 
mental  power— when  he  infused  Into  her  thoughts 
something  of  the  sweet  romance  of  poetry,  the  bosom 
of  the  gentle  sister  throbbed  with  a  new  and  strange 
sense— half  painful  and  half  glad— a  sense  of  th^leod- 
ing  of  inferiority  and  of  capacity  which  is  ever  awak- 
ened by  a  high  and  holy  love. 

Pure  and  sinless  as  the  tenderness  of  infancy  was 
the  love  of  la  8oBur  Therese  for  the  gifted  and  graceful 
being  who  had  thus  opened  to  her  a  new  existence  % 
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and  carefully  did  be  guard  from  her  the  knowledge  of 
its  real  nature.  He  wae  too  refined  and  epicurean  in 
sentiment  to  tear  rudely  from  her  eyes  the  delicate  veil 
which  hid  from  her  the  wild  and  warm  impuieee  of  her 
heart  To  outward  seeming  both  were  still  unchang- 
ed; there  was  nothing  in  his  manner  to  disturb  her 
■elf- repose,  and  yet  he  knew  that  a  change  had  come 
over  her  feelings.  The  hand  which  now  lay  upon  his 
brow  thrilled  beneath  his  touch—the  cheek  which  now 
bent  over  his  pillow  flushed  as  his  warm  breath  swept 
over  it,  and  the  voice  that  responded  to  bis  had  gained 
a  deep  and  heart-echoing  tone,  such  as  never  belongs 
to  the  gleeful  accents  of  unappropriated  affection.  He 
knew  that  Thereto  loved  him— he  knew  it,  and  the 
first  sweet  consciousness  brought  with  it  the  deepest 
joy;  but,  in  the  secret  chambers  of  his  heart,  con- 
science still  kept  her  watch,  and  a  feeling  of  deep  and 
bitter  pain — the  pain  of  a  remorseful  spirit — tortured 
him.  Why  had  he  called  into  life  feelings  which  could 
only  bring  wretchedness  to  her  who  had  been  the  pre- 
server of  his  life  ?  Why  had  he  suffered  his  shadow 
to  darken  the  pure  current  of  her  life  ?  Why,  like  the 
serpent  in  Eden,  had  he  bade  her  to  pluck  from  the 
tree  of  knowledge  the  poisoned  fruit  of  death  ? 
.  At  length  the  time  came  when  other  duties  claimed 
the  cares  of  la  Sceur  Therese.  She  received  a  sum- 
mons to  leave  the  English  stranger,  and  bestow  her 
care  on  another,  who  needed  more  her  skill.  But  ere 
she  could  comply  with  the  requisition,  Nugent  was 
again  prostrated  by  a  sudden  and  strange  illness,  which 
forbade  her  to  leave  him  in  the  hands  of  strangers. 
Even  then  Therese  was  utterly  unsuspicious  of  the 
true  nature  of  bis  unaccountable  ailment,  but  when, 
after  his  rapid  recovery,  a  second  summons  produced 
exactly  the  same  result,  and  again,  when  the  third 
peremptory  recall  was  followed  by  the  avowal  of  his 
resolution  to  become  incurable,  since  this  alone  could 
ensure  her  presence,  she  could  no  longer  doubt  the 
truth.  Bitter  was  the  agony  of  her  heart  when  first 
her  eyes  were  opened.  Terrible  was  the  conflict  of 
her  feelings  when  she  looked  into  her  heart  and  beheld 
its  secret  recesses  filled  with  an  earthly  passion.  But 
with  the  consciousness  of  her  guilt  came  a  sense  of 
her  great  peril.  The  arms  of  him  who  had  never  be- 
fore ventured  to  profane  the  purity  of  her  nature,  were 
enfolded  around  her  at  the  moment  when  the  truth 
flashed  upon  her  mind ;  his  eyes  were  gleaming  upon 
her  with  a  light  which  seemed  to  scorch  her  very  soul, 
and  as  his  lips  pressed  her  shrinking  brow,  it  needed 
only  the  instinct  of  a  womanly  nature  to  teach  Therese 
that  the  moment  had  come  when  they  must  part  for- 
ever. 

She.  uttered  no  reproach  on  him  who  had  thus  dark- 
ened her  life  with  sorrow — the  dream,  bright,  beautiful 
and  brief;  had  passed  away,  and  now  she  was  left  to 
waking  loneliness  and  misery.  But  she  had  borrowed 
a  strength  from  sorrow,  and  nobly  did  she  resist  the 
temptations  of  her  own  heart.  In  vain  did  her  lover, 
forgetting  all  his  better  impulses,  urge  her  to  abandon 
the  vocation  which  was  now  but  as  a  thraldom  to  her 
awakened  nature— in  vain  did  he  depict  the  perfect 
happiness  of  self-sacrificing,  self-devoting  passion.  In 
unusj^ablc  anguish  of  spirit  she  turned  from  the  voice 
ef  the  charmer,  and  bidding  a  last  farewell  to  him  who 
had  so  wronged  her  heart,  she.  hid  her  sufferings  with- 
in her  convent  home.  Alas  1  for  her  a  glory  had  de- 
parted from  every  thing  in  life— the  sunshine  of  a  tin- 
leas  heart  no  longer  brightened  the  gloom  of  monastic 


duty,  the  spirit  had  gone  out  from  its  abiding  place  Id 
search  of  strange  gods,  and  now  it  could  no  longer 
bow  down  in  the  sanctuary  it  had  desecrated.  The 
image  of  him  whom  she  had  lost  forever— the  frank 
and  noble  face  which  haunted  her  troubled  dreams— 
the  thrilling  words  which  had  found  an  echo  in  her 
own  bosom— the  wild  fancies  of  what  might  have  been 
which  came  thronging  around  her  in  the  vagueness  of 
her  solitary  hours— these  were  but  evil  companions 
for  her  in  her  hours  of  prayer  and  penance. 

Absorbed  in  her  own  bitter  thoughts,  There*©  saw 
not  the  cold  looks  and  changed  demeanor  of  those  who 
had  heretofore  been  as  kindred  to  her.  She  marked 
not  the  stately  pride  of  la  Super ieure,  she  heeded  net 
the  shrinking  contempt  of  the  sisters,  she  recked  net 
of  the  pitying  glances  which  a  few  kindlier  hearts, 
bestowed  when  she  returned  sad  and  sorrowful  to  the 
convent.  A  cloud  was  hanging  over  her,  which  she 
saw  not,  but  which  was  destined  to  blast  her  with  its 
lightnings.  They  only  delayed  their  vengeance — those 
cold  and  passionless  beings— they  only  waited  until 
they  could  be  assured  that  the  English  stranger  had 
left  Brussels,  and  then,  when  no  human  aid  waa  near, 
did  they  visit  upon  Sister  Therese  the  error  of  whkh 
she  had  been  guilty.  Fearful  indeed  to  her  anguished 
soul  was  the  ordeal  to  which  she  was  exposed.  In  the 
deepest  recesses  of  the  convent,  at  the  solemn  hour  ef 
midnight,  all  the  terrors  of  an  ecclesiastical  tribunal 
were  enacted,  and  every  engine  of  mental  torture  was 
put  in  operation  to  force  from  the  unhappy  woman  a 
confession  of  her  guilt.  Overcome  with  remoreeand 
fear,  Therese  did  confess  everything.  She  told  of  the 
love  which  had  grown  up  in  her  heart  toward  the 
stranger;  she  revealed  the  devices  which  Nugent  had 
practiced  to  retain  her  in  his  society,  and  she  acknow- 
ledged her  tacit  consent  to  the  deception  which  so  pro- 
longed his  apparent  illness;  she  painted  in  the  strong 
and  glowing  colors  of  truth  the  purity  as  well  aa  the 
intensity  of  her  new  emotions,  and  she  implored  that 
she  might  be  allowed  to  atone,  by  heavy  penance,  for 
thus  desecrating  the  vow,  whkh  yet  she  had  not  brok- 
en. But  their  marble  hearts,  on  which  her  impassion 
ed  words  fell  like  water  drops  on  the  rock,  could  Hide 
comprehend  her  true  nature.  They  were  of  that  gross- 
er clay  which  knowa  but  of  outward  temptations  and 
sins,  and  they  could  not  believe  in  the  tale  of  alnfai- 
ness  of  thought  which  grew  not  Into  sinfulness  of  deed. 
They  could  not,  or  would  not,  think  that  in  heart  only 
had  she  offended,  and  cold  atony  eyes  looked  calmly 
upon  her  agony  while  she  listened  to  the  doom  which 
consigned  her  to  contumely  and  to  death. 

Senseless,  and  almost  lifeless,  Therese  waa  borne 
from  the  presence  of  her  inhuman  judges.  For  three 
days  she  lay  within  a  noisome  cell,  deprived  of  food 
and  debarred  from  the  light  of  day,  then,  when  totaHy 
exhausted  with  her  sufferings,  she  waa  again  brought 
before  the  eyes  of  the  assembled  sisterhood.  At  the 
hour  of  midnight,  a  solemn  maaa  was  said,  and  the 
anathema  maranatha  was  pronounced  against  her,  as 
she  knelt  on  a  jagged  and  pointed  stone  in  the  nave  of 
the  darkened  chapel.  A  requiem,  not  tender  and 
mournful,  but  filled  with  a  fearful  looking  for  of  judg- 
ment, waa  then  chanted,  and  the  wretched  woman 
waa  led  away.  A  moment  passed  and  she  waa  again 
presented  to  the  view  of  the  terrified  Sisters— the  robes 
of  her  order  had  been  rudely  torn  off,  and  now,  wrap- 
ped In  a  coarse  sheet,  aa  her  only  protection  against 
the  Inclemency  ef  a  night  of  Intense  cold,  aha  waa 
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borne  to  the  deer  of  the  chapel,  and  thrust  out  alone 
into  the  dark  and  deserted  street.  Half  senseless  from 
the  exhaustion  of  mind  and  body,  Therese  had  no 
power  to  remonstrate  or  to  resist.  As  the  rude  min- 
isters of  the  church's  vengeance  flung  her  -from  the 
porch  she  tottered  a  few  steps,  and  fell  motionless  upon 
the  frozen  earth. 

*        *        ******* 

Ten  years  had  elepsed  since  the  events  just  recorded, 
and  la  Scour  Therese  had  become  but  a  name  "  to  point 
a  moral  and  adorn  a  tale,"  while  her  story,  with  vari- 
ous embellishments,  had  become  the  property  of  every 
M  stranger's  guide"  in  the  city  of  Brussels,  when,  on  a 
certain  day,  two  traveling  carriages,  not  to  be  mistaken 
for  any  other  than  English,  stopped  at  the  Belle  Vue 
Hotel.  The  waiter  bowed  obsequiously  as  he  flung 
down  the  steps  of  the  first  equipage,  and,  to  a  request 
made  by  the  tall  and  handsome  man  who  descended 
first  from  the  carriage,  he  replied, 

"  Tea,  sir,  certainly— the  blue  room  if  you  desire  it 
— bat  the  golden  chambers  are  the  finest  in  the  house 
— they  are  just  empty,  sir— have  them  ready  In  five 
minutes — oh,  very  well,  my  lord,  just  as  your  lordship 
pleases— the  blue  room  certainly,  If  you  prefer  It ;"  and 
away  he  bustled,  wondering  at  the  perverse  taste  of 
mi  lord  Anglais  in  insisting  upon  a  room  which  did  not 
look  out  upon  the  public  promenade.  But  a  short  time 
elapsed  ere  the  tall  gentleman,  with  the  lady  of  ex- 
ceeding beauty,  but  whose  form  showed  the  rich  de- 
velopment of  matronly  years,  and  two  lovely  and  merry 
children  were  comfortably  settled  in  the  suite  of  rooms 
which  had  been  so  stronly  insisted  upon. 

u  So  you  really  gained  your  point,  Charles,  and  ob- 
tained this  very  room ;  it  will  only  remind  you  of  un- 
pleasant scenes,  and  perhaps  of  unpleasant  changes," 
said  the  lady,  half  archly,  while  a  sigh  quickly  followed 
her  words. 

•«  Confess  now,  Therese,"  was  the  reply,  "  that  you 
were  just  as  desirous  as  I  to  revisit  scenes  where  we 
had  known  so  much  of  joy  and  sorrow.  Time  seems 
to  have  flown  on  eagle's  wings  since  I  used  to  recline 
in  the  recess  of  yonder  window,  while  you  busied  your- 
self in  ministering  to  my  helplessness." 

"  I  wonder  you  were  not  superstitious  about  coming 
to  this  place,  since  both  your  previous  visits  were 
marked  with  disasters." 

•'Aye,  but  those  disasters  led  only  to  happiness, 
dearest.  My  first  mischance  placed  me  within  the  in- 
fluence of  your  gentle  care,  and,  if  I  had  not  afterward 
been  plundered  on  the  road,  and  obliged  to  return  to 
Brussels  on  the  track  of  the  robbers,  I  should  not  have 
been  lingering  near  your  prison-house  at  the  moment 
when  you  were  ready  to  perish.  Good  heavens  I  it 
makes  me  shudder  even  now  to  remember  my  sensa 
tions  when  1  found  you  lying  like  a  crushed  flower  at 
ray  very  feet,  in  the  deep,  dark  midnight,  and  then  yoar 
long  and  cruel  illness." 

**  Nay,  love,  all  that  is  past  like  a  wild  and  painful 
dream  ;  let  us  remember  only  to  what  sweet  conscious- 
ness of  bliss  1  awoke  when  I  found  myself  in  dear 
England,  under  the  tender  guardianship  of  your  excel- 
lent sister;  let  us  think  only  of  the  affection  which 
nade  me  your  dear  and  honored  wife — of  the  love 
which  has  measured  my  every  hour  by  blessings." 

"  Brother— brother,  do  come  and  help  me  to  laugh," 
exclaimed  a  merry  voice,  as  a  joyous-looking  elderly 
lady  entered  the  apartment ;  "I  have  just  been  listen* 
ing  t»  our  landlord's  story  of  the  black  nun.    To  be 


sure  I  was  mischievous  eneagh  to  tempt  him  into  tell- 
ing it,  by  my  inquisitive  curiosity  respecting  the  Holy 
Sisters.  Yoar  history  has  become  quite  a  traveler's 
tale,  and,  I  warrant  me,  it  is  served  up  to  every  strang- 
er with  the  same  garnishing  of  supernatural  horrors, 
as  it  was  proffered  to  me.  Mine  host  avers  that  noth- 
ing was  ever  seen  of-  Sister  Therese  save  her  rosary, 
which  was  found  lying  on  the  ground ;  hence  he  infers 
that  she  was  carried  away  bodily  by  the  demon  who 
had  tempted  her,  while  It  has  now  become  one  of  the 
articles  of  the  poor  man's  faith  that  the  handsome 
Englishman  was  no  other  than  Satan  in  disguise." 
"And  pray,  what  did  you  answer  to  all  this  farrago  V* 
"  I  perfectly  agree  with  him  in  opinion,  you  may  be 
sure.  Indeed  I  avowed  my  belief  that  Sister  Therese 
would  never  again  be  heard  of,  and  that  Charles  Nu- 
gent had  never  existed,  for  I  am  very  certain  that  Lord 
Ellerton  feels  no  desire  to  resume  his  former  nom-de- 
voyagc,  and  I  doubt  whether  even  ten  years'  experience 
In  the  cares  of  wedded  life  would  now  reconcile  my 
good  lady  slater  to  the  serge  robe  of  It*  Stmirs  Noire*." 


Tmc  author  of  the  following  poem,  Mrs.  Anne  Craw- 
ford, was  a  celebrated  English  actress,  both  in  trage- 
dy and  comedy.  She  likewise  wrote  much  beauti- 
ful poetry.— Born  1734,  died  1801. 

THE  LUCK  OF  EDEN  HALL  ; 
Or,  the  Fairy  Goblet. 

BT  MRJ3.  OBAWFOBD. 

Tinas  came  a  youth  to  our  golded  isle, 
And  he  vowed  a  vow,  and  smiled  a  smile ; 
And  he  won  the  heart  of  a  maiden  as  bright 
As  ever  drew  sigh  from  a  gallant  knight: 
And  away  they  fled  when  the  moon  was  up, 
And  the  revelers  drained  the  wassail  cup,— 
Away  they  fled  o'er  the  moorlands  wild, 
And  the  Musgrave  raved  for  his  only  child. 

*'  Go  saddle  my  gallant  gray,"  he  cried, 

"  And  let  twenty  horsemen  mount  and  ride 

As  though  heaven  itself  by  their  speed  might  be  wont 

No  low-born  churl  will  I  have  for  son. 

By  the  blood  of  the  Musgrave,  no  child  of  mine 

Shall  wed  with  one  of  a  nameless  line  V 

So  saying,  he  mounted  his  gallant  gray, 

And  with  twenty  armed  followers  rode  away. 

The  Lady  of  Musgrave  all  that  long  night 
Wept  for  her  lord,  and  her  daughter's  flight ; 
Her  maids,  as  they  looked  on  her  sad  face,  sighed, 
And  to  soothe  her  with  guileless  speech  they  tried. 
'Tis  easy  to  talk ;  but  a  mother's  love 
Hath  the  brooding  icings  of  a  turtle  dort; 
And  where  was  there  ever  a  mother  knew  cheer 
While  danger  or  sorrow  her  child  came  near  7 

Now  the  seneschal  he  was  a  kindly  man, 
And  to  comfort  his  lady  he  thus  began : 
"Courage,  sweet  mistress!  there's  hope  In  store; 
Thus  much  have  I  learned  from  the  fairy's  lore. 
To-night  when  I  went  to  St.  Cuthbert's  spring, 
As  they  sate  on  the  green,  in  their  magic  ring, 
1  seized  on  a  cup  they  had  filled  with  dew, 
And  brought  it— see,  lady— to  comfort  you.w 

"  Oh  look !"  said  her  maidens,  as  forth  he  drew 

The  fairy's  glass  from  his  olosit  to  view  : 

And,  well  might  they  tost;  for  no  mortaPaglaos- 
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Did  ever  thit  elfin  cup  surpass, 
Nor  mortal  hand  ever  painted  each  flowers 
As  wreathed  its  brim  ;  nor  in  Eden's  bowers 
Ever  blossomed  such  roses  and  hearts-ease  bright, 
As  laughed  into  life  on  its  frost-work  white. 

But  the  lady  scarce  deigned  her  sweet  eyes  to  lift, 
Though  to  gaze  on  the  charms  of  a  fairy  gift  : 
"  What  comfort  to  me  can  that  bauble  bring  V* 
11  Hush,  lady !  I  heard  the  fairies  sing — 
•  If  this  glass  that  I  hold,  either  break  or  fall, 
Farewell  the  luck  of  Eden-hall !'  " 
Then  the  Lady  of  Musgrave  grew  pale  with  fear, — 
"  Go,  lock  up  that  goblet,  and  hold  it  full  dear ; 

11  If  on  aught  so  brittle  our  house  depend, 
The  luck  of  the  Musgraves  will  soon  have  an  end;" 
And  so  fearful  was  she  that  the  glass  would  break, 
That  it  kept  her  all  night  at  her  beads,  awake. 
But  the  bugle  was  sounded  at  last,  and  then 
Came  the  baron  home  with  his  merry  men, 
And  his  daughter  fair,  as  a  bonnie  bride, 
With  her  gallant  knight  at  her  palfrey's  side. 

Her  father  had  pardoned  young  Isabel's  flight, 
For  a  peer  of  France  was  her  own  true  knight ; 
And  the  fairy  cup  it  was  filled  for  all, 
And  christened  "  the  Lack  of  Eden-hall." 
Fair  maidens,  pride  of  our  golden  isle, 
Our  England  dear,  'tis  like  ye'll  smile 
At  this  rude  display  of  my  burdie  art, 
Yet  lay  up  the  moral,  my  sisters,  to  heart. 

Yes,  a  moral  may  lurk  in  a  fairy  tale, 
Like  a  bee  in  the  bells  of  the  Asphodel,— 
That  she  who  in  maidenly  grace  would  pass, 
Must  be  charily  kept ;  like  the  fairy's  glass 
From  the  holy  fount,  or  the  delicate  flowers, 
That  flourish  and  bloom  in  elysian  bowers, 
The  chrystal  of  virtue  is  fragile  as  fair, 
And  no  rude  touch  may  it  safely  bear. 

At  Eden-hall,  the  ancient  seat  of  the  Musgrave  fa- 
mily, in  Cumberland,  is  a  beautiful  painted  drinking- 
glass,  called  "Fairy  Goblet,"  or  "  Luck  of  Eden  -hall," 
from  a  legend  which  says,  that  the  old  butler,  going  to 
draw  water  from  St.  Cuthbert's  well,  surprized  a  com- 
pany of  fairies,  who  were  amusing  themselves  upon 
the  green  near  the  holy  spring,  where  they  left  the 
above  named  cup,  singing  as  they  fled  away  at  the  but- 
ler's approach  : 

"  If  this  cup  either  break  or  fall, 
Farewell  the  luck  of  Eden- hall." 


GENIUS    EXEMPT   FROM    ORDINARY   LAWS. 

BY    ERNEST    HSLF2NSTSIN. 

Talent  must  in  all  things  submit  to  the  laws  that 
be ;  it  haih  the  power  to  appreciate,  but  is  incapable  of 
the  reach  of  Genius,  of  its  new-creating  faculty.  It 
looks  to  the  external ;  it  anticipates  neither  change  nor 
progress.  It  perceiveth  that  which  already  binds,  but 
roaketh  not  to  itself  new  and  higher  and  holier  laws. 
Let  it  therefore  be  bound  down  as  by  adamant  to  cus- 
tom, to  order;  let  it  render  unto  Caesar  the  things  that 
are  Caesar's,  and  leave  to  Genius,  to  render  unto  God 
the  things  that  are  God's 

Genius  is  creative ;  it  is  a  co-worker  with  the  Eter- 
nal. It  is  the  expounder  of  the  "  still  small  voice" 
littered  forever  in  the  human  heart.    It  listeneth  as  a 


meek  child  to  the  wind  harp,  and  a  strange  melody  b 
born  of  the  soul.  It  is  a  fresh  and  holy  emanation 
from  the  Great  First  Intelligence.  It  is  the  Moses 
from  the  mount  of  God,  coming  serenely  forth  from 
the  midst  of  thunders  and  thick  darkness,  bearing  the 
tablets  of  eternal  truth,  written  by  the  finger  of  Truth 
itself.  It  may  be  encompassed  by  error;  in  its  weak- 
ness and  bewilderment,  it  may  let  the  record  fall  to  the 
earth,  that  it  be  broken  and  marred,  yet  the  hand-wri- 
ting of  God  can  never  be  entirely  effaced. 

It  hath  a  mission  to  perform ;  it  people th  the  realm 
of  thought,  it  fostereth  the  affections,  and  lifteth  the 
mind  to  communion  with  the  'divine;  it  is  amid,  and 
yet  above  our  humanities. 

It  hath  a  work  to  do ;  yet  why  should  it  be  com- 
pelled to  the  drudgeries  of  its  art!  Why  gather  the 
straw  for  the  brick  which  is  to  rear  the  pyramid !  Why 
toil  at  the  midnight  lamp,  the  chisel,  or  the  spade! 
Why  should  it  not  gather  reverent  disciples  in  its  path- 
way, and  go  forth  gathering  the  bread  of  wisdom,  free 
as  the  sparrow  that  is  still  cared  for  by  the  Great 
Parent,  and  careless  as  "the  flowers  of  the  field," 
clothed  by  him  with  beauty ! 

If  Genius  stampeth  its  thought  by  the  pen,  is  there 
any  good  reason  why  it  should  be  compelled  to  the 
whole  labor  of  its  productions ;  to  give  them  birth,  and 
put  them  Into  shape ;  to  provide  the  model,  and  adjust 
the  drapery  ? 

Why  should  it  not  be  left  to  the  glow  of  conception! 
Why  is  it  not  enough  to  have  unfolded  one  new  object 
of  beauty ;  to  have  called  forth  one  new  creation  of 
grace ;  to  have  embodied  one  true  and  gentle  senti- 
ment ;  one  robust  and  manly  passion j  one  great  and 
glorious  thought  ? 

Why  should  it  not  strike  out  its  glorious  conceptions, 
and  leave  to  others,  if  they  dare,  ay,  if  they  dare  to  lay 
their  hands  upon  the  Ark  of  God,  leave  to  others  the 
labor  of  completing,  of  perfecting  ?  The  process  of 
revision  is  a  deadening  one  to  Genius.  If  the  critics 
must  be  appeased,  why  may  not  the  poet ;  or  the  prose 
artist  employ,  as  the  painter  does,  a  pupil  to  lay  colon 
upon  his  draft — or  like  the  sculptor,  leave  the  interme- 
diate chiseling  to  inferior  hands?  Why  may  he  not, 
like  Jeremy  Bcntham,  employ  a  Dumont  to  give  shape 
to  his  thought  ?  The  merit  would  still  be  his  own ; 
or  in  case  the  world  should  fail  to  perceive  it,  and  re- 
cognize his  claims,  what  matters  it?  The  thought  is 
there ;  an  accession  has  been  received  to  the  fund  of 
human  ideas ;  beauty,  or  grace,  or  power,  have  been 
brought  forth ;  and  the  honor  of  parentage  is  unthought 
of  in  comparison.  Genius  is  content  at  the  enlarge- 
ment of  good ;  it  soeketh  not  a  recompense ;  it  giveth 
freely,  even  as  it  hath  received ;  and  thus  it  learnelh 
meekness  and  content. 

Genius  is  always  enigmatical  to  other  minds.  It 
hath  more  than  they  can  comprehend,  otherwise  it 
would  not  be  genius.  It  is  always  in  advance  of  the 
age,  and  therefore  cannot  be  understood  by  those  about 
it.  This  is  a  part  of  its  mission.  It  is  a  heralder  of 
the  light  to  come ;  the  messenger  sent  to  prepare  the 
way  for  that  which  is  to  come  to  the  world  at  large. 
It  is  sent  not  for  peace,  but  the  sword— to  tear  asunder 
the  bands  of  custom,  to  sever  the  cords  of  prejudice, 
to  make  room,  to  lay  bare  the  foundation  of  the  human 
•nind,  and  teach  men  that  which  is  within  and  around 
them,  which  they  have  failed  to  perceive.  It  seixeth 
upon  the  characteristics  of  the  age,  giving  to  it  fixed* 
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ness  and  definement,  and  then  it  iraparteth  an  onward 
progress. 

Slowly  and  surely  the  race  moveth  forward,  and  men 
arise  who  become  the  interpreters  to  Genius.  They 
ponder  upon  its  sayings,  they  enlarge,  and  search  out 
hidden  meanings,  and  become  amazed  at  the  marvel- 
lous power,  and  forethought  of  him,  who  perhaps  was 
but  Utile  heeded  while  amid  them,  but  whose  simple, 
and  earnest,  and  true  soul,  had  been  able  to  behold  a 
new  heaven,  and  a  new  earth. 

Thus  Fame  is  bom  to  Genius;  but  it  was  not  for 
this  (hat  it  toiled  and  lived.  Age  after  age  rolls  on,  till 
the  human  mind  has  reached  the  point  to  which  the 
mind  of  Genius  had  impelled  it,  his  thought  has  be- 
come the  common  thought,  and  then  his  words  cease 
to  be  oracular,  and  he  must  give  place  to  another,  that 
most  and  will  arise. 

The  words  of  Genius  may  have  been  rugged,  de- 
Told  of  the  graces  of  a  set  form  of  speech,  but  from 
thence  it  may  be  they  are  more  impressive.  Shak* 
spore  speaks  not  the  less  powerfully  to  the  heart,  that 
he  is  deficient  in  the  unities :  and  spite  of  the  critics, 
his  robust,  breathing,  living,  acting  creations  sway  our 
sympathies  as  none  others  may.  We  feel  their  mar- 
velous truth,  their  marvelous  power,  their  tenderness 
and  beauty,  as  if  they  were  still  acting  in  our  midst. 
They  are  not  creatures  of  fancy,  but  responsible  agents, 
to  suffer  for  their  crimes,  or  be  rewarded  for  their 
virtues. 

By  and  by  we  shall  learn  with  Skakspcre  a  more 
devout  humanity.  We  shall  learn  to  love  it,  made  up, 
as  it  must  be,  of  errors  and  weaknesses,  yet  redeeming 
all  things  by  its  glowing  affections,  its  generous  im- 
pulses, its  noble  self-sacrifices.  We  shall  take  it  as  it 
is,  with  much  to  love,  and  much  to  condemn.  We  shall 
learn  the  effectiveness  of  truth ;  that  it  is  not  her  drap- 
ery, but  her  own  simple  majesty,  that  we  adore.  In 
this  way  Shakspere  comes  in  aid  of  the  great  charities 
of  religion. 

Genius  hath  no  spirit  of  appropriation  :  it  is  but  the 
voice  of  humanity.  When  it  becomes  the  common 
thought,  its  tones  are  laid  away  upon  musty  shelf;  un- 
sought, except  by  the  curious  in  old  thoughts  1  Others 
become  the  representatives  of  a  genius,  and  are  re- 
membered with  an  awe,  as  the  embodiment  of  one  de- 
partment of  human  thought.  Thus  the  divine  pupil 
of  Socrates  has  become  the  impersonation  of  religious 
thought,  independent  of  revelation,  juat  as  Butler  has 
with  that  superadded.  Men  do  not  care  to  piize  what 
Washington  has  written,  remarkable  as  it  would  be 
from  any  other  man,  because  his  acted  patriotism  was 
more  sublime  than  any  written  theme.  We  recoil  from 
the  pompous  periods  of  Johnson,  yet  feel  that  he  him- 
self is  but  another  name  for  moral  truth. 

Genius  must  arise  in  every  age,  and  in  all  depart- 
ments of  human  thought.  Then  follow  its  expounders : 
meek  disciples  in  the  footsteps  of  their  master,  patient 
and  beautiful  searchers  after  truth,  listening  reverently 
to  its  utterance,  calling  its  words  to  remembrance,  and 
blessed  in  that  it  is  given  unto  them  to  interpret  par- 
ables. 

Talk  not  of  the  neglect,  the  poverty,  the  hardship  of 
Genius!  In  proportion  as  it  is  Genius,  it  is  raised 
above  the  caring  for  these  things.  It  hath  that  within 
Itself  that  maketh  these  "  light  affliction*."  It  hath  a 
kingdom  elsewhere.  Its  infirmities  are  not  its  own, 
they  are  but  the  incongruities  of  discordant  circum- 
stance.   It  hath  mow  woflds  the*  one  subject  to  its 


will.  It  hath  the  common  world,  to  which  the  vision 
of  others  is  restricted,  and  it  hath  beside  a  vast  and 
peopled  empire,  more  bright  and  beautiful  and  true,  in 
which  it  most  delighreth  to  dwell. 

Genius  hath  its  sorrows;  deeper,  more  intense  than 
those  of  which  others  dream.  Often  is  it  led  to  pray, 
11  Father,  If  it  be  possible,  let  this  cup  pass  from  me," 
but  even  in  its  agony  it  meekly  addeth,  "nevertheless, 
not  my  will,  but  thine  be  done." 

Genius  is  humanity  in  its  highest  development. 
Not  perfect,  but  strong  humanity ;  thence  hath  it  in- 
finite yearnings,  passions  calling  for  indulgence,  affec- 
tions ilimitable.  it  pictureth  a  paradise  of  love,  and 
spreadeth  forth  its  hands  for  objects  to  meet  its  bound- 
less desires.  Alas !  it  graspeth  but  shadows.  It  atk- 
eth  too  much  from  those  about  it.  It  seeketh  an  ex- 
pansion of  being  equal  to  its  own.  It  createth  an  idol. 
Will  love  steal  for  Genius  the  spark  of  the  Eternal  to 
breathe  into  it  the  breath  of  life  1 


A  GOOD  STORY. 


Old  CoL  "W.'s  Psuj&ion  Iot  Curiosities. 

Wb  are  aware  of  a  pair  of  "  bonny  bine  een"  swim- 
ming in  light,  that  will  "  come  the  married  woman's 
eye"  over  a  kind  but  antiquarian  husband,  when  the 
following  is  read,  some  two  weeks  from  now,  in  their 
"  little  parlor"  in  a  town  of  the  far  west.  It  reaches 
us  in  the  MS.  of  a  Boston  friend : 

"  Old  Colonel  W "  formerly  a  well  known  cha- 
racter in  one  of  our  eastern  cities,  was  remarkable  for 
but  one  passion  out  of  the  ordinary  range  of  humanity, 
and  that  was  for  buying  at  auction  any  little  lot  of 
trumpery  which  came  under  the  head  of  "  miscella- 
neous," for  the  reason  that  it  could  not  be  classified. 
Though  close-fisted  in  general,  he  was  continually 
throwing  away1  his  money  in  fives  and  tens  on  such 
trash.  In  this  way  he  had  filled  all  the  odd  corners  in 
his  dwelling  and  out  houses  with  a  collection  of  non- 
descript articles,  that  would  have  puzzled  a  philoso- 
pher to  tell  what  they  were  made  for,  or  to  what  use 
they  could  ever  be  put  This  however  was  a  secon- 
dary consideration  with  the  colonel;  for  he  seldom 
troubled  his  head  about  such  articles  after  they  were 
fairly  housed.  Not  so  with  his  wife,  however,  who 
was  continually  remonstrating  against  these  purcha- 
ses, which  served  only  to  clutter  up  the  house,  and  as 
food  for  the  mirth  of  the  domestics.  But  the  colonel, 
though  he  often  submitted  to  these  remonstrances  of 
his  better-half,  couldn't  resist  the  passion  ;  and  so  he 
went  on  adding  from  week  to  week  to  his  heap  of  mis- 
cellanies.   One  day  while  sauntering  down  the  street, 

he  heard  the  full  rich  tones  of  his  friend  C ,  the 

well-known  auctioneer,  and  as  a  matter  of  course 
stepped  in  to  see  what  was  being  sold.  On  the  floor 
he  observed  a  collection  that  looked  as  if  it  might  have 
been  purloined  from  the  garret  of  some  museum,  and 
around  which  a  motley  group  was  assembled ;  while 
on  the  counter  stood  the  portly  auctioneer,  in  the  very 
height  of  a  mock- indignant  remonstrance  with  his 
audience. 

"  Nine  dollars  and  ninety  cents !"  cried  the  auction- 
eer, "  Gentlemen,  it  is  a  shame,  it  is  barbarous  to 
stand  by  and  permit  sueh  a  sacrifice  of  property! 

Nine  dollars  and  ninety Good  morning,  colonel  I 

A  magnificient  lot  of— of—  antiques—  and  all  going  for 
nine  dollars  and  ninety  cents.  Gentlemen,  you'll  never 
see  another  such  lot;  and  all  going— goiog— for  nine 
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dollars  and  ninety  cents.    Colonel  W ,  can  you 

permit  such  a  sacrifice  ?"  The  colonel  glanced  his  eye 
over  the  lot,  and  then  with  a  nod  and  a  wink  assured 
him  he  could  not.  The  next  instant  the  hammer  came" 
down,  and  the  purchase  was  the  colonel's  at  ten  dol- 
lars. As  the  articles  were  to  be  paid  for  and  removed 
immediately,  the  colonel  lost  no  time  in  getting  a  cart, 
and  having  seen  everything  packed  up  and  on  their 
way  to  his  house,  he  proceeded  to  his  own  store, 
chuckling  within  himself  that  now  at  least  he  had 
made  a  bargain  at  which  even  his  wife  couldn't  grum- 
ble In  due  time  he  was  seated  at  the  dinner- table, 
when  lifting  his  eyes,  he  observed  a  cloud  upon  his 
wife's  brow.  "  Well,  my  dear?"  said  he,  inquiringly. 
«« Well?"  repeated  his  wife;  "ic  is  not  well,  Mr.  W. ;  I 

am  vexed  beyond  endurance.    You  know  C ,  the 

auctioneer  ?"  "  Certainly,"  replied  the  colonel ;  "  and 
a  very  gentlemanly  person  he  is  too."  "  You  may 
think  so,"  rejoined  the  wife,  "  but  I  don%  and  I'll  tell 
you  why.  A  few  days  ago  I  gathered  together  all  the 
trumpery  with  which  you  have  been  cluttering  up  the 
house  for  the  last  twelve  months,  and  sent  it  to  him, 
with  orders  to  sell  the  lot  immediately  to  the  highest 
bidder  for  cash.  He  assured  me  he  would  do  so  in  all 
this  week,  at  farthest,  and  pay  over  the  proceeds  to  my 
order.  And  here  I've  been  congratulating  myself  on 
two  things :  first,  on  having  got  rid  of  a  most  intoler- 
able nuisance ;  and  'secondly,  on  receiving  money 
enough  therefor  to  purchase  that  new  velvet  hat  you 
promised  me  so  long  ago.  And  now  what  do  you 
think  ?  This  morning  about  an  hour  ago,  ths  whole 
load  canu  back  again,  without  a  wordof  explanation  T 
The  colonel  looked  blank  for  a  moment,  and  then  pro- 
ceeded to  clear  up  the  mystery.  But  the  good  woman 
was  pacified  only  by  the  promise  of  a  ten -dollar  note 
besides  that  in  the  hands  of  the  actioneer ;  on  condi- 
tion, however,  that  she  should  never  mention  It."  Of 
coarse  she  kept  her  word !— Hartford  Columbian. 


GUMMEHR. 

Translated  from  the  German  of  Seatsfield!  eipreealy  for  the 

Rovsm, 

BT    ARTHUR  UORRSLL. 

Otthmshr  was  a  poor  old  man- 
He  Hved  all  alone  in  a  little  old  cot, 
That  stood  on  the  hill-side— a  charming  spot, 
Where  the  hawthorn  blosom'd,and  the  myrtle  grew, 
"  And  the  lark  built  her  nest  in  the  evergreen  yew, 
Awak'ning  old  Oummehr  with  the  morning  light, 
And  the  whip-poor-will  sang  him  to  sleep  at  night ; 
And  the  robin  sang  ever  a  blithesome  lay, 
To  cheer  good  old  Oummehr  the  live-long  day. 

Oummehr  was  a  kind  old  man— 
I  knew  him,  I  lov'd  him,  too— who  did  not  ? 
And  many  a  time  did  I  seek  his  cot, 
And  listen  for  hours  to  the  tales  he  told, 
Of  strange  things  that  happen'd  in  days  of  old, 
When  he  was  a  boy— and  then  Oummehr  would  sigh, 
As  the  vision  of  childhood  was  flitting  by— 
And  a  tear-drop  I  raark'd— but  'twas  soon  brush'd 

away, 
And  old  Oummehr  again  would  be  cheerful  and  gay. 

Oummehr  was  a  cheerful  old  man- 
He  could  laugh  and  sing,  though  his  voice  was  weak, 
And  the  wrinkles  of  eighty  years  lay  on  his  cheek; 


But  he  could  not  dance— for  old  Gummher  had  lost 
The  half  of  a  leg  while  defending  his  post— 
For  he'd  been  in  battle  where  many  a  brave 
And  stout  hearted  warrior  found  a  grave. 

Oummehr  was  a  happy  old  man- 
Though  but  little  he  had  with  that  little  content, 
He  thank'd  Him  from  whom  all  true  blessings)  are 

sent; 
For  so  long  as  he  had  but  enough  in  store 
For  the  present,  he  cared  not  for  anything  more; 
And  all  who  partook  of  old  Oummehr*8  fare, 
Of  one  thing  were  sure— they  were  welcome  there. 

Oummehr  was  a  good  old  man — 
He  would  read  in  his  bible,  sometimes  all  day — 
And  many  a  time  have  I  heard  him  pray — 
Imploring  the  blessings  of  God  on  all, 
The  rich  and  the  poor,  the  great  and  the  small* 
The  old  and  infirm— and  for  all  in  the  land — 
Ah,  Oummehr,  indeed,  was  a  good  old  man. 

Oummehr  is  dead— 
f  remember,  ah !  well  I  remember  the  day, 
A  bright  day  in  autumn,  his  soul  fled  away. 
Near  the  cot  where  he  lived,  Gummehr's  grave  they 

made, 
And  a  stone  marks  the  place  where  his  body  wma 

laid;— 
And  many  a  tear-drop  has  moisten' d  the  spot, 
For  him,  who,  though  poor,  was  content  with  his 

lot. 


MAN'S  LOVE. 

BT  MART  A»K  BBOWH. 

Whs*  woman' 8  eye  grows  dull, 

And  her  cheek  paleth, 
When  fades  (fee  beautiful, 

Then  man's  love  faileth ; 
He  sits  not  beside  her  chair, 

Clasps  not  her  fingers, 
Twines  not  her  damp  hair, 

That  o'er  her  brow  lingers* 

He  comes  but  a  moment  in, 

Though  her  eye  lightens, 
Though  her  cheek,  pale  and  thin, 

Feverishly  brightens ; 
He  stays  but  a  moment  near, 

When  that  flush  fadeth, 
Though  true  affection's  tear, 

Her  soft  eyelid  shade  in. 

He  goea  from  her  chamber  straight 

Into  life's  Jostle, 
He  meets  at  the  very  gate, 

Business  and  bustle ; 
He  thinks  not  of  her  within, 

Slightly  sighing, 
He  forgets  in  the  noisy  din 

That  she  is  dying! 

And  when  her  young  heart  is  still, 

What  though  he  mourneth, 
Soon  from  his  sorrow  chill 

Wearied  he  turnoth. 
Soon  o'er  the  buried  head 

Memory's  light  setteth, 
And  the  trae  hearttd  dead, 

Tb*a  s*an  fotgeitedtl 
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TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  MY  MOTHER. 

BY.  H.  H.  CLBMSMTS. 

Mt  mother !  to  thy  lonely  grave 

When  weary  of  the  world  I  flee, 
That  there  the  brimming  heart  may  crave 

Full  solace  for  Its  loss  of  thee. 
I  lay  my  head  upon  the  clod 

That  sleeps  remorselessly  on  thine, 
And  think  when  near  thee,  nearer  God, 

Who  guards  at  night  thy  lowly  shrine. 

Wherever  rest  thy  orbs  of  light, 

I  feel  they  watch  thy  erring  child, 
To  guide  his  wandering  steps  aright, 

As  o'er  his  infancy  they  smiled. 
Whene'er  the  music  of  thy  tongue 

Shall  fall  on  the  Redeemer's  ear, 
A  prayer  is  breathed  its  notes  among, 

For  thy  lone  orphan  struggling  here. 

When  sleep  to  weary  eyelids  falls 

And  shuts  the  sense  at  silent  eve, 
Comes  pictured  fancy,  and  recalls 

The  form  of  her  for  whom  I  grieve. 
In  waking,  still  the  bosom  bleeds 

For  deeper  sympathy  than  tears, 
And  memory  yet  unwearied  pleads 

With  the  sad  emphasis  of  years. 

THE  BAY  OF  NAPLES 

WITH   A   1ICH  AMD   BEAUTIFUL  ENGRAVING. 

All  travelers  agree  in  representing  the  Bay  of  Naples 
as  one  of  the  most  beautiful  views  in  the  world.  We 
have  the  pleasure  of  presenting  our  readers,  this  week 
wirh  a  very  fine  and  highly  finished  steel  engraving, 
of  this  lovely  spot,  with  a  view  of  Mount  Vesuvius, 
&c,  in  the  distance.  To  accompany  the  plate,  we 
copy  the  following  interesting  account  of  Naples,  its 
localities,  inhabitants,  &c\,  from  the  valuable  book  of 
travels,  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Fisk,  President  of  the  Wesley- 
an  University  in  Connecticut,  published  two  or  three 
years  ago,  by  Harper  &  Brothers. 

"  Thebe  is  something  peculiarly  lively  *nd  gay  in  the 
appearance  of  Naples.  Its  location  is  fine.  The  bay 
itself  is  a  beautiful  sheet  of  water,  of  about  thirty  miles 
diameter,  protected  at  its  entrance  by  the  Island  of 
Capri,  which  rises  up,  like  a  mighty  break  water,  to 
resist  the  force  of  the- waves.  The  town  is  like  an  am- 
phitheatre around  the  bay;  at  one  end  it  has  some 
picturesque  eminences,  on  one  of  which  is  the  king's 
palace  and  the  royal  observatory,  and  on  the  other  the 
Castle  of  St.  Elmo.  These  are  ascended  by  zigzag 
roads,  to  make  the  ascent  gradual  and  pleasant,  pre- 
senting at  every  turn  new  aspects  of  the  beautiful 
scenery  around ;  and,  when  you  arrive  at  the  top,  the 
entire  panorama  is  like  an  enchantment. 

"  From  the  Royal  Observatory  you  look  down  upon 
the  city,  the  bay,  the  harbor,  and  thence  the  eye  glances 
speedily  over  the  vale  spread  out  beyond  the  opposite 
side  of  the  town ;  a  vale  that  can  scarcely  be  described. 
It  is  spotted  all  over  with  cottages,  appearing  in  the 
distance  like  so  many  little  bird-cages,  almost  thick 
enough  to  be  called  a  continual  village.  To  the  right, 
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nearer  the  bay,  is  Portici,  under  which  lies  the  buried 
city  of  Herculaneum.  Beyond  is  Vesuvius,  covered 
perpetually  with  the  wreath  of  smoke  or  flame.  The 
associations  of  this  exhibition  add  greatly  to  the  in- 
terest of  the  scene.  The  very  mountain  you  stand 
upon  is  a  volcanic  formation ;  so  is  the  entire  founda- 
tion of  the  city  of  Naples,  and,  in  fact,  all  the  sur- 
rounding country ;  while  at  the  base  of  Vesuvius,  a 
few  miles  distant,  are  cities  buried,  with  their  inhabi- 
tants, sixty  and  eighty  feet  below  the  present  surface 
of  the  earth  by  successive  floods  of  molten  mineral 
and  showers  of  cinders  and  earth.  To  the  like  rate 
the  population  of  the  modern  cities  are  continually  ex- 
posed ;  nay,  it  would  be  no  new  thing  in  this  neghbor- 
hood  if  the  troubled  elements  of  the  earth  should  burst 
forth  in  the  centre  of  the  city  of  Naples,  and  bury  its 
hundred  of  thousands  under  a  huge  mausoleum  of  a 
Mont*  Nuovo,  such  as  was  thrown  up  in  1538  but  a 
few  miles  distant  from  the  city.  Yet  the  inhabitants 
live  without  the  least  apparent  apprehension,  fully 
believing,  if  fatal  eruptions  of  this  kind  should  ever 
happen,  it  will  not  be  in  their  day ;  just  as  we  travelers 
believe  it  will  not  be  while  we  visit  the  city  and  its 
environs,  and  even  the  very  crater  of  Vesuvius  itself. 
One  cannot  but  feel  peculiar  sensations  when  seiiously 
contemplating  the  scene  around  him,  viewed  in  con- 
nexion with  past  history.  This  whole  region,  inclu- 
ding, perhaps,  the  entire  peninsula  of  Italy,  is  volcanic, 
and  volcanoes  have  been  active  here  from  time  im- 
memorial. The  subterranean  fires  which  some  sup- 
pose are  entombed  and  rage  continually  in  the  centre 
of  the  earth,  seem  here  to  have  found  vent,  and  the 
craters  of  Etna  on  a  neighboring  island,  and  of  Vesu- 
vius have  for  many  centuries  been  natural  safety- 
valves;  and  though  in  some  Instances  destructive  to 
the  insects  that  sport  around  them,  may  be  instrumental 
of  saving  extensive  portions  of  the  earth  from  destruc- 
tive earthquakes  and  ruinous  convulsions.  But  al- 
though the  subterranean  fires  seem  to  concentrate  in 
this  neighborhood,  it  does  not  follow  as  certain,  or 
most  probable,  that  the  crater  of  Vesuvius  will  always 
be  the  outlet.  Naples  itself  is  as  likely,  in  process  of 
time,  according  to  all  human  appearances,  to  be  the 
crater  of  a  volcano  as  Vesuvius  once  was.  It  seems, 
in  the  time  of  Diodorus  Siculus,  about  half  a  century 
before  Christ,  and  in  that  of  Strabo,  who  flourished 
about  the  period  of  the  Christian  era,  that  there  was  no 
appearance  in  Vesuvius  of  an  active  volcano;  bur,  from 
the  appearance  of  the  mountain,  it  was  judged  it  had 
once  been  subject  to  irruptions,  in  an  ape  so  remote 
that  the  peiiod  was  to  them  unknown.  In  the  seventy- 
ninth  year  of  the  Christian  era,  however,  the  great 
irruption  took  place  which  buiied  Herculaneum  and 
Pompeii.  Since  that  time,  on  the  other  side  of  Naples, 
Monte  Nuovo  has  been  formed  in  a  few  hours,  and  the 
earth  in  the  neighborhood  still  burns  beneath,  sending 
up  streams  of  heated  sulphurous  gas,  and  throwing 
out  rivulets  of  hot  water;  an  evidence  that  not  in  Vesu- 
vius only,  but  all  under  these  green  hills  and  verdant 
vales,  the  fabled  forges  of  Vulcan  are  in  active  opera- 
tion, and  where  next  they  may  burst  forth  in  torrents 
of  fire  and  showers  of  molten  cinders  is  altogether 
unknown. 
"  But  I  wander,  perhaps,  from  my  purpose,  which  was 


ADVENTURE  IN  IRELAND. 


to  give  some  general  view  of  Naples.  It  is  in  popula- 
tion the  third  city  in  Europe,  containing,  as  the  most 
rational  estimate,  from  three  hundred  and  fifty  to  four 
hundred  thousand  inhabitants.  Some  Neapolitans  say 
half  a  million ;  but  this  is  evidently  erroneous.  The 
rise  of  the  city,  which  is  only  nine  or  ten  miles  in  cir- 
cumference, hardly  admits  of  such  an  estimate.  It  is 
true,  Naples,  from  the  great  portion  of  the  inhabitants 
who  constantly  throng  the  streets,  appears  to  be  im- 
mensely populous.  In  no  city,  I  think  (e ven  London 
is  not  an  exception,)  have  I  seen  greater  throngs  in 
the  streets ;  but  nowhere  besides  do  the  inhabitants 
live  in  tiu  streets,  as  in  Naples.  To  say  nothing  of  the 
lazaroni,  many  of  whom,  it  is  said,  have  no  home,  but 
sleep  at  night  in  the  open  air,  or  under  the  public  courts, 
in  the  doors  of  the  churches,  and  wherever  they  can 
find  a  resting-place,  there  are  very  many  who  do  a 
great  portion  of  their  business  in  the  streets ;  here  is 
cooking,  spinning,  shoemaking,  blacksmithing,  and 
trading  of  all  kinds  in  the  streets.  It  is  this  doing 
everything  out  of  doors  which  adds  much,  doubtless, 
to  the  apparent  populousness  of  Naples.  But  it  is,  in 
fact,  full  of  people;  many  of  them  busily  occupied,  but 
many  others  miserably  idle,  and  very  many  wretchedly 
poor.  The  lazaroni  {tiu  ragged  ones)  seem  to  be  a  dis- 
tinct class,  and  the  lowest  we  could  well  conceive  of 
in  the  bosom  of  a  civilized  community.  It  has  already 
been  stated  that  many  of  them  are  without  any  regular 
lodgings;  but  live  upon  a  trifle;  the  mildness  of  the 
climate  and  their  habits  enable  them  to  subsist  without 
fire  and  with  but  little  clothing.  When  they  can  ob- 
tain employment  they  work  (for  they  appear  more 
active  than  the  poorest  classes  in  other  parts  of  Italy ,) 
they  act  as  porters,  or  fachinos,  as  they  are  called  in 
Italian,  whenever  they  can  find  employment,  for  which 
purpose  they  have  a  basket  that  serves  them  in  their 
labors  by  day  as  a  bed  by  night.  They  sing  and  sport, 
play  the  harlequin,  or  attend  upon  those  who  do  so, 
listen  to  the  public  street-readers  of  Orlando  Furioso, 
in  which  they  seem  greatly  instructed,  or  attend  to  the 
harangues  of  the  street  declaimers,  play  at  cards  on  a 
stone  or  a  stool  on  the  side  of  the  street,  stretch  them- 
selves out  upon  the  pavements  in  the  sun,  gather  the 
quids  of  tobacco  and  the  ends  of  cigars  that  have  been 
thrown  away,  and  expose  them  for  sale,  beg  when 
necessity  requires,  and  attend  to  whatever  else  inclina- 
tion prompts  to,  and  circumstances  allow  of,  or  nature 
requires,  without  embarrassment  or  shame.  But  the 
most  important  business  is  hunting  heads,  which  seems 
with  them  not  only  to  be  a  matter  of  necessity,  but 
also  of  luxury,  and  hence  you  will  pass  scores  of  them 
in  the  streets  performing  this  kind  office  for  each  other; 
an  employment,  by-the-way,  which  is  not  to  be  sneered 
at,  since  it  is  consecrated  by  genius,  and  iden titled 
with  the  fine  arts  in  Italy.  One  of  the  standard  paint- 
ings of  the  Pitti  Palace,  in  Florence,  was  a  Cupid 
having  his  head  looked  by,  if  I  rightly  remember,  Psy- 
che. But  in  Naples  they  attend  to  it  in  a  way  that 
saves  time  and  blesses  (fit  blesser;  for  while  one  is  serv- 
ing another,  he  or  she  is,  at  the  same  time,  served  by 
a  third,  and  so  on  in  an  indefinite  series.  In  many 
instances,  too,  you  may  see  the  colonists  or  emigrants 
from  the  head  picked  off'  from  other  parts  of  the  body. 
In  short  (for  this  is  not  a  subject  to  be  dwelt  upon 
further  than  Is  necessary  to  give  some  just  description 
of  the  state  of  society,)  these  lazaroni  are  a  dirty, 
squalid,  poverty-smitten  race,  amounting,  according 
to  some,  to  thirty  or  forty  thousand.    It  is  doubtful, 


however,  whether  there  are  so  many.  Indeed,  it  is 
generally  said,  their  number  is  diminished  of  late  yean. 
Happy  would  it  be  for  the  city  If  they  could  be  entirely 
removed  by  putting  them  into  workhouses,  or  employ- 
ing them  in  some  way  to  improve  their  condition  and 
elevate  their  character.  It  is  said  they  are  willing  to 
work  when  they  can  find  it ;  but  they  have  been  so 
long  degraded  that  their  condition  is  not  very  irksome 
to  themselves.  They  are,  in  general,  a  merry  race, 
living  on  macaroni  and  vegetables,  and  in  their  habits 
but  little  removed  above  bestiality. 

"  The  beggars  in  Naples  are  numerous  and  annoying, 
but  less  so  in  the  city  than  in  the  country  and  provin- 
cial towns  in  the  neighborhood.  The  other  two  un- 
productive classes  of  society  heretofore  alluded  to  in 
other  cities  are  also  very  numerous  here,  viz.,  the  ec- 
clesiastics and  soldiers.  Of  the  former  it  is  difficult  to 
ascertain  the  precise  number,  but  they  are  abundant, 
and  well  dressed  and  well  fed.  They  have  "  fulness 
of  bread  and  abundance  of  idleness,"  both  of  which  are 
indicated  by  their  fresh  visage  and  portly  appearance. 
Indeed,  what  have  they  to  do  1  They  have  no  families 
to  provide  for,  they  seldom  preach,  most  of  them  never, 
and  their  pastoral  duties,  masses  and  confessions,  are 
an  easy  task,  divided  among  from  ten  to  twenty,  per- 
haps, in  each  church.  In  addition  to  these,  there  are 
the  monastic  orders  hanging  like  leeches  upon  the 
social  body,  devouring  much  and  producing  nothing. 

It  is  said  the  King  of  Naples  has  an  army  in  actual 
service  in  and  about  Naples  amounting  to  about  thirty 
or  forty  thousand.  These,  too,  appear  well  dressed 
and  well  fed.  Some  thousands  of  them  are  hirelings 
from  Switzerland  and  Austria.  With  all  these  unpro- 
ductive consumers  living  on  her  limited  commerce  and 
her  slender  revenues,  what  can  be  expected  but  that 
depression  and  poverty  should  pervade  the  whole  na- 
tion ?  The  wonder  is  that  Naples  sustains  herself  as 
well  as  she  does ;  nor  could  she,  in  fact,  survive  longr 
but  that  she  is  surrounded  by  a  country  rich  and  pro- 
ductive almost  beyond  conception,  which,  if  nothing 
more,  yields  at  least  the  necessaries  of  life,  bread-stuns 
and  common  vegetables,  in  great  abundance,  as  well 
as  great  quantities  of  fruit  for  exportation." 
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Ingratitude,  unrequited  affection,  the  destruction 
of  hope  or  undeserved  odium,  may  bring  more  severe 
pangs  to  the  human  mind  than  the  approach  of  death, 
under  ordinary  circumstances ;  but  in  the  adventure  I 
am  about  to  relate,  a  combination  of  the  horrible,  ad- 
ded to  the  probability  of  becoming  the  victim  of  re- 
lentless murderers,  has  taught  me  in  the  intensity  of 
fear  how  much  human  nature  can  suffer  without  anni- 
hilation. 

Strolling  one  evening  through  some  of  the  wildest 
and  most  picturesque  scenery  of  the  county  Wick  low, 
more  led  away  by  the  beauties  of  the  prospect  before 
me  than  the  intention  of  using  the  fowling  piece  I  car- 
ried, I  was  startled  to  find  a  strange  springiness  in  the 
ground  just  beneath,  and  on  raising  my  eyes  I  per- 
ceived that  the  slightest  impression  of  my  foot  caused 
a  trembling  of  the  surface  for  many  yards  around. 

Having  heard  the  danger  of  the  place  which  the 
peasantry  about  termed  "the  shaking  bog,"  (not  until 
then  thinking  I  wandered  so  near  its  vicinity)  I  im- 
mediately endeavored  to  retrace  my  steps;  which, 
however,  proved  in  vain,  as  my  late  desultory  move- 
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ment  rendered  it  impossible  to  find  out  the  exact  route 
by  which  I  had  so  for  entered  this  quagmire;  and 
finding  nothing  in  the  appearance  of  the  soil,  by  which 
to  distinguish  the  firm  spots  from  the  deceitful,  I  de- 
termined to  remain  stationary  for  some  time  at  least, 
thinking  that  chance  might  throw  in  my  way  some 
one  acquainted  with  the  locality. 

Two  hours  wore  away  and  no  person  appeared. 
The  night  was  now  fast  approaching,  and  with  each 
sudden  increase  in  depth  of  shade  a  darker  gloom  op- 
pressed my  spirits,  at  length,  roused  by  the  chilliness 
which  succeeded  a  drizzling  rain,  I  determined  at  all 
hazards  to  proceed. 

I  am  an  Irishman,  and,  like  my  countrymen,  in  the 
▼wry  crisis  of  danger  have  a  disposition  to  trust  to 
reckless  chance  more  than  judgment  for  escape;  so  I 
buttoned  up  my  coat  and  walked  with  rapid  strides  in 
a  straight-forward  direction  ;  success  attended  me,  and 
in  half  an  hour  I  found  myself  on  firm  ground.  My 
next  wish  was  to  reach  some  place  of  shelter  from  a 
tast  increasing  storm,  and  with  renewed  energy  I  con- 
tinued ray  route.  The  scene  which  in  the  rich  light 
of  the  setting  sun  appeared  as  beautiful  as  magnifi- 
cent, changed  its  character,  and  in  place  of  wood,  wa- 
ter or  high  places,  nothing  but  dark  huge  masses  of 
shadow  were  to  be  seen.  The  rain  came  still  pouring 
down,  and  I  became  exhausted  in  struggling  against 
the  elements. 

However,  I  felt  the  necessity  of  reaching  cover  if 
possible,  and  when  on  ascending  a  hill  I  beheld  below 
a  light  glimmering  through  the  darkness  I  at  once  de- 
termined to  proceed  toward  it,  although  the  wlldness 
of  the  place  and  the  dangerous  character  of  those  em- 
ployed in  illicit  distillation,  who  were  said  to  frequent 
It,  might  well  call  forth  caution.  The  hill  side  I  was 
about  to  descend  was  almost  precipitously  steep,  and 
but  for  being  so  thickly  studded  with  small  trees,  a 
passage  to  its  foot  would  have  been  difficult  to  attain 
without  imminent  danger. 

At  length  the  house,  if  so  it  could  be  called,  lay  be- 
fore me,  and  a  more  miserable  hovel  cannot  be  ima- 
gined. The  walls  were  of  mud  raized  without  regard 
to  construction,  with  a  roof  partly  thatched,  where  a 
hole  seemed  to  have  been  burst  through  by  accident 
rather  than  designed  for  the  uses  of  a  chimney.  No 
window  or  window-space  was  visible,  but  an  aperture 
not  unlike  a  port-hole  discovered  a  light  so  strong  that 
at  first  I  imagined  the  place  to  be  on  fire  within.  I  ap 
proached  the  aperture  cautiously,  looked  in,  and  the 
scene  I  there  beheld  determined  me,  drenched  as  I  was 
with  rain,  and  shivering  with  cold,  still  to  brave  the 
boisterous  elements  unhoused  rather  than  trust  to  the 
Inmates  of  such  a  place  for  shelter. 

On  the  hearth  blazed  a  quantity  of  furze,  over  which 
bung  a  large  pot,  tended  by  a  figure  six  feet  in  height, 
dressed  in  female  habiliments,  it  is  true,  but  bony, 
gaunt  and  muscular,  with  a  countenance  the  most  re- 
Tolling  and  indicative  of  bad  passions  I  ever  beheld,  I 
could  see  a  door  on  the  other  side,  partly  open,  the 
foot  of  a  ladder  which  reached  to^  kind  of  loft  hinder- 
ing it  from  closely  shutting.  No  furniture  but  a  rough 
deal  table  and  some  stools  could  be  seen,  and  in  the 
centre  of  the  room  lay  a  sheep  yet  bleeding. 

Having  satisfied  my  curiosity,  I  was  about  to  pro- 
ceed in  a  different  direction,  when  the  sound  of  voices 
mad  approaching  footsteps  attracted  my  attention.  I 
^instantly  retreated  from  the  light,  but  was  too  late  to 
i  detection,  for  a  fond  halloo  of  "  Who's  there  V • 


gave  me  sufficient  warning  to  flee.  I  ran  round  the  oof- 
ner  of  the  house  and  was  about  passing  the  door  in 
the  way  which  appeared  to  promise  the  best  means  of 
escape,  when  the  old  hag,  alarmed  by  the  cry,  rushed 
out  but  luckily  did  not  perceive  me,  as  1  slipped  be- 
hind her,  entered  the  doorway  and  crept  up  the  ladder 
with  as  much  haste  and  little  noise  as  possible.  Hav- 
ing reached  the  loft  I  lay  down  on  my  face  exhausted, 
where,  through  a  division  in  the  boarding,  I  had  a 
good  view  of  the  room  below. 

In  a  short  time  the  woman  returned  followed  by  five 
ruffianly  looking  fellows  with  countenances  differently 
cast,  but  all  marked  by  a  brutal  ferocity;  of  a  gloomy 
and  savage  nature  in  some,  in  others  lit  up  with  a  leer 
of  mirth  which  rendered  the  expression  more  devilish. 
The  hag  having  with  frightful  imprecations  abused 
them  for  being  cowards  in  deeming  every  shadow  they 
saw  a  ghost,  or  an  enemy,  drew  out  the  table  and  pro- 
ceeded to  put  on  it  what  she  had  been  cooking,  while 
two  of  the  men  drew  from  their  overcoats  four  or  five 
bottles. 

It  is  useless  to  attempt  a  description  of  their  mid- 
night orgies,  or  the  feelings  of  disgust  and  horror  which 
rendered  me  breathless  in  my  unsafe  retreat.  In  case 
I  remained  I  knew  not  but  the  lair  of  straw  beside  me 
was  their  sleeping  place— if  I  attempted  to  descend, 
the  first  creak  of  the  old  boards  might  betray  me — and 
how  escape  the  owl-like  eye  of  the  old  hagl 

Murder  and  robbery  were  themes  of  their  discourse 
as  they  ate  and  drank  freely,  some  showing  by  the 
depth  and  quick  succession  of  their  draughts  signs  of 
speedy  intoxication.  Presently  he  who  appeared  to  be 
the  leader,  struck  the  table  crying  "  come,  to  work,  we 
must  plant  old  Bess ;  Creary  bring  her  down."  I  sup- 
posed the  man  addressed  demurred,  though  I  heard  no 
answer,  as  the  woman  struck  her  neighbor  with  an 
iron  ladle  she  held,  exclaiming  "  Blast  you,  must  I  go.1' 
A  general  fight  ensued,  but  was  quickly  quelled  by  the 
first  speaker,  who  saying  he  would  go  himself,  took 
the  rushlight  and  proceeded  toward  the  ladder.  Good 
Heavens !  was  my  fate  so  near  at  hand,  I  instantly 
resolved  to  defend  myself  with  the  but  end  of  my  gun, 
and  when  I  heard  the  ruffian  stumble,  and  curse  the 
light  which  fell  from  him,  fresh  courage  sprung  up 
within  me,  as  I  knew  the  darkness  would  advantage 
me.  I  felt  for  my  gun  which  lay  beside  me,  when — 
oh  horror !  my  hand  touched  a  cold  and  clammy  sub- 
stance, which  instinctively  I  knew  to  be  a  human  face 
wet  with  blood— I  did  not  exclaim,  but  all  power  of 
resistance  left  me — I  stood  paralysed  with  dread.  The 
murderer  approached  me — I  could  feel  the  warmth  of 
his  hand  on  my  face  as  he  groped  his  way  within  a 
few  inches  of  me,  and  then  he  descended  dragging  a 
weight  after  him,  which  struck  each  step  of  the  ladder 
with  a  crushing  sound. 

I  had  fainted,  and  know  not  how  long  I  remained 
insensible,  but  when  I  looked  again,  the  men  had  gone, 
and  the  woman  left  her  scat  at  the  table  with  apparent 
difficulty,  for  the  liquor  had  done  its  work.  This  now 
was  my  only  chance.  I  rushed  down  the  ladder  and 
through  the  door,  and  though  I  heard  no  noise  of  pur- 
suit after  me,  I  continued  to  run  until  a  alight  sprain 
compelled  me  to  stop. 

Daylight  began  to  appear,  and  though  I  could  not, 
from  the  circuitous  route  I  had  taken,  tell  how  near  I 
might  be  to  the  place  from  which  I  fled,  yet  there  la 
something  so  encouraging  in  the  light  of  day,  (hat  1 
felt  almost  fearless.    In  a  few  hoars  I  continued  on 
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lay  way  and  when  alter  a  short  walk  I  perceived  an 
enlarged  pathway  and  a  cottage  of  a  different  aspect 
from  the  last,  I  proceeded  with  a  light  heart.  The 
crossed  pipes  and  gingerbread  In  the  window  promised 
refreshment,  and  being  in  need  of  a  little  stimulus,  I 
went  and  told  the  little  girl  who  stood  behind  a  small 
counter  to  let  me  have  some  whiskey,  saying  that  she 
need  not  be  afraid  of  me,  for  I  guessed  at  once  that 
this  was  what  is  called  "  a  sheebeen  house,"  a  place 
for  the  illicit  sale  of  liquor.  The  girl  went,  as  she 
■aid,  to  call  her  mistress,  and  when  she  returned  was 
followed  by,  what?— the  old  hag  of  last  night,  and 
three  of  her  associates !  I  disguised  my  astonishment 
as  well  as  my  feelings  would  allow,  and  appeared  as 
much  at  ease  as  possible,  invited  them  to  diink,  and, 
either  my  treat  or  my  manners  satisfying  them,  was 
allowed  to  proceed  unmolested. 

In  a  short  time  I  reached  the  house  of  a  friend  of 
mine,  who  is  a  magistrate,  told  him  my  story,  and 
having  secured  sufficient  assistance,  had  the  inmates 
of  the  sheebeen  house  arrested.  After  considerable 
search  the  body  of  an  old  woman  was  found,  which 
bore  the  marks  of  having  been  murdered.  She  proved 
to  be  a  pedlar  who,  it  was  said,  possessed  some  money 
which  she  generally  carried  about  her  person.  The 
prisoners  hearing  my  testimony,  confessed  their  guilt, 
and  were  ultimately  executed. 


ELLERSLIE : 


The  residence)  of  William  Kelley,  Esq.,  Rhine- 
"beck,  Dutchess  County,  New  York. 
There's  a  lofty  tower  at  Ellerslie, 
That  looms  up  like  a  ship  at  sea, 
And,  when  with  care  and  grief  opprest, 
I  love  to  lie  on  its  mossy  breast, 
And  think  of  the  halcyon  days  gone  by, 
When  my  heart  was  pure  as  the  summer  sky, 
And  the  future  was  bright  as  the  tide  below — 
Calm,  and  bright,  and  free  from  woe. 

The  mignonette  and  the  lily  fair 
Bloom  in  their  pride  and  beauty  there, 
While  feathered  songsters  ever  dear 
To  gentle  heart,  sing  sweet  and  clear — 
Warble  their  loves  from  every  limb, 
And  paeans  chaunt  in  praise  of  him 
Whose  smiling  face  they  daily  see 
On  the  lovely  point  of  Ellerslie. 

In  my  midnight  dreams  I  often  gaze 

On  the  setting  sun's  departing  rays, 

And  my  brow  isfann'd  with  the  breeze  of  even, 

And  the  twinkling  stars  peep  out  of  heaven, 

And  I  forget  my  grief  and  pain, 

And  seem  a  cheerful  boy  again, 

Reposing  beneath  the  old  oak  tree 

That  crowns  the  point  of  Ellerslie. 

In  all  my  wandderings  o'er  the  world, 
Where'er  my  canvas  has  been  furl'd — 
In  northern  regions,  bleak  and  cold, 
Where  mountain  icebergs  slowly  roll'd — 
Or  in  the  fair  and  sunny  isles 
Where  love  the  cares  of  life  beguiles— 
Whether  on  land  or  on  the  sea, 
Still  turns  my  heart  to  Ellerslie. 

Tradition  tells  of  an  Indian  queen 
Whose  graceful  form  is  often  teen, 


Wandering  o'er  its  lofty  lawn 

Like  a  timid  a.  d  a  gentle  fawn, 

She  had  lov'd  with  aH  a  woman's  power, 

And  earned  a  trusting  woman's  dower, 

A  broken  heart,  and  a  blighted  name, 

And  an  early  tomb  to  hide  her  shame ; 

And  of  a  chief,  both  fierce  and  brave, 
Who  mercy  never  asked  nor  gave — 
How  he  sprang  into  his  light  canoe, 
The  base  destroyer  to  pursue, 
Unknown  to  all  his  trusty  band, 
And  not  a  friend  but  his  right  hand, — 
Alone,  he  sought  his  crafty  foe 
Beyond  the  falls  of  the  wild  Cahoe. 

Champion  of  virtue's  holy  cause, 
He  broke  through  treaties,  forms  and  taws  ; 
His  prisoner  bound  with  many  a  thong, 
In  the  light  canoe  pass'd  swift  along, 
And  ere  three  mornings'  suns  rose  high, 
The  captive  was  led  out  to  die, 
And  impaled  ignobly  'neath  the  tree 
That  shades  her  tomb  at  Ellerslie. 

His  faithful  band  looked  calmly  on 
Till  the  avenger's  work  was  done, 
Then  flung  upon  the  startled  air 
A  shout  of  joy  and  wild  despair — 
Joy  that  their  brother  had  done  well, 
Despair  that  their  young  queen  thus  fell 
Deeply  dishonored  and  debased 
With  stains  that  could  not  be  effaced. 

And  it  is  said  the  noble  chief 
Soon  withered  as  the  autumn  leaf; 
Passions  he  could  no  longer  sway 
Now  quickly  ebb'd,  and  pass'd  away, 
The  stricken  brave  bow'd  low  his  head, 
And  held  communion  with  the  dead — 
Gathered  the  flowers  from  off  her  grave, 
And  leap'd  into  the  Hudson's  wave. 

Such  is  the  tale  of  Wee-som-wee, 

The  fairy  lawn  of  Ellerslie.  a.  s.  h 


MY  FAMILIAR. 

BY    O.    y.    HOFFMAN. 

Yes!  My  Familiar—  Sir  Reader.  Socrates  had  his 
good  demom— Brutus  his  evil  one— Abhur- Ben -Mo- 
hammed a  pair  of  them;  while  Niblo  has  his  thru 
Diavolos;— and  why  not  J,  John  Smith,  my  attendant 
spirit?  If  Nature  and  Fortune  have  combined  to  dis- 
tinguish me  from  other  Smiths  of  the  name  of  John- 
how  could  they  do  better  than  to  give  me  my  tutelary 
genius — than  to  have  me  ever  attended  and  watched 
over  by  the  Schmidt-Gheistl  Alas!  this  air  of  jest- 
ing is,  I  fear,  but  ill  feigned— a  sense  of  horror  still 
breaks  through  my  hollow  mirth,  and  goads  my  fever- 
ed spirit  with  strange  doubts  and  Incredulities,  almost 
to  madness.  The*mysterious  being  that  haunts  me, 
may  after  all,  be  only  a  brain-wrought  spectre — the  be- 
wildering exhalation  of  seething  fancy.  Or,  if  indeed 
he  be  a  living  essence  incorporeal — accident — a  bttad 
mischance  alone,  has,  perhaps,  connected  me  with  his 
motions ;  and  a  score  of  my  fellow  mortals  may,  per- 
haps, share  his  mysterious  visits,  and  suiter,  like  my- 
self, under  the  spell  of  his  presence. 

The  story  of  my  troubles,  if  the  reader  it  disposed  lo 
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hearken  to  it,  is  this;— I  am  a  "man  of  chambers;" 
h  boots  not  whether  bachelor  or  widow,  but  I  do  act- 
ually belong  to  this  independent  and  enviable  class  of 
the  community.  My  rooms,  by  those  who  have  drank 
my  claret  and  smoked  my  Havanahs,  are  generally 
allowed  to  be  the  pleasantest  belonging  to  any  man  of 
chambers  in  town.  I  always  have  a  bottle  of  Lynch's 
best,  with  an  extra  regalia  or  two  for  an  acquaintance; 
and  my  particular  friends  know  where  they  can  most 
readily  get  a  glass  of  bock  and  soda,  when  the  acces- 
sories of  a  late  supper  have  carried  them  unsteadily 
into  the  deeper  watches  of  night.  Let  not  the  reader 
think  from  this,  however,  that  I  am  dissipated.  No ! 
though  thus  socially  disposed  toward  my  fellows,  and 
fixed,  1  trust,  as  a  man  of  chambers  for  life,  I  may  say 
without  vanity  that  I  am  more  domestic  in  my  habits 
than  many  a  housekeeper  who  is  most  admired  by 
sober  wives  and  prudent  mothers.  A  week's  trouting, 
in  the  season,  at  Carman's— a  day  or  two  with  the 
snipe  at  Pire  Island,  or  a  quiet  excursion  after  quail 
and  woodcock  in  Westchester,  are  the  only  occasions 
when  I  ever  leave  my  house.  My  folder  is  just  where 
I  left  it  in  the  last  new  novel ;  and  the  latest  Review 
lies  bent  open  upon  my  table  at  the  very  page  where  1 
have  paused  at  finding  some  special  matter  for  doubt 
or  reflection. 

For  years  now,  life  has  glided  on  in  this  untroubled 
current — the  gay  and  thoughtless,  like  young  trout 
who  rise  always  to  flies  of  the  gaudiest  color,  springing 
often  by  me  to  catch  at  its  very  bubbles,  while  I,  like 
some  maturer  tenant  of  the  brook,  have  loitered  con- 
tentedly in  its  calm  and  silent  eddies.  Fate,  envious 
of  such  repose,  has  come  at  last  like  an  old  fisherman 
to  break  up  my  unmolested  haunts. 

The  continual  changes  which  are  going  on  in  this 
ancient  city  of  my  love  drove  me  a  few  month's  since 
from  the  quarters  which  I  had  so  long  occupied  to  my 
satisfaction.  I  resisted  to  the  last  point,  when  I  found 
that  my  landlord  was  determined  to  renovate  the  build- 
ing I  occupied,  by  placing  a  row  of  granite  stores  in 
the  basement;  but  it  was  all  in  vain.  I  clung  to  my 
quarters  indeed,  until  looking  out  of  my  window  one 
morning,  I  found  the  whole  upper  part  of  the  house 
suspended  upon  a  couple  of  temporary  supports  of 
most  equivocal  thickness.  They  had  knocked  away 
some  dozen  square  yards  of  brick  wall  beneath  me, 
and  I  was  fairly  improved  out  of  the  premises. 

Upon  looking  around  for  new  chambers,  the  only 
rooms  I  could  obtain  were  in  a  tall  -house  upon  a  side 
hill,  in  the  lower  part  of  the  city ;  where  the  inequal- 
ities of  the  surface  enable  you  often  to  overlook  a  whole 
neighborhood  when  thus  situated.  The  street  was 
narrow  and  disagreeable,  but  I  did  not  mind  that ;  I 
came  to  live  in  the  house,  not  in  the  street— and  the 
commanding  height  of  my  chambers  made  them  suffi- 
ciently airy.  My  books  were  again  unpacked;  my 
ancient  sofa  extended  before  the  fire-place ;  my  hookah 
enthroned  upon  the  mantel-piece,  and  after  the  only 
portrait  I  possess  had  been  hung  up  in  the  pier,  and  a 
breathing  landscape  of  Weir's,  and  a  gem  of  In  man's, 
which  I  am  fortunate  enough  to  own,  were  suspended 
in  their  proper  lights,  I  felt  myself  once  more  settled 
and  at  home.  "  This,"  said  I  mentally,  as  Jasper  re- 
moved the  cloth,  and  stretching  my  legs  before  the  fire, 
I  began  to  sip  my  solitary  hock—"  this  is  privacy  and 
seclusion — the  turmoil  of  the  busy  world  may  rage 
around  me,  but  I  have  neither  part  nor  lot  in  its  strug- 
gles nor  vexations — the  roar  of  its  surges  may,  indeed, 


reach  my  ear  on  this  high  perch,  but  they  cannot  agi- 
tate my  resting  place  nor  affect  my  tranquility.  I  am 
in  the  midst  of  a  crowd  where  each  is  watching  his 
own  concerns  with  an  eagerness  that  prevents  him 
from  observing  his  own  neighbor;  and,  unwatched 
myself,  I  can  in  such  a  vicinage  pursue  my  favorite 
study  of  character  without  molestation." 

As  these  thoughts  passed  through  my  mind,  I  na- 
turally raised  my  eyes  to  ths  window,  to  view  the 
general  appearance  of  the  neighborhood  I  was  thus 
mentally  eulogizing.  My  rooms  were  in  the  rear 
of  the  building,  and,  looking  round,  a  wilderness  of 
houses  seemed  clustered  near,  the  roofs  of  which, 
from  their  being  upon  a  lower  plane  than  was  that 
wherein  I  lived,  were  generally  brought  upon  an  imme- 
diate line  with  my  windows.  I  was  sufficiently  an- 
noyed at  finding  my  position  thus  commanded ;  but 
what  was  my  concern  and  vexation  to  see  a  person 
coolly  reconnoiteriag  it  from  the  hostile  eminence— 
yes !  as  I  live  there  lay  upon  the  flat  modern  roof  of  a 
house  opposite,  the  figure  of  a  man— basking,  as  it 
were,  in  the  mild  autumnal  sun,  while  he  amused  him- 
self by  looking  as  coolly  into  my  apartment  as  if  he 
were  examining  the  cage  of  a  menagerie.  There  were 
neither  blinds  nor  shutters  to  the  room,  and  it  seemed 
impossible  to  exclude  the  gaze  of  the  fellow.  I  gave 
him  a  look  that  ought  to  have  rolled  him  into  Aie  gut- 
ter, if  it  really  reached  him ;  but  it  did  not  even  make 
him  alter  his  position  on  the  leads.  I  tried  another 
with  the  same  effect,  though,  as  Col.  Crockett  would 
say,  it  was  a  grin  that  must  have  taken  the  paint  oft 
the  spot,  if  it  struck  the  roof  near  him.  The  calm 
stare  with  which  he  answered  it,  told  at  once  that  it 
was  impossible  to  bring  the  wretch  to  action  that  way. 
It  was  a  seige  he  meditated,  and  he  had  no  idea  of 
risking  any  thing  by  meeting  me  in  a  mere  sally. 

Provoked  beyond  endurance  at  such  impertinence, 
and  provoked  at  myself  at  being  so  provoked,  I  seized 
my  hat  in  a  fit  of  vexation  and  sallied  out  in  the  street. 
A  walk  on  the  Battery  cooled  my  feelings,  and  the  in- 
finite diversity  of  objects  upon  the  bay,  which  a  glo- 
rious sunset  burnished  into  gold,  gave  a  new  turn  to 
my  ideas.  I  continued  walking  long  after  the  veil  of 
twilight  had  stolen  the  purple  heights  of  Staten  Is- 
land, and  the  storied  shores  of  Communipaw,  from 
view.  The  evening  was  so  still  that  I  fancied  I  could 
almost  hear  the  thick- throated  chuckle  of  the  clam- 
catching  negroes  who  yet  linger  in  that  singular  fast- 
ness of  old  Dutch  peculiarities,  gurgling  over  the  calm 
water  like  voices  from  another  planet :  and  soothed  by 
the  tranquility  that  reigned  around  me,  I  at  last  return- 
ed to  my  chambers  in  a  mood  so  genial,  that  I  retired 
for  the  night  wholly  forgetful  of  every  source  of  irrita- 
tion. 

If  there  is  any  hour  in  the  whole  day  when  I  really 
do  take  comfort,  it  is  when  in  dressing-gown  and  slip- 
pers I  sit  with  a  very  mild  segar  over  my  cup  of  coffee 
and  newspaper  at  breakfast.  I  don't  think  anything 
in  the  world  can  make  me  form  an  engagement  for 
any  moment  before  eleven  ante- meridian,  lest  the  per- 
fect luxury  of  that  hour  should  be  in  some  wise  trench* 
ed  upon ;  and  yet  there  is  no  hour  of  the  day  when 
my  benevolence  is  more  expansive,  and  when  my 
plans  for  bettering  the  condition  of  the  whole  human 
race  are  more  active.  The  philanthropy  of  Howard 
himself  though  would  have  been  turned  into  hatred  of 
his  species,  had  his  gentle  nature  been  practised  upon 
as  mine  was  at  this  moment.    1  was  just  tenderly 
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turning  over  a  very  delicate  muffin  with  my  fork,  pon- 
dering whether  I  should  coquet  with  another  piece,  or 
swallow  my  coffee  and  commence  upon  the  segar, 
when  my  eyes  rested  upon  that  infernal  face  glower- 
ing upon  me  from  a  dormer  window  opposite.  It  was 
the  same  imperturbable  rascal  who  had  fixed  his  evil 
eye  upon  me  the  evening  before.  He  looked  and  1 
looked — but  where  was  the  use  of  flinging  look  for  look 
with  such  a  creation  as  that  ?  His  fixed  and  stony 
glance  had  no'  effort  in  it,  and  yet  I  knew  that  there 
was  speculation  in  his  eyes,  for  I  felt  their  searching 
gaze  all  over  my  body.  It  was  horrible,  meihought, 
to  be  subject  the  livelong  day  to  such  an  influence. 
Nay,  I  thought  I  should  go  mad  with  vexation  at  the 
idea  of  a  single  hour  being  past  in  this  unwelcome 
communion  with  a  stranger;  and  when  that  hour  was 
the  one  of  all  others  in  the  whole  twenty-four  which 

I  must  wish  to  call  my  own,  to  have  it  so Zounds ! 

the  thought  was  past  endurance.    It  was  ***** 

I  know  not  how  I  got  through  that  agitating  and 
most  miserable  day — but  I  did  survive  it ;  nay,  more, 
I  saw  it  followed  by  another  and  another,  each  marked 
by  the  same  causes  of  disquiet,  until  now,  resigned  to 
my  fate  but  not  hardened  to  its  endurance,  I  am  be- 
come but  the  shadowy  memorial  of  what  I  once  was. 
My  strange  watcher,  indeed,  no  longer  fixes  his  with- 
ering regards  on  me  as  at  first,  but  I  can  never  look 
from  my  window  without  seeing  him  walk  up  and 
down  the  roofs,  and  along  the  gutters  of  the  houses 
opposite — scarce  a  minute  in  the  day  but  his  person  or 
his  shadow  flits  by  my  window,  and  falls  like  a  blight 
over  any  sunshiny  moment  thai  may  be  breakiug  upon 
me.    Even  at  night  I  am  never  sure  that  I  am  alone. 
Often  by  the  clear  moonlight  I  see  my  unaccountable 
familiar  stalking  along  the  eaves  or  climbing  the  ga- 
bles of  the  neighborhood,  and  pausing  ever  and  anon 
to  throw  a  penetrating  glance  within  my  casement. 
Nay,  when  there  are  nothing  but  the  stars  to  light  his 
eccentric  path,  his  dark  figure  will  appear  suddenly 
drawn  against  the  horizon,  so  erect  and  motionless 
that  I  sometimes  mistake  it  for  a  chimney,  until  one  of 
the  arms  is  raised  as  if  pointing  toward  where  I  am 
sitting.    Sometimes  I  behold  him  pacing  up  and  down 
the  leads  with  agitated  strides,  as  if  impatient  to  over- 
come the  space  between  us,  and  thrust  himself  still 
more  closely  upon  my  intimacy,  while  again  he  ap- 
pears to  be  roving  from  roof  to  roof  without  any  ob- 
ject whatever.    His  attitudes  are  then  grotesque  in 
the  extreme— continually  his  steps  will  approach  the 
▼ery  edge  of  the  eaves,  and  then  suddenly,  checking 
his  rapid  movement,  he  will  pause,  bending  over  the 
precipituous  heights  as  if  about  to  plunge  upon  the 
destruction  that  yawns  beneath.    A  thrill  of  horror  has 
more  than  once  seized  me  at  the  moment  when  appa- 
rently I  was  thus  about  to  be  relieved  of  my  persecu- 
ting companion — and  then  again  as  his  swaying  form 
became  once  more  erect,  and  with  steady  steps  he  re- 
tired from  the  giddy  verge,  I  could  fancy  his  withering 
laugh  ringing  in  my  ears,  at  having  practised  so  suc- 
cessfully upon  my  sympathies.     But  why  should  I 
thus  harrow  longer  those  of  my  readers  7    Singular 
as  is  my  fate,  I  have  learnt  in  a  measure  to  endure  it 
—eye,  as  the  worried  wolf  endures  the  toils  that  waste 
his  vigor  away  by  driblets.     I  find  myself  by  some 
strange  combination  of  chances  subjected  to  a  pecu- 
liar intelligence—placed  beneath  an  eye,  which,  though 
probably  mortal  like  mine  own,  is  still  fixed  upon  me 
iaceaseless  watchfulness.    I  am  the  slave  and  victim 


of  an  ever  vigilant  inquisition.  The  victim,  I  say  ;  for 
though  philosophy  may  tell  me  that  the  sleepless  spec- 
tator of  my  every  action  and  movement  cannot  pene- 
trate into  the  secrets  of  my  soul — yet  my  heart  some- 
how seems  never  to  beat  so  freely,  nor  to  hold  the 
same  communion  with  my  brain,  since  another  has 
become  privy  to  each  act  that  volition  may  prompt. 
The  winged  eye  that  followed  the  doomed  sachem,  in 
Indian  story,  was  not  more  blighting  in  its  glances 
than  are  the  looks  of  my  remorseless  sentinel.    The 

laughing  demon  of  the  banquet  of .    By  heavens  I 

My  Familiar  is  at  this  moment  glowering  upon  mt 
through  that  window,  and  I  can  no  more. 


THE  WORLD. 

BY  B.  F.  ORIELIT. 

The  world— the  mighty  world ! 

Filled  with  the  young  and  strong, 
The  travail-worn  and  old, 
Like  a  giant  groaneth  on ; 
And  empires  rise  and  fall, 

And  bitter  words  are  spoken, 
O'er  the  dust  of  the  early  calPd, 
O'er  the  graves  of  the  poor  heart-broken  I 

The  world— the  chilly  world, 

Birth-place  of  joy  and  sorrow! 
Happiness  for  to-day, 
And  misery  for  the  morrow. 
To-day  we  join  with  glee 

In  the  ranks  of  the  bridal-train — 
To-morrow,  the  bridegroom,  he 
In  the  cold,  cold  earth  is  lain  1 

Oh  !  it  is  better,  far. 

Early  to  droop  and  die, 
Than  witness,  with  tearful  lid, 
Youth's  fondest  hopes  fleet  by; 
For  what,  but  a  tedous  dream, 

Is  this  life  of  woe  and  weeping — 
Unlivened  by  a  gleam 
Of  life  for  the  vigil-keeping! 
New  York,  April,  1844. 


A  PROMISED  LETTER  TO  A  LADT. 
by  c  d.  8tt7art. 

Eldorado  Place,  April  16,  1644. 
You  must  recollect,  my  dear  Madam,  the  long  con- 
versation we  had  together,  while  you  and  your  hus- 
band were  at  the  manor — and  I  presume  the  promise, 
which  I  made  to  you  at  that  time,  to  give  you  a  pic- 
ture of  the  girl  I  once  so  passionately  loved,  has  not 
been  forgotten ! 

I  trust  you  will  excuse  me  for  delaying,  to  this  time, 
what  I  might  have  done  the  first  week  after  we  sepa- 
rated, but  for  an  unexpected  letter  from  my  grandfa- 
ther, which  informed  mo  of  his  dangerous  illness,  and, 
at  the  same  time,  requested  my  presence  at  Temple- 
Gate.  I  found  the  old  gentleman  a  corpse  on  my  arri- 
val, and  his  "  last  will  and  testament"  set  me  forth  as 
the  favored  legatee  to  his  fine  estate— Peace  to  the  me- 
mory of  my  sainted  grand- sire !  may  all  my  friends 
find  one  as  clever!  And,  until  now,  I  have  been  con- 
tinually engaged  In  putting  things  "  to  rights,"  for  the 
rascally  tenantry,  as  is  too  often  the  case,  had  been  for 
years  practising  a  most  extensive  system  of  plunder, 
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without  exciting  the  suspicion  of  my  phlegmatic  old 
relative. 

Now,  thank  God !  I  have  "  squared  matters,"  and, 
first  of  all  neglected  duties,  I  Bit  down  to  fulfill  my 
promise.  I  think  that  I  mentioned  the  character  of 
her  parents — I  am  quite  sure  I  did,  as  also  her  age — 
but  lest  I  may  be  mistaken,  allow  the  repetition  of  this 
last  item.  She  was  seventeen !  ah,  charming  dear 
seventeen !  not  that  I  am  particular  about  numbers — 
no,  for  I  am  not ;  thirty  were  as  good,  if  it  wore  the 
same  brightness,  the  same  halo ;  but  she  was  seven- 
teen, and  with  the  grace  she  found  in  my  sight,  there 
came  also  the  sweet  impression  that  hers  was,  indeed, 
a  divine  age ! 

To  have  attempted  rebate  nee  to  the  emotions  she 
Inspired,  would  have  been  madness  with  mc  1  She 
was  by  no  means  what  the  world  at  large  would  call 
beautiful — she  had  not  that  assumed  hauteur,  and  half 
languishing,  which  a  friend  of  mine  terras  the  "  indif- 
ferent angel-like,"  nay,  at  first,  to  the  common  obser- 
ver, she  seemed  coarse,  more  like  a  peasant  girl  from 
the  flax-wheel  (by  the  bye,  queens  once  thought  it  no 
shame  to  spin !)  than  a  well-bred,  and  high-born  gen- 
tle girl.  But  who  ever  sa w  the  lights  and  shades  of 
such  a  picture  at  a  glance?  Who  could  look  more 
than  once,  and  say  there  was  no  enchantment  linger- 
ing from  the  pencil  of  the  master,  and  a  beauty  which 
days,  and  months,  and  years  of  ravishing  study  and 
worship  could  but  partially  comprehend?  I  saw  her 
at  first  in  a  happy  light !  never  looked  sunset  so  beau- 
tiful to  me,  as  the  soft  smile  that  played  on  her  full- 
rounded  and  delicate  lip— a  lip  whose  very  form  was 
poetry,  and  music !  I  saw  her  at  home  ;  ah,  you  should 
aee  a  beautiful  woman  at  home  if  you  would  know  her 
well,  and  it  were  best  to  see  her  when  she  had  no 
dream  of  an  intrusive  foot  1 

I  saw  her  thus,  sitting  by  the  side  of  her  mother— a 
mother  over  whose  brow  fell  a  few  silvery  locks, 
enough  to  make  her  beautifully  venerable.  Ella,  for 
this  is  her  name,  sat  reading  from  some  token  book, 
perhaps  the  gift  of  an  admirer,  and  she  would  stop  at 
intervale,  and  look  up  with  a  holy  significance  into 
the  eyes  of  her  parent,  and  the  two  seemed  to  kindle 
with  the  glance.  I  was  in  love !  It  matters  but  lit- 
tle whether  I  was  a  stealthy  looker-on,  or  no,  enough 
that  I  saw  her  thus,  and  was  in  love !  Love  with  me 
was  not  a  passion— a  sentiment  engrafted  on  my  sen- 
sibility, to  be  effaced  by  the  first  rain  of  fanciful  cir- 
cumstance—it was  the  unwoofing  of  my  very  soul,  a 
discovery  that  I  was  divided,  and  that  the  twain  were 
HI  apart ! 

But  I  did  not  finish  the  portrait— I  had  a  dream  in 
childhood,  of  beauty,  and  in  that  vision  a  proud  bust, 
a  high  pale  forehead — such  a  one  as  would  have  de- 
lighted Canova—  rather  prominent  cheeks,  an  aquiline 
nose,  ayel  a  nose  in  the  form  of  which  was  blended 
dignity,  with,  if  need  be,  scorn  1  and,  then,  those  lips 
— mellow  as  the  south  side  of  a  delicious  peach,  or 
the  fairest  cluster  of  blushing  grapes,  forming  a  mouth 
which  was  a  volume  in  itself.  Did  you  ever  mark 
the  expression  of  a  beautiful  mouth?  a  mouth  peo- 
pled round  about  with  dreamy  beseechings?  a  mouth, 
the  very  index  of  the  heart,  the  lips  just  parted,  a 
quiet  mirth  laughing  at  the  corners,  and  the  soul  of 
frank  ingeniousness  playing  with  a  smile  on  the  cor- 
ners? This,  with  something  of  intensity  to  fix  the 
colors,  is  her  portrait ;  but  in  this  I  have  forgotten  her 
.eyes.    I  never  could  describe  my  ideal  of  an  eye  1  a 


rich  hazy  eye,  dark  and  watery,  with  long  fine  lashes 
from  beneath  which  flash  a  thousand  sparkles,  the  ra- 
diance of  liquid  fire—  and  those  lashes  lifted  timidly 
to  emit  the  sacred  light ;  such  are  the  shadows  of  my 
ideal  eyes— such  the  wild  meteors  that  gleamed  on  me 
from  my  first  love !  From  thence-forward  I  saw  her 
a  thousand  times;  indeed  she  was  a  transparency 
within  my  very  soul— an  ineffable  presence  from  which 
I  drank  a  ravishing  delight. 

I  recollect,  only,  after  that,  writing  a  long,  long  let- 
ter, in  which  I  disembodied  my  soul  to  her,  and  offered 
it  for  acceptance  on  the  altar  of  my  love.  Quietly  the 
post  came  rattling  on  at  its  accustomed  hour,  and  I 
read  within  five  minutes  with  a  heart  throbbing  like 
the  pulse  of  a  volcano,  the  seal  of  my  fond  dream,  my 
long  worship,  my  hopes,  my  all !  in  a  few  brief  words 
of  regret  that  her  heart  was  already  out  of  her  gift ; 
and  the  conclusion  of  the  little  note  was  an  invitation 
to  behold  her  wed  to  another !  1  was  not  like  one  who 
has  envious  thoughts  of  daggers,  corrosive  sublimate, 
and  deep  cisterns— I  felt  no  achme  of  despair,  for  I 
loved  her  still,  and  though  she  has  been  married  for 
years,  I  love  her  now ! 

Can  It  be  that  I  gave  her  up  without  a  sigh?  no,  I 
sighed,  but,  like  one  who  sees  joy  for  another  in  his 
own  loss,  I  consoled  my  heart,  and  she  passed  from 
the  prospect  of  my  possession  like  a  light  which  for  a 
moment  flashed  over  the  darkness,  and  left  a  deeper 
night  1  But  was  there  no  beautiful  memory  left  me  in 
ray  heart's  wido*  hood  ?  Did  1  not  recur,  and  have  I 
not  ever  since  recurred,  to  the  first  smile  that  I  saw 
playing  on  her  lip  at  seventeen  ?  A  happy  man  is  he 
who  won  her !  I  envy  him  not ;  I  love  him  that  he  had 
the  power  to  bear  so  dear  a  trophy  to  his  own  bed  and 
board.  I  cannot  see  that  ten  years  have  woven  one 
wrinkle  on  her  brow,  or  changed  the  joyousness  of 
those  fiery  eyes,  or  the  blush  of  those  delicious  lips. 
There  are  little  semblances  of  her  climbing  upon  a  fa- 
ther's knee,  but  the  mother  is  still  the  Ella  who  first 
charmed  me  at  seventeen !  Not  a  day  have  I  loved 
her  less,  she  is  as  near  to  me  as  though  altars  and  mar- 
riage bells  had  never  been,  for  the  spirit  which  ravish- 
ed me,  beams  with  as  deep  Intensity  as  though  she 
were  my  own.  How  can  I  love  again  ?  Is  not  my 
soul  already  [full— brimming  full  with  one  memory, 
one  presence,  one  unalterable  love  ?  I  still  glide  in,  oc- 
casionally, and  sit  by  the  cottage  hearth,  and  feel  the 
thrill  which  spell' d  me  in  youth,  and  I  ask  no  change! 
He  is  not  jealous  that  I  look  on ;  she  Is  no  less  frank 
than  at  seventeen— should  I  die  before  they  do,  I  shall 
will  them  all  but  my  grave  clothes ! 


DOCTOR   JOHNSON. 

Wb  find  the  following  article  in  an  old  magazine  pub- 
lished 1799.  It  contaius  some  anecdotes  of  the 
"  colossus  of  English  literature"  that  we  do  not  re- 
collect to  have  seen  before.  It  comes  also  from  "  an 
eye  witness." 

ACCOUNT  OF  DOCTOB    JOHNSON,   IN  A   LSTTBB  FBOM  A 

GENTLEMAN  TO   HIS    FRIEND   IN   GERMANY,   DATED 

LONDON,    1768. 

I  am  just  come  from  Samuel  Johnson,  the  colossus 
of  English  literature,  who  combines  extensive  know- 
ledge with  wit,  and  humor  with  sage  gravity,  bat 
whose  countenance  announces  nothing  of  this  kind : 
for  he  looks  in  every  respect,  like  one  of  our  sturdy 
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Trabants.  Perhaps  he  thought  of  himself  when  he 
wrote  the  first  number  of  his  Idler. 

"  The  diligence  of  an  Idler  is  rapid  and  impetuous, 
89  ponderous  bodies,  forced  into  velocity,  move  with 
violence  proportionate  to  their  weight." 

His  appearance  is  boorish,  and  his  eye  frosty  as  is 
his  satire ;  never  does  a  look  dawn  in  it  which  betrays 
penetration  or  humor ;  he  always  appears  absent,  and 
often  is  so. 

He  had  sent  a  written  invitation  to  Colman  and  my- 
self, and  had  forgotten  it.  We  surprized  him,  in  the 
exact  sense  of  the  word,  at  Mr.  Thrale's  country- 
house.  This  gentleman  is  a  rich  porter- brewer,  and 
member  for  the  borough  of  Southwark.  His  wife,  a 
pleasant  Welch  woman,  reads  and  translates  Greek  for 
pastime.  Here  Johnson  lives  and  reigns  (for  he  likes 
to  reign)  as  in  the  bosom  of  his  own  family.  He  re- 
ceived us  in  a  friendly  way,  although  a  certain  solem- 
nity never  forsook  him,  which  is  interwoven  with  his 
manners  as  well  as  his  style.  He  rounds  his  periods, 
even  in  common  conversation,  and  speaks  almost  in  a 
theatrical  tone:  but  what  he  says  acquires  an  interest 
by  a  certain  peculiar  stamp  which  it  bears.  We  spoke 
of  the  English  language,  and  I  remarked  that  it  un- 
derwent more  revolutions  than  any  other. 

"There  is  a  greater  difference,"  said  I,  "between 
your  present  writers  and  the  celebrated  club  of  au- 
thors in  Queen  Anne's  time,  than  between  the  French 
of  this  and  the  last  century.  Tou  plunder  foreign  ter- 
ritories, and  squander  the  booty  which  you  so  easily 
acquired.  When  you  have  gained  new  words,  you 
forget  Swift's  advice  not  to  part  with  them  again." 

"  We  seize  upon  words,"  said  a  gentleman  present, 
"in  a  kind  of  enthusiasm,  and  return  them  in  cool 
blood,  like  our  conquests  when  we  make  a  peace." 

"  But  are  you  not,"  demanded  I,  "  blamed  for  such 
conduct  by  posterity?  To  the  third  generation  you 
must  be  almost  unintelligible." 

"  New  words,"  replied  Johnson,  "  are  a  well  earned 
property.  When  a  nation  extends  its  knowledge,  and 
acquires  new  ideas,  it  is  requisite  that  those  ideas 
should  be  clad  in  new  habiliments.  Foreign  construc- 
tions are  condemned  as  dangerous,  and  I  am  daily  ac- 
cused of  altering  the  character  of  our  language  by  my 
Latinism;  it  is,  nevertheless,  ray  solemn  opinion 
that  every  living  language  must  be  the  servile  copy  of 
some  ancient  one,  if  its  writings  are  to  be  of  any  du- 
ration." 

Don't  you  think  that  there  is  some  truth  in  this  so- 
phistry 1  A  dead  language  may  surely  serve  as  a  sup- 
port to  a  living  one.  It  is  old  sterling  weight  by  which 
the  current  coin  may  acquire  its  value. 

"The  greatest  confusion  in  language,"  said  I  to 
Johnson,  "is  caused  by  a  certain  tiibe  of  originals, 
who  invent  a  Sanscrit  of  their  own,  and  shroud  their 
ideas  in  sacred  obscurity ;  yet  do  we  often  hear  their 
oracular  effusions  with  delight,  and  at  last  catch  the 
infection." 

"  Singularity,"  exclaimed  one,  "  is  often  a  mark  of 
genius." 

"  Then,"  answered  Johnson,  "  there  are  not  many 
men  with  greater  genius  than  Wilton,  of  Chelsea 
hospital ;  for  since  his  arms  were  shot  from  his  body, 
in  the  last  war,  he  has  always  written  with  his  feet." 

Colman  mentioned  the  Rehearsal  as  a  piece  former- 
ly extolled  to  the  skies,  which  no  one  now  could  read. 

"There  was  too  little  salt  in  it  to  keep  it  sweet," 
Mid  Johnson. 


Hume  was  mentioned.  "Priestly,"  said  I,  "accu- 
ses him  of  Gallicisms." 

"  And  I,"  answered  Johnson,  "  assert  that  his  whole 
history  is  a  Gallicism." 

Johnson  seizes  every  opportunity  of  venting  his 
spleen  against  the  Scotch.  He  has  even  inserted  the 
following  article  in  his  dictionary — 

"  Oats,  a  grain  which  in  England  generally  is  given 
to  horses,  but  in  Scotland  supports  the  people." 

I  did  not  remember  his  edition  of  Shakspere,  which 
was  so  anxiously  expected  by  the  critics,  and  asked 
unguardedly  enough,  which  edition  of  the  bard  he  most 
approved. 

"That's  what  we  call  an  unlucky  question,"  replied 
he  with  a  smile. 

I  made  inquiries  after  Boswell.  He  seems  to  have 
a  great  regard  for  him,  and  feels,  though  he  forgives, 
his  romantic  flights. 

You  are  acquainted  with  Johnson's  writings.  His 
Rambler,  his  Idler,  his  Satire  on  London,  and  his  ad- 
mirably written  life  of  Savage,  are  well  known  in  Ger- 
many. We  hear  less  of  his  Rasselas,  prince  of  Abys- 
sinia, a  frigid  political  romance,  as  are  all  of  the  same 
family  ;  for  a  government  artificer,  who,  remote  from 
bustle,  write 8  for  kings,  can  spin  from  himself  nothing 
but  general  maxims.  Irene,  a  tragedy,  by  Johnson, 
full  of  the  finest  speeches,  was  hissed,  and  is  forgot- 
ten. 

This  celebrated  character  long  contended  with  po- 
verty ;  for  you  must  not  imagine  that  England  always 
rewards  the  authors  whom  it  admires.  He  often  hid 
himself  in  a  cellar  in  Moorfields,  to  avoid  a  chamber 
with  an  iron  grate.  During  this  period,  he  wrote  some 
most  eloquent  orations,  for  and  against  the  most  im- 
portant questions  in  pari  am -nt,  under  the  names  of 
actual  members,  which  were  for  some  time  supposed, 
in  the  country,  to  be  genuine  j  and  it  is  not  universal- 
ly known,  that,  among  these,  is  the  celebrated  speech 
which  is  said  to  have  been  made  by  Pitt,  when  reflec- 
tions were  cast  upon  his  youth,  and  which  never  pro- 
ceeded from  Pitt's  lips.  Johnson  has  now  conducted 
Pactolus  to  his  garden.  *  He  enjoys  a  pension  of  three 
hundred  pounds  per  annum,  not  to  make  speeches, 
but,  as  the  minority  says— to  hold  his  tongue.  I  have 
forgotten  to  tell  you  that  Johnson  denies  the  antiquity 
of  Osslan.  Macpherson  is  a  Scotchman  ;  and  he  will 
rather  allow  him  to  be  a  great  poet  than  an  honest 
man.  I  am  convinced  of  the  authenticity  of  these 
pieces.  Macpherson  showed  me,  in  Alexander  DowJs 
presence,  at  least  a  dozen  parcels  of  the  original  manu- 
script. Some  of  them  appeared  to  be  very  old.  Seve- 
ral literati,  of  my  acquaintance,  who  understand  the 
language,  have  compared  them  with  the  translation, 
and  we  must  either  credit  the  gross  improbability  that 
Macpherson  made  the  text,  or  no  longer  withstand  his 
evidence.  Macpherson  read  a  few  passages  to  me. 
The  language  sounded  melodious  enough,  but  it  was 
here  and  there  guttural,  like  all  the  languages  of  un- 
polished nations. 


THE  OLD    SOLDIER. 

BY   H.   HASTINGS  VTELD. 

He  had  been  to  the  Pension  Office.  The  generosi- 
ty—if generosity  consists  in  deferring  a  benefit  until 
the  recipient  is  past  the  enjoyment  of  it — or  the  jus- 
tice: if  justice  consists  in  withholding  the  veteran's 
due  till  he  is  ready  to  go  down  to  the  grave,  (generosi- 
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ty  or  justice— call  it  what  you  will,  we  can  call  it  nei- 
ther,) bad  at  last  awarded  with  a  pension,  an  infirm 
old  man  !  The  burden  of  old  age  and  hope  deferred 
had  made  him  sick  at  heart,  and  sick  of  life.  The 
death  film  was  even  now  measureably  drawn  over  the 
eye,  once  sparkling ;  the  pace  which  was  once  firm 
and  confident  in  the  strength  of  youth,  and  the  pride 
of  patriotism,  had  become  irregular  and  tottering ;  and 
the  manly  form,  once  erect  and  commanding,  was 
bowed  down — age  and  suffering  had  done  it.  He  was 
a  stranger  in  the  metropolis :  infirmity  and  neglect  had 
broken  down  his  body,  but  his  spirit  could  better  sus- 
tain itself;  and  a  bitter  sense  of  neglect  he  had  suffer- 
ed from  thoso  who  should  have  remembered  him,  had 
kept  him  in  solitude.  He  would  not  offer  a  living 
comparison  between  the  men  who  achieved,  and  the 
men  who  have  profited  by  the  achievement,  without 
exertion  of  their  own.  The  conscious  victim  of  cruel 
neglect  and  ingratitude,  he  considered  the  tardy  jus- 
tice of  his  country  a  mockery,  and  nought  but  his  ab- 
ject poverty,  and  a  wish  to  die  "  square  with  the  world," 
had  induced  him  to  apply  for  it. 

"And  now,"  said  he  "I  will  pay  my  debts— and 
die." 

The  change  of  objects  in  the  city  bewildered  him. 
He  gazed  upon  the  spacious  and  elegant  edifices  which 
had  in  his  absence  superseded  old  and  familiar  objects 
— but  he  gazed  with  hurried  and  uncertain  glances,  as 
if  doubting  his  senses.  The  bustling  forms  of  a  gene- 
ration who  have  forgotten  the  Revolution,  flitted  past 
him  without  heeding  him,  the  pensioner  was  alone  in 
the  city !  Amazed  that  the  lapse  of  time  had  wrought 
such  wonders,  he  felt  like  a  stranger  in  a  strange  land, 
and  that,  too,  on  the  very  soil  he  defended. 

Hia  venerable  appearance  attracted  the  notice  of  a 
paaeer-by,  who  perceiving  the  old  man  was  bewildered, 
tendered  his  services  to  conduct  him  home. 

11  Home !  I  have  no  home.  I  was  at  home  here  in 
'76 — but  I  am  forgotten  now !" 

A  transient  gleam  of  anger  flashed  from  the  vete- 
ran's eye— but  in  a  moment  it  passed  away,  and  the 
vacancy  of  his  countenance  returned. 

"  Where  am  I?  Oh  !  I  have  been  to  take  the  gift 
of  Congress — let  me  go  pay  my  debts  before  I  die." 

The  gifl!—  here  again  his  eye  was  lighted— and  his 
bearing  spoke  the  proud  and  wounded  spirit— broken, 
bat  not  subdued.  An  henest  feeling  of  indignation 
mastered  him  ;  striving,  as  if  strong  in  the  pride  of 
youth,  to  avoid  the  unfeeling  and  impertinent  curi- 
osity of  the  crowd  who  surrounded  him,  he  sunk  ex- 
hausted on  the  pavement. 

"Take  him  to  the  police-office  for  a  vagrant?'  said 
one  of  the  crowd. 

"Take  yourself  off,  for  an  unfeeling  brute!"  said 
the  honest  fellow  who  had  first  addressed  the  veteran. 
"  Bui"— catching  him  by  the  collar  as  he  essayed  to 
walk  away—"  stop  first,  and  give  me  the  old  man's 
pocket-book  !  I  saw  you  take  it— hand  over,  or  I'll 
tear  you  limb  from  limb !" 

"Throttle  him,"  cried  one  of  the  crowd— "  a  scoun- 
drel 1  rob  a  pensioner  1"  "  Dewn  with  him !"  "  Strip 
him!" 

"  Take  him  to  the  police !"  and  the  old  man's  wallet 
fell  from  the  culprit  in  the  scuffle. 

The  pensioner  was  recognized  by  some  one  in  the 
crowd,  and  he  passively  suffered  himself  to  be  put  into 
a  coach.  He  was  conveyed  to  a  shelter,  and  having 
happily  fallen  into  good  hands,  attention  for  a  couple 


of  days  partially  restored  his  exhausted  energies.  An 
indistinct  remembrance  of  the  events  we  have  narra- 
ted flitted  occasionally  across  his  mind,  but  he  remem- 
bered the  events  of  '76  better  than  those  of  yesterday, 
and  the  countenances  of  those  who  had  been  his  com- 
panions in  arms  were  more  distinctly  marked  in  his 
memory,  than  the  new  ones  he  had  seen  the  day  be- 
fore. When  about  to  be  put  on  board  the  stage  to  be 
conveyed  home,  the  old  man's  mind  again  wandered. 
"  That's  right — carry  me  to  Congress— give  me  my 
due.  I  have  fought  for  it!  Congress  said  1  should 
have  it!"  The  old  man's  wallet  was  put  into  his 
hand. 

"Oh,  yes,  I  knew  I  should  get  it;  they  could  not  so 
soon  forget  the  old  soldier;. but  so  late — let  me  pay 
my  debts  and  die  !  I  can  live  no  longer !  But  some- 
body stole  it— they  got  it  away  from  me ;  they  couldn't 
do  it  fifty  years  ago!  but  I've  got  it  now,  havn'tl? 
No,  they  didn't  keep  it— they  would  steal  the  old  man's 
money !  They  could  not  keep  it— the  god  of  battles 
would  blast  them  for  it.  God  have  mercy  on  them — 
they  didn't  fight  for  it!  Let  me  pay  my  debts  and 
die  !  My  children  are  all  dead— my  wife  died  in— in — 
the  poor-house— and  me— I  don't  want  to  live  any 
longer— nobody  knows  me  now— let  me  die !" 

The  stage  stopped  at .    Hitherto  during  the  ride 

the  old  man  had  been  ellent.  Forgetful  of  the  present,. 
Inattentive  to  things  about  him,  his  mind  was  back 
among  other  scenes.  A  long,  long  reverie — and  one 
from  which  he  was  never  to  awaken !  His  lips  moved 
rapidly,  though  no  sound  was  audible;  involuntary 
and  spasmodic  emotions  evinced  the  activity  of  his 
mind.  He  was  busily  communing  with  the  friends,, 
and  reviewing  the  events  of  his  youth.  Poor  old 
man !  fifty  years  since  seemed  to  him  but  as  yester- 
day. One  of  the  lone  isolated  survivors  of  another 
and  a  better  race,  he  had  no  communion  with  those 
around  him.  Dwelling  upon  the  hardships,  the  priva- 
tions, the  dangers,  the  escapes  the  victories  of  another 
age,  his  frame,  infirm,  and  old,  could  not  support  the 
recollection ,  as  once  in  the  day  of  his  strength,  he  with* 
stood  the  reality. 

"  Hark  !"  murmured  the  old  man.  AH  eyes  turned 
toward  him.  He  raised  himself  on  his  staff  and  lean- 
ed forward.  His  eyes  beamed  with  supernatural  ani- 
mation, and  contrasted  fearfully  with  his  shrunken 
countenance;  his  hat  had  fallen,  and  his  silver  locks 
moved  on  the  light  air — his  lips  compressed  his  pos- 
ture firm  !  Oh  God !  was  it  his  death  struggle  7  The 
roll  of  a  distant  drum  fell  on  his  ear— he  grasped  his 
staff  firmly  as  once  he  held  his  firelock.  A  bugle 
sounded  clear  and  full  beside  the  coach — "  For  Con- 
gress and  the  People,  cha—  I"  His  voice  ceased,  he 
fell  back  to  his  seat,  a  husky  rattling  in  his  throat  suc- 
ceeded  

The  spirit  of  the  Revolutionary  Patiiot  had  depar- 
ted. 


POISONS  OF  THE  ANCIENTS. 
At  the  College  of  Physicians,  London,  Sir  Henry 
Halford  lately  read  a  curious  paper,  in  which  he  inves- 
tigated the  causes  of  the  death  of  celebrated  characters 
of  antiquity,  which  especial  reference  to  the  knowledge 
of  poisons  possessed  by  the  ancients.  Sylla,  he  ob- 
served, died  in  consequence  of  the  rupture  of  an  inter- 
nal abscess,  through  an  excess  of  rage,  which,  accord- 
ing to  Valcrious  Maxim  us,  produced  a  violent  vomit- 
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tag  of  blood,  and  death.  Crassus,  the  eminent  lawyer 
and  Mend  of  Cicero,  died  of  pleurisy :  and  Sir  Henry 
remarked,  that  the  course  of  treatment  for  this  disorder 
prescribed  by  Celsus,  and  in  use  at  the  time,  namely, 
bleeding,  cupping,  and  blistering,  was  so  similar  to 
-that  pursued  at  the  present  day,  that  nothing  was  pro- 
bably left  undone  that  could  have  saved  his  valuable 
life.  Pomponlous  Atticus,  whom  Cicero  loved  as  a 
brother,  and  who  was  on  friendly  terms  with  all  par- 
ties in  the  disturbed  times  in  which  he  lived,  was  said 
to  have  died  of  a  fistula  in  the  loins,  it  was  probably, 
Sir  Henry  thinks,  a  dysentary,  ending,  as  that  disorder 
commonly  does,  in  an  affection  of  the  lower  bowels. 
He  had  recourse  to  starvation,  a  very  common  expedi- 
ent among  the  Romans,  and  died  in  ten  days,  aged 
twenty-seven.  The  latter  end  of  Socrates  was  brought 
about  by  the  common  mode  of  despatching  persons 
capitally  convicted  at  Athens,  namely,  by  a  narcotic 
.poison;  but  neither Xenophon  nor  Plutarch  tells  us  the 
species  of  poison.  The  poisons  of  this  class  known  to 
the  ancients  were  aconite,  white  poppy,  hyoscyamus, 
and  hemlock.  The  black  poppy  might  be  the  Theban 
-drug.  The  hyoscyamus  was  used  at  Constantinople, 
-and  was  very  likely  the  nepen  .spoken  of  by  Homer. 
But  most  probably  the  poison  administered  to  Socrates 
was  the  same  given  to  other  condemned  criminals, 
viz.,  cicuta,  hemlock.  Whatever  may  have  been  the 
species  of  poison,  it  was  one  of  weak  and  slow  opera- 
tion ;  for  the  executioner  told  Socrates  that  if  he  en- 
tered into  earnest  dispute,  it  would  prevent  its  effect, 
and  it  was  sometimes  necessary  to  repeat  the  dose 
three  or  four  times.  Its  operation  was  gradually  to 
produce  insensibility,  coldness  of  the  extremities,  and 
death.  What  was  that  poison  by  which  Hannibal 
destroyed  himself?  it  is  improbable  we  shall  ever 
•know.  Modern  chemistry  has  discovered  a  variety  of 
subtle  poisons  that  might  be  introduced  into  a  ring, 
and,  under  certain  circumstances  destroy  life.  One 
drop  of  prussic  acid  might  produce  paralysis,  and,  if 
taken  into  the  stomach,  would  instantly  arrest  the 
current  of  life.  But  it  was  not  likely  that  the  Carthe- 
genians  were  unacquainted  with  prussic  acid.  Lybia 
most  probably  produced  poisons  sufficiently  subtile 
and  destructive  to  accomplish  the  fatal  purpose  of 
Hannibal.  As  to  (he  report  of  its  being  bullock's 
blood,  that,  Sir  Henry  Halford  observed,  must  be  a 
fable,  as  well  as  in  the  case  of  the  death  of  Themist- 
oclea,  for  it  is  well  ascertained  that  the  blood  of  that 
animal  was  not  poison.  An  accomplished  nobleman 
bad  told  Sir  Henry  that  he  had  been  present  at  a  bull 
fight  in  Spain  when,  after  the  man  had  killed  the  bull, 
a  person  ran  up,  caught  the  animal's  blood  in  a  goblet, 
and  drank  it  off,  as  a  popular  remedy  for  consump- 
tion. With  respect  to  the  poison  with  which  Nero 
destroyed  Britannic  us,  comparing  the  accounts  given 
by  Tacitus  with  the  effects  of  the  laurel  water,  Sir 
Henry  was  disposed  to  think  that  this  was  the  identical 
drug. 

A  PHANTASY. 

BY   T.  B.  RBAD. 

The  infant  May  was  garlanded, 
And  strewed  about  with  flowers; 

And  it  smiled  while  it  was  rocking  in 
The  cradle  of  the  hours. 

A  woman  like  the  summer  warm, 
As  glowing  and  as  fair, 


With  wreaths  across  her  shoulders  flang, 
And  flowerets  in  her  hair, 

Was  standing  on  an  eminence 

That  overlooked  the  sea, 
While  youths  and  gentle  maids  were  there, 

An  anxious  company. 

She  gave  to  each  solicitor 

A  coin  and  bright  boquet; 
But  those  whose  lives  were  shortest  bore 

The  largest  coin  away. 

A  maiden  by  her  lover,  took 
The  piece  both  large  and  round — 

The  lover's  was  a  smaller  coin, 
He  dash'd  it  to  the  ground. 

Then  came  a  trembling  miser,  with 

Deep  scars  of  age  and  strife, 
And  he  clutch'd  the  large  coin  to  his  heart 

As  it  were  more  than  life. 

He  caught  the  woman's  mystic  eye, 

And  sunk  upon  the  green, 
His  Sogers,  turn'd  to  dust,  still  clasp' d 

The  gold  that  gleam'd  between. 

The  bard,  he  beggM  his  portion,  and 

The  price  was  small  and  light, 
He  toss'd  it  in  the  air,  the  while 

He  laughed  for  joy  outright. 

The  woman's  deep  mysterious  gaze 

It  struck  him  as  a  dart, 
Her  eye  it  stayed  not  on  his  face, 

But  sunk  into  his  heart. 

Her  left  hand  pointed  to  the  earth, 

Her  right  hand  to  the  skies, 
Bach  hidden  thought,  unlock'd,  came  forth 

To  her  mysterious  eyes. 

Her  flowers  and  garlands  dropp'd  away, 

All  withered  in  the  sun, 
Her  mask  and  mantle  fell,  and  then 

Disclosed  a  skeleton ! 

The  bard  in  meek  submission  held 

The  withering  boquet, 
While  from  his  hand  a  slight  wind  swept 

The  crumbled  gold  away. 


JTJLITJS'C-ESAR. 

BT    ELIHU    BURRITT. 

While  treading  our  way  back  through  the  half  ob- 
literated vestiges  of  the  past  we  meet  here  and  there 
a  monument  whose  heaven-piercing  frontlet  is  crown- 
ed with  a  burning  telegraph  of  fire,  revealing  to  men 
and  angels  the  origin  and  destiny  of  humanity,  and, 
like  another  Pharos  beacon,  casting  its  lurid  glare  over 
the  sunless  ocean  of  time.  Like  some  vast  muienial 
column  of  sculptured  marble,  arising  in  solitary  gran- 
deur amid  the  crumbling  ruins  of  oriental  magnificence, 
so  one  of  these  towering  monuments  of  human  history, 
gives  a  comparative  insignificance  to  the  collateral 
relics  of  time.  Among  the  records  they  perpetuate, 
are  engraven,  as  upon  a  table  of  adamant,  a  few  junct- 
ures in  the  affairs  of  men,  when  the  destinies  of  tht 
race  seemed  suspended  upon  the  precarious  balanc- 
ings of  some  master  mind.    From  these  Jolty  obserra- 
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toriea,  while  tracing  back  to  their  apparent  source, 
events  whose  long-reaching  issues  have  established 
forever  the  choicest  prerogatives  of  man,  we  often 
reach  a  converging  point  in  the  character  and  career  of 
a  single  individual.  Through  all  the  successive  dis- 
pensations of  Divine  Providence,  which  have  brought 
mankind  to  thtir  present  position  end  prospects,  we 
see,  indeed,  on  every  page  the  finger-prints  of  divinity, 
but  we  see  them  in  "  the  image  of  a  man's  hand  upon 
the  wall,"  and  the  hand  of  some  particular  man,  whose 
history  is  essentially  identified  with  the  mutations  of 
human  polity  and  society. 

Caesar  looked  abroad  upon  the  surface  of  the  earth, 
all  flowing  with  fresh  running  rivers  of  blood,  in  which 
his  nation  had  stifled  the  liberties  of  man.  He  saw 
her  victorious  legions  opening  highways  to  conquest 
'where  Alexander  dared  not  thread.  He  not  only  saw 
all  the  nations  that  bowed  to  the  Macedonian  conquer- 
or, crouching  beneath  his  country's  banner,  but  he  saw 
it  floating  in  pround  defiance  over  the  palace  of  Philip, 
and  every  citadel  and  obelisk  in  Macedon  and  Greece. 
He  saw  her  eagles  hovering  over  "  the  extremes!  Inde," 
the  Euphrates,  and  Nile,  Volga  and  the  Seine,  tie 
saw  them  perched  upon  the  farthest  cliff  that  overhung 
the  Irish  sea,  upon  the  ruins  of  Carthage  and  the  walls 
of  Athens.  Nations  that  laughed  with  impunity  at 
the  conqueror  of  Persia  and  Darius,  were  suing  his 
country  for  permission  to  be  her  slaves. 

His  eagle  eye  pierced  through  to  the  ends  of  the 
earth,  but  wherever  he  turned,  he  saw  nothing  but 
Rome,  for  there  was  no  other  kingdom  in  the  world. 

From  that  moment,  he  determined  to  put  on  such  a 
crown  as  had  yet  outreached  the  highest  aspiration 
and  effort  of  human  ambition. 

He  looked  again  to  see  what  elements  of  success  he 
might  find  in  the  constitution  of  human  nature,  in  the 
propensities  and  passions  of  man,  in  the  influence  of 
religion,  and  in  the  political,  physical,  and  moral  con- 
dition of  the  world.  And  here,  again,  he  had  no  need 
of  looking  beyond  the  limits  of  the  Roman  empire,  or 
to  any  period  antecedent  to  Its  history,  for  any  prin- 
ciple or  policy  to  secure  the  object  of  his  hungry  am- 
bition. The  annals  of  Rome  presented  every  phase  of 
human  character,  and  every  form  of  human  govern- 
ment It  bad  been  an  arena  where  every  species  of 
anarchy,  despotism,  democracy,  and  aristocracy  that 
ever  existed  upon  earth,  had  been  reproduced  in  start- 
ling alternation  and  unexampled  virulence.  The  Indi- 
vidual history  of  every  nation  of  antiquity  had  as  it 
were,  been  dramatised  and  acted  over  again  in  a  vivid 
though  condensed  reality,  in  the  successive  epochs  of 
Roman  history. 

He  found  humanity  as  susceptible  as  it  ever  was,  to 
any  condition  that  it  ever  bore.  The  prerogatives  of 
man,  as  a  being,  as  an  individual,  had  not  as  yet  enter- 
ed into  the  speculations  of  even  philosophers;  had  not 
been  conceived  or  conceded  by  the  world.  The  Roman 
was  worth  nothing  as  an  individual ;  he  had  no  speci- 
fic value  of  himself;  he  was  scarcely  an  indivisible 
element  or  atom  of  the  great  empire  which  stooped  to 
give  him  the  name  of  Roman ;  the  only  behest  that 
distinguished  his  degradation.  Rome,  her  glory  and 
grandeur  were  an  immense  deity ;  her  subjects  were 
bound  for  immolation  upon  the  altar  of  her  aggrand- 
izement. Her  glory  was  an  enormous  idol,  whose 
worship  was  religion ;  at  whose  shrine  alone  human 
sacrifice  was  patriotism.  Rome  was  a  kind  of  mytho- 
logical heaven,  where  demagogues  might  be  demigods, 


and  step  from  the  shoulders  of  the  people  into  an  apo- 
theosis far  above  the  reach  of  the  republican  herd  that 
worshipped  them  below.  All  her  religion,  patriotism, 
policy  and  principle  were  concentrated  and  condensed 
into  one  great,  devouring  avidity  of  national  glory; 
and  he  found  himself  compelled  to  push  this  to  an  un- 
precedented extent  in  order  to  obtain  pre-eminence 
over  his  predecessors. 

Nor  had  he  any  reason  to  fear  that  the  patriotic  herd 
would  question  or  oppose  any  principle  or  policy  which 
he  might  adopt  for  this  great  end,  provided  he  did  not 
get  himself  in  advance  of  Roman  glory.  The  two  pre- 
ceding centuries  had  furnished  him  with  numerous 
demonstrations  of  this  truth,  both  in  his  own  nation 
and  Greece,  the  teacher  and  sycophant  of  Rome.  The 
policy,  character  and  career  of  Alexander  were  still  be- 
fore him,  to  testify  how  cheaply  men  and  principles 
might  be  bought  and  sold.  He  saw  Grelks,  who  had 
looked  upon  the  Pass  of  Thermopylae,  deifying  and 
worshipping  a  living  Alexander,  scarcely  ten  years 
after  hearing  their  magniloquent  Demosthenes  ridi- 
culing him  as  a  simpleton  and  idiot. 

He  saw  walking  in  the  streets  of  Rome,  the  most 
unmitigated  despot  on  earth ;  whom  his  patriotic  and 
republican  countrymen  had  throned  upon  their  necks 
under  the  name  of  dictator.  He  beheld  a  people  that 
detested  the  name  of  a  king,  voting  by  acclamation  for 
an  infamous  autocrat,  who  had  made  the  streets  of 
Rome  swim  with  her  best  blood,  and  trampled  under 
foot  every  vestage  of  republican  liberty.  Despotism 
and  the  most  unbridled  anarchy  had  become  demo- 
cratic Institutions.  Still  they  were  patriots,  and  were 
ready  to  be  led  to  death  for  the  delusive  phantom  of 
their  nation's  glory.  And  it  mattered  not  what  kind 
of  sway  the  leader  bore,  provided  he  did  not  call  him- 
self a  king;  nor  whether  he  ruled  them  with  a  rod  of 
iron,  if  it  was  not  call  a  sceptre. 

Everything  seemed  propelling  him  to  a  throne,  and 
the  Roman  empire  needed  a  crown,  which,  like  the 
top-stone  of  some  tall  staggering  pillar  of  brick,  should 
preserve  the  crumbling  edifice  from  ruin.  As  Rome 
was,  so  was  her  religion,  which,  like  every  other  in- 
vented by  man,  possessed  no  conservative  principle  in 
advance  of  public  policy  or  private  morals.  Rome  had 
all  the  religion,  and  the  best  religion  that  ever  ema- 
nated from  human  ingenuity ;  it  at  least  satisfied  the 
conscience  of  Cicero,  and  subserved  the  interests  of 
ignorance  and  depravity.  This  was  an  auxiliary  de- 
lusion, which  rendered  all  the  popular  delusions  of  the 
nation  available  to  the  hero.  It  was  just  what  he 
wanted  to  give  an  auspicious  fatality  to  his  career,  and 
ratify  his  title  to  the  diadem  he  coveted.  Living  at 
such  a  juncture,  possessing  such  a  capacity  of  ambi- 
tion and  energy,  and  with  such  elements,  agents  and 
influences  thrust  into  his  hands,  how  could  he  have 
been  any  one  else  than  Julius  C&sar,  or  worn  any 
thing  else  than  the  thrice  offered  purple  of  any  em- 
peror? 

The  fierce  factions  of  Scylla  and  Marius  had  left  the 
Italian  fields  red  and  reeking  with  the  blood  of  my- 
riads ;  and  the  same  tragedy  was  about  to  be  repeated 
wiih  additional  ferocity,  under  the  great  Pompey  and 
Crassus.  With  one  of  those  consummate  strokes  of 
policy  and  rapid  energy  that  made  Julius  Caesar  what 
he  was,  he  stepped  in  between  the  illustrious  dema- 
gogues, and  mitigated  their  animosity  by  lessening 
their  power,  and  seizing  a  share  in  the  partition  of  the 
Republic    From  that  moment  his  career  was  deter" 
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mined.  His  means  were  equal  to  hi?  ambition,  and 
his  talents  equal  to  them  both.  He  seemed  to  gird 
himself  for  his  course  like  one  going  forth  to  encounter 
his  destiny  rather  than  to  carve  out  his  fortune. 
When  we  see  him,  a  personation  of  the  military,  liter- 
ary and  political  genius  of  Rome,  we  can  already  fore- 
see that  his  sword  will  be  a  sceptre  and  his  helmet  a 
crown.  And  it  was  with  a  perception  of  this  issue, 
that  he  pointed  to  the  camp  of  the  foe,  and  cheered  on 
his  hardy  battalions  with  that  unfailing  watchword  of 
victory ;  "  Follow  me!"    And  they  followed  him. 

MAY-DAY  IN  NEW  YORE!. 
It  would  be  difficult  to  give  a  more  graphic  and  true 
picture  of  this  great  dusty,  bustling,  noisy  city  on 
the  first  of  May,  than  is  contained  in  the  following 
little  fragment  of  verse,  which  was  published,  we 
believe,  inehe  Journal  of  Commerce  something  like 
a  dozen  years  ago ;  and  which  has  been  lying  among 
our  scraps  ever  since. 

Pibst  of  May — clear  the  way ! 

Baskets— barrows—bundles ; 
Take  good  care — mind  the  ware ! 
Betty,  where's  the  bundle's  1 
Pots  and  kettles, 
Broken  victuals, 
Feather  beds, 
Plaster  heads, 
Looking-glasses, 
Tow  matrasses, 
Spoons  and  ladles, 
Babies — cradles, 
Cups  and  saucers, 
Salts  and  castors. 
Hurry,  scurry — grave  and  gay — 
All  must  trudge  the  first  of  May. 
Now  we  start !— mind  the  cart ! 

Shovels,  bed-clothes,  bedding; 
On  we  go,  soft  and  slow, 
Like  a  beggar's  wedding. 
Jointed  stools, 
Domestic  tools, 
Chairs  unback'd, 
Tables  crack' d, 
Gridiron  black, 
Spit  and  jack, 
Trammels— hooks, 
Musty  books, 
Old  potatoes, 
Ventilators, 
Hurry,  scurry— grave  and  gay— 
On  we  trudge  the  first  of  May. 
Now  we've  got  to  the  spot — 
Bellows— bureau— settee ; 
Rope  untie — mind  your  eye — 
Pray  be  careful,  Betty.' 
Look  1  what's  there  1 
Broken  ware ; 
Decanters  dash'd, 
China  smashed, 
Pickels  spoiled, 
Carpets  soiled, 
Sideboards  scratch' d, 
Cups  unmatch'd, 
Empty  casks, 
Broken  flasks. 
Hurry,  scurry— grave  or  gay — 
Get  you  gone  1  the  first  of  May. 


JOHNNY  GREEN'S  COURTSHIP. 

BY   ARTHUR   UOBBSLL. 

One  evening  Johnny  went  to  woo — 

One  evening  in  October ; 
Such  business  was  to  him  quite  new, 

And  he  fell  rather  sober. 

So  when  he  reach'd  his  charmer's  house, 

He  sat  hitn  in  the  corner; 
His  Dolly  was  a  buxom  blowse — 

By  no  means  did  he  scorn  her. 

This  maiden  with  her  father  dwelt — 
She  was  her  mother's  daughter; 

And  as  John  gaz'd,  he  "  kind  o'fcU 
All  over  kind  o'  sort  o'." 

All  in  her  best  she  was  arrayed, 
For  John  was  her  first  suitor ; 

He  swore  she  was  as  "  cute  as  He — 
Perhaps  a  little  cuter  1" 

That  is,  unto  himself  he  swore, 
For  ne'er  a  word  was  spoken; 

They  sat  for  three  good  hours  or 'more, 
And  silence  was  unbroken. 

Her  little  heart  went  pit-a-pat, 

And  he  felt  dreadful  queery ; 
He  scratch'd  his  head  and  brush'd  his  hat, 

Yet  spoke  not  to  his  deary. 

The  ribbons  which  adorned  her  hair, 

He  look'd  at  and  admired ; 
The  crimson  on  her  cheek  so  fair, 

With  love  his  heart  inspired. 

He  hem*d  and  haw'd,  and  tried  to  speak,, 

For  he  was  growing  bolder ; 
But  still  his  courage  was  too  weak — 

"  His  love  he  never  told  her." 

Impatiently  did  Dolly  wait 

For  him  to  speak  unto  her, 
Until  'twas  growing  rather  late — 

And  thus  did  Johnny  woo  her. 

At  length  his  Dolly  fell  asleep, 
And  John  thought  he'd  be  going— 

"I  guess  I'll  go  and  feed  them  sheep," — 
So  ended  John's  first  wooing. 


THE  REVOLUTIONARY  SOLDIER. 

BY   M.    O.    QUIWCT. 

"They  fought— like  brave  men,  long  and  well." 
On  the  17th  June,  1S43,  a  part  of  our  family  being 
absent,  attending  the  celebration  of  the  first  glorious 
battle  fought  for  American  independence,  I  could  de- 
vise no  way  of  spending  the  morning  more  pleasantly 
than  in  listening  to  the  narrative  of  an  old  revolution- 
ary soldier — Mr.  Moses  Smart,  of  Rumney.  Although 
more  than  eighty  years  of  age,  I  found  him  busily  pi* 
ling  the  wood  cut  by  a  younger  and  more  vigorous- 
hand.  He  could  not,  at  first,  believe  that  any  com- 
munications he  could  make  would  be  interesting,  and 
It  was  sometime  before  he  was  persuaded  that  I  really 
wished  to  learn  his  history.  His  appearance  was  very 
striking,  as  he  sat  before  me,  still  erect,  though  con- 
siderably enfeebled,  his  silvery  hair  resting  upon  his 
cheeks,  blanched  and  furrowed  by  time,  and  his  eye 
dark,  keen  and  biiiliant  as  in  the  days  which  he  des- 
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eribed.  It  coat  him  some  effort  to  commence ;  past 
•wants  teemed  for  a  moment  mingled  and  confuted, 
but,  then  his  countenance  brightened,  he  went  on 
eagerly,  and  expressed  his  enthutiaain  by  voice  and 
gesture.  Hit  memory,  like  that  of  all  aged  people, 
retained  many  aUght  occurrences  with  extreme  tena- 
city, and  let  others  slip  of  far  greater  importance.  Hit 
narrative  was  defective  in  causes,  dates  and  the  name 
of  hit  immediate  officers.  These  I  shall  venture  to 
supply,  and  hope  to  present  an  account  essentislly 
true  though  I  cannot  attempt  to  convey  any  idea  of  the 
child-like  simplicity,  and  the  touching  distrust  of  his 
failing  powers,  with  which  he  related  his  adventures. 

In  1775,  Mr.  Smart  proceeded,  with  a  small  body  of 
troops,  to  reinforce  Arnold,  then  lying  about  three 
miles  from  Quebec,  and  suffering  severely  from  the 
late  unsuccessful  attack  upon  that  city.  He  marched 
forty-two  milea  upon  the  frozen  surface  of  Lake  Cham- 
plain,  over  which  the  wind  blew  cold  and  chilly,  filled 
with  particles  of  snow.  The  furious  gusts,  as  they 
■wept  on  with  a  force  unbroken  by  any  intervening 
objects,  played  a  mischievous  prank  upon  oqr  volun- 
teer, and  roguishly  carrying  away  his  hat,  hurried  by, 
leaving  his  remonstrance  to  be  shouted  to  the  suc- 
ceeding gale.  Bitterly  bewailing  his  loss,  he  vainly 
•trove  to  impart  warmth  to  his  tingling  ears,  when  one 
of  his  companions  who  had  a  pair  of  skates,  went  in 
pursuit  of  it,  and,  after  sometime,  brought  him — not 
his  own,  indeed — but  one  which  he  smilingly  said, 
"  did  just  as  well "  This  was  only  a  prelude  to  a  long 
train  of  misfortunes.  As  it  was  so  slippery,  a  horse 
had  been  obtained  to  draw  the  knapsacks  ashore,  but 
the  ice  gave  way,  and  they  were  thrown  into  the  water. 
The  natural  consequences  of  sleeping  In  a  wet  blanket 
in  that  inclement  season,  ensued — an  ague  followed 
by  a  fever,  aggravated  by  want  of  proper  food  and  medi- 
cines, and  scarcely  was  he  fit  for  duty,  when  he  took 
the  small  pox,  then  raging  in  the  camp. 

The  position  of  the  army  was,  at  this  time,  exceed- 
ingly hazardous.  It  consisted  of  less  than  two  thou- 
sand men,  not  more  than  half  of  whom  were  effective; 
the  garrison  of  the  city  was  by  no  means  despicable, 
and  the  ice  having  broken  up  in  the  St.  Lawrence,  re- 
inforcements from  England  were  hourly  expected.  It 
was  therefore  decided  at  a  counsel  of  war  to  draw 
higher  up  the  river,  but  before  this  could  be  accom- 
plished, the  reinforcements  arrived  ;  and  Gen.  Thomas 
was  driven  from  his  position  with  the  loss  of  his  stores 
and  many  of  his  sick.  Mr.  Smart,  who  was  gradually 
recovering,  sturdily  refused  to  join  the  frightened  in- 
valids, who  sought  the  protection  of  hills  and  thickots, 
marched  boldly  along  the  highway,  and  reached  the 
army  without  molestation.  The  troops  retreated  in 
good  order;  received,  without  injury,  the  cannonade  of 
the  enemy,  and  at  length  encamped  at  the  mouth  of 
'the  Sorrel.  Here  Gen.  Thomas  died,  and  was  succeed- 
ed by  Gen.  Sullivan. 

In  this  vicinity,  Mr.  Smart  again  narrowly  escaped 
being  taken  prisoner.  The  grain  was  conveyed  to  a 
mill  at  some  distance  in  batteaux,  and  having  with  a 
comrade,  been  aent  on  this  duty,  he  was  enjoying  the 
little  sail  when  on  rounding  an  island,  they  discovered 
the  British  van.  A  moment's  pause,  a  nervous  grasp 
of  the  oar,  and  the  slight  craft  shot  across  the  stream, 
and  the  rowers  were  lost  in  the  distance. 

Meantime  the  army  had  retreated,  before  an  enemy 
three  timea  their  number,  but,  fortunately,  aa  they  cast 
a  sorrowful  glance  around  them,  a  guide  offered  his 


services  in  return  for  the  lading  of  the  batteau.  They 
marched  all  night,  weary  and  worn,  half  doubting  the 
fidelity  of  their  companion,  who,  now  striding  before, 
and  now  lagging  behind,  looked  like  a  spectre  in  the 
darkness.  How  welcome  waa  the  curling  smoke  of  the 
watch  fires  seen  in  the  gray  dawn  of  morning  I  more 
welcome  still  the  feeling  of  security,  aa  they  once  more 
stood  within  the  American  linea !  Gen  Sullivan  reluc- 
tantly retreated  to  Crown  Point :  and  his  year  of  ser- 
vice having  expired,  Mr.  Smart  returned  home. 

After  a  visit  of  two  months,  our  soldier  re-enlisted 
for  a  longer  time,  and  entered  one  of  the  New  Hamp- 
shire regiments  at  Ticonderoga,  commanded  by  Briga- 
dier General  Poor,  under  the  supervision  of  General 
Schuyler.  Notwithstanding  the  strenuous  efforts  of 
the  latter,  the  army  was  extremely  defective  both  in 
numbers  and  military  stores,  while  the  English  were 
reinforced  by  choice  troops,  supplied  with  a  fine  train 
of  brass  artillery,  and  commanded  by  Burgoyne,  with 
officers  of  approved  skill  and  valor.  Under  these  cir- 
cumstance* the  fort  could  only  be  held  until  the  ap- 
proach of  the  enemy. 

A  block  house  had  been  erected  some  distance  be- 
low, and  to  this,  as  occasion  required,  small  com- 
panies were  ordered  under  the  command  of  a  major. 
One  day,  a  party  to  which  Mr.  Smart  was  attached, 
having  accomplished  its  errand,  waa  rapidly  returning. 
Not  an  incautious  movement  betrayed  the  presence  of 
an  enemy,  not  a  sound  broke  the  summer  stillness, 
but  the  hum  of  voices  from  the  distant  fort,  when  a 
band  of  Indiana  leaped  from  their  ambush.  Defence 
was  impossible,  and  all  fled  with  the  speed  of  terror, 
leaving  behind  them  the  unfortunate  major.  He,  how- 
ever, instead  of  being  called  to  evince  his  fortitude  at 
the  stake,  waa  transferred  to  the  British,  and  employed 
by  them  in  various  menial  services. 

Soon  after,  Burgoyne  appeared  and  took  possession 
of  Mount  Hope  and  Mount  Defiance,  notwithstanding 
the  efforts  of  Gen.  St.  Clair  and  his  small  and  badly 
equipped  garrison.  Resistance  was  hopeless,  and  on 
the  night  of  the  fifth  of  July,  they  crossed  the  lake 
and  commenced  their  retreat  in  good  order  and  In  pro- 
found silence.  Favored  by  darkness,  they  would 
have  been  undiscovered,  had  not  a  house  on  Mount 
Independence  taken  fire  and  revealed  the  scene. 
Mr.  Smart  was  in  the  van  of  the  division  which 
retreated  by  land,  and  which  arrived  after  a  skir- 
mish at  Saratoga.  The  discomfort  of  one  wretched 
day  and  night  impressed  itself  most  strongly  upon 
the  old  gentleman's  memory.  After  marching  many 
hours  in  the  rain,  thoroughly  wet,  he  wrapped  himself 
in  his  dripping  blanket,  and  threw  himself  upon  the 
ground,  without  protection  from  the  storm  above  or 
the  soaking  earth  below.  Happening  to  awake  from  a 
sound  knap,  he  found  that  he  had  incautiously  selected 
the  base  of  a  knoll  for  a  sleeping  place,  and  that  he 
was  then  lying  in  water  several  inches  deep.  He  shook 
his  blanket,  went  higher  up  and  again  composed  him- 
self to  rest. 

I  must  now  beg  leave  to  offer  my  readers  an  episode 
in  which  I  was  much  interested.  A  brother  of  Mr. 
Smart  had,  at  a  previous  period,  been  taken  prisoner 
by  some  Indians.  After  he  had  endured  all  the  agony 
of  suspense,  they  adopted  him  into  the  tribe,  shaving 
his  heed  with  the  exception  of -the  cherished  scalp- 
lock,  and  clothed  him  in  their  own  costume.  He  had 
a  companion  in  misfortune,  and  whenever  their  cap- 
tors asked  them  where  their  home  lay,  they  took  the 
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precaution  to  point  in  an  opposite  direction.  Their  oc- 
cupation waa  fishing,  and  whenever  they  dared,  they 
secreted  part  of  the  fruit  of  their  toils,  with  the  design 
of  attempting  to  escape.  After  long  and  frequent  con- 
sultations, they  wove  a  boat  of  green  branches,  cover- 
ed it  with  birch  bark,  and  taking  their  slender  stock 
of  provisions,  launched  on  the  broad  stream.  The  first 
step  was  full  of  peril,  and  while  one  plied  the  rude  oars, 
the  other  lay  down,  and  extending  both  arms,  preven- 
ted with  a  powerful  grasp,  the  threatened  separation  of 
the  frsil  vessel.  Death  was  behind  them,  home  and 
safety  before,  and  with  beating  hearts  and  flying  foot- 
steps, they  journeyed  on,  subsisting  on  roots  and  ber- 
ries, and,  after  anxious  days  and  weary  nights,  they  at 
length  rejoined  their  countrymen.  The  hazards  which 
he  had  encountered  had  not  disinclined  him  to  milita- 
ry service.  In  the  retreat  from  Ticonderoga  he  was  in 
major  Hale's  battalion,  which  having  been  ordered  to 
cover  the  invalids,  was  considerably  delayed,  and  was 
overtaken  by  a  detachment  of  British  and  Indians  at 
Hubbardtown.  The  conflict  was  sharp  but  unequal, 
and  the  battalion  was  put  to  flight.  Mr.  Smart  was 
again  pursued  by  the  Indians,  and  finding  that  they 
gained  upon  him,  he  dashed  under  a  mighty  pine  which 
had  fallen  in  the  forest.  It  was  of  immense  propor- 
tions, and  as  he  lay  flat  beneath,  it  concealed  him  from 
view.  His  pursuers  soon  came  up,  and  having  lost 
the  trail,  held  a  consultation  upon  the  prostrate  giant, 
then  with  wild  mirth,  leaped  and  danced  upon  it  along 
its  whole  length.  Having  thus  thrown  off  the  exube- 
rance of  their  spirits,  and  seeing  no  prospect  of  suc- 
cess, they  abandoned  the  pursuit,  leaving  their  inten- 
ded prisoner  at  leisure  to  continue  his  journey. 

The  British  pressed  forward,  and  General  Schuyler 
withdrew  to  Stillwater,  then  to  the  Islands  at  the  con- 
fluence of  the  Mohawk  and  Hudson.  At  this  time 
the  victory  at  Bennington  restored  confidence  to  and 
in  the  army,  the  militia  crowded  to  our  banner,  Gene- 
ral Gates  took  the  command,  and  the  noble  Kosciusko, 
the  brave  Morgan,  the  fiery  Arnold  were  eager  for  fresh 
achievements. 

With  his  army  invigorated  and  reinforced,  General 
Gates  took  position  on  Bemus  heights,  September 
8th,  and  on  the  i7th  of  the  same  month,  Burgoyne 
encamped  at  Saratoga.  On  the  morning  of  the  18ih, 
Mr.  Smart  was  ordered  to  join  a  scouting  party,  which 
soon  fell  in  with  an  advanced  detachment  of  the  ene- 
my. Each  party  was  reinforced  again  and  again,  un- 
til the  action  became  general.  The  two  armies  charg- 
ed and  gave  way,  rallied  and  charged  again,  and  when 
night  put  an  end  to  the  combat,  our  soldier  returned 
to  the  camp,  the  roar  of  the  cannon  yet  thundering  in 
his  ears,  the  ghastly  faces  of  the  dead  yet  haunting 
his  fancy,  without  a  wound,  although  two  bullets  had 
passed  through  his  hair. 

On  the  7th  October  occurred  the  second  battle,  which 
destroyed  the  gay  visions  of  conquest  Burgoyne  had 
conjured  up.  The  Americans  charged  his  left  flank 
and  front  under  General  Poor,  while  Morgan  attacked 
his  right.  Each  one  felt  this  to  be  the  decisive  hour, 
and  with  generous  enthusiasm,  based  upon  calm,  de- 
termined courage  fought  "  long  and  well."  The  Bri- 
tish gave  way,  were  pursued  by  the  Americans  to  their 
camp,  which  was  soon  forced,  and  again  night  separa- 
ted the  combatants.-  Ten  days  after  Burgoyne  surren- 
dered. 

Mr.  Smart  was  then  ordered  to  Valley  Forge,  twen- 
ty miles  from  Philadelphia.    The  place  was  admirably 


selected,  being  covered  with  woods,  and  washed  on 
one  side  by  the  Schuylkill,  and  bounded  on  the  other 
by  a  lidge  of  hills.    An  entrenchment  fortified  it  on 

the  land  side,  and  a  bridge  was  built  over  the  river. 

Huts  were  constructed  of  logs,  sixteen  feet  by  fourteen 
in  sixe,  accommodating  twelve  privates,  and  the  whole 
was  laid  out  in  streets  and  avenues.    Many  a  scene  of 
severe  suffering  and  heroic  firmness  occurred  during 
that  cold  winter.    Soldiers  without  blankets  cowered 
all  the  long  night  over  the  fire,  unable  to  lie  down  for 
want  of  covering  j  others  with  bare  feet  traced  on  the 
flinty  ground  their  tale  of  woe,  while  others  still,  with- 
out decent  clothing,  sat  shivering  hopelessly  as  the 
wind  swept  fiercely  through  the  apertures  of  their  huts. 
The  summer  had  almost  passed  when  it  was  decided 
to  revenge  the  maaaacre  at  Wyoming.    Four  thou- 
sand troops  were  despatched  for  this  purpose  under 
General  Sullivan,  accompanied  by  General  Poor.    A 
part  marched  from  the  Mohawk ;  the  other  division, 
into  which  Mr.  Smart  was  drafted,  msrehed  from  Wy- 
oming.   Having  rendezvoused  on  the  Susquehannah, 
they  proceeded  toward  the  western  part  of  the  state. 
On  their  way  they  met  a  body  of  Indians  and  lories  in 
a  fortified  position,  but  they  fled  on  sustaining  an  as- 
sault.   The  troops  then  spread  themselves  over  the 
Seneca  settlements,  destroyed  the  broad  fields  of  grain, 
now  almost  ready  for  the  reaper,  and  burned  the  deser- 
ted cottages  and  orchards  of  apple  aod  peach  trees. 
The  corps  to  which  Mr.  Smart  was  attached,  having 
completed  its  work  of  destruction,  a  part  set  out  in 
pursuit  of  some  horses  grazing  in  an  adjoining  field. 
In  vain  the  Indian  guide  warned  them  to  desist,  telling 
them  that  the  owners  were  undoubtedly  closest  hand. 
They  persisted  in  their  design,  while  the  remainder 
wheeled  rapidly  from  the  ground.    The  warning  was 
not  without  cause— not  one  of  them  escaped.    The 
army  returned  to  Easton,  Pennsylvania,  having  lost 
two  officers  and  forty  men.    From  thence  Mr.  Smart 
was  sent  to  Reding  Connecticut;  and  as  soon  as  his 
term  of  enlistment  had  expired  he  returned  home. 

It  is  with  s  mixture  of  grief  and  indignation  that  we 
now  behold  the  payment  of  the  army  in  depreciated 
currency.  Mr.  Smart  received  only  forty  shillings  per 
month,  which,  inadequate  as  it  was  when  paid  in  good 
money,  was  almost  nothing  when  paid  in  unredeema- 
ble certificates.  Mr.  Smart  was  compelled  to  pay  fifty 
paper  dollars  for  one  in  specie,  but  by  American  inge- 
nuity, aided  by  a  course  of  strict  economy,  he  was  ul- 
timately enabled  to  purchase  the  farm  upon  which  ha 
now  resides. 

Years  of  prosperity  have  passed,  children  and  grand- 
children have  grown  up  around  him;  and  with  words 
of  love  and  faith,  more  eloquent  than  a  thousand  homi- 
lies, the  old  man  closed  his  story. 


Nelson's  playful  decision.— Lord  Nelson's  maa- 
ner,  apart  from  duty,  was  universally  kind  and  even 
playful  to  all  around  him :  an  amusing  instance  of 
which,  os  well  as  of  his  extreme  quickness,  occurred 
during  the  cruise  in  the  Mediterranean.  One  bright 
morning,  when  the  ship  was  moving  about  four  knots 
an  hour  through  a  very  smooth  sea,  everything  on 
board  being  orderly,  and  quiet,  there  was  a  sudden  cry 
of  "  a  man  overboard !"  A  midshipman  named  Flinn, 
a  good  draughtsman,  who  had  been  sitting  on  deck 
comfortably  sketching,  started  at  the  cry,  and  looking 
over  the  side  of  the  ship,  saw  his  own  servant,  who 
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no  swimmer,  floundering  in  the  sea.  Before 
Flinn' s  jacket  could  be  off,  the  captain  of  mariners  had 
thrown  the  man  a  chair  through  the  port-hole  in  the 
ward-room,  to  keep  him  floating,  and  the  next  instant 
Flinn  had  flung  himself  overboard,  and  was  swimming 
to  the  rescue.  The  admiral,  having  witnessed  the 
whole  affair  from  the  quarter-deck,  was  highly  delight- 
ed with  the  scene ;  and  when  the  party,  chair  and  all, 
had  been  hauled  upon  deck,  he  called  Mr.  Flinn,  prais- 
ed his  conduct,  and  made  him  lieutenant  on  the  spot 
A  loud  huzza  from  the  midshipmen,  whom  the  inci- 
dent had  collected  on  deck,  and  who  were  throwing  up 
their  hats  in  honor  of  Flinn's  good  fortune,  arrested 
Lord  Nelson's  attention.  There  was  something  signi- 
ficant in  the  tone  of  their  cheer  which  he  immediately 
recognized ;  snd  putting  up  his  hand  for  silence,  and 
leaning  over  the  crowd  of  middies,  he  said,  with  a 
good-natured  smile  on  his  face,  "  Stop,  young  gen  de- 
mon. Mr.  Flinn  has  done  a  gallant  thing  to-day — and 
he  has  done  many  gallant  things  before — for  which  he 
has  got  his  reward  ;  but  mind,  I'll  have  no  more  ma- 
king lieutenants  for  servants  falling  overboard." — Me- 
moir* qf  Dr.  Scott,  Neboria  Chaplain. 


THE  SIBERIAN  EXILES  LAMENT  OVER 
HIS  CHILD. 

BY  CHARLES  M.  UEX. 

I  lkatb  thee  in  my  native  land,  to  tread  a  desert  wild, 
I've  kiss'd  thee  for  the  last  time,  my  noble,  darling 

ehild, 
Tre  viewed  thy  fairy  form  till  the  tear  stood  in  my  eye, 
And  I  WessM  thee  as  thy  little  hand  essayed  to  wipe  it 

dry. 

Thy  mind  is  half  unconscious  of  a  parent's  fond  caress, 
And  strange  appears  to  thee,  my  boy,  this  deep  and 

sad  distress, 
Thy  mute  and  childish  wonder  adds  but  anguish  to 

the  scene, 
Aa  I  press  thee  to  my  aching  heart  to  feel  the  pang 

more  keen. 

I've  watch'd  thee  like  the  tender  bud  fast  opening  to 
life, 

And  I  leave  thee  now  alone  amid  the  world's  tumultu- 
ous strife ; 

A  stigma's  on  thy  name,  but  the  fault  it  is  not  thine, 

And  though  thou  lose  the  world's  esteem,  'twill  add 
new  links  to  mine. 

Time  rushes  by  unheeded,  and  ere  many  years  have 
fled, 

Thy  dearest  friend  and  parent  may  he  numbered  with 
the  dead, 

Oh,  may  thy  opening  years  imbibe  the  precepts  of  the 
just, 

And  staunch  the  tear  that  may  not  fall  upon  thy  fa- 
ther's dust 

For  though  severed  by  Siberia's  plains,  the  ice-tomb 

of  the  free, 
My  thoughts  by  day,  my  dreams  by  night  wiU  ever  be 

of  thee, 
A  dread  is  on  my  mind— but  such  feelings  I'll  restrain, 
Adieu,  adieu  1  my  joy,  my  child !  we  yet  shaH  meet 


THE  BROTHERHOOD  OF  MERCY. 

Sometimes  at  Florence,  in  the  midst  of  a  cavatlna, 
or  paB-de-dcux,  a  bell  with  a  sharp,  shrill,  excoriating 
sound,  will  be  heard ;  it  is  the  bell  delta  misericordia. 
Listen !  if  it  sound  but  once,  it  is  for  some  ordinary 
accident,  if  twice,  for  one  of  a  serious  nature ;  if  it  sound 
three  times,  it  is  a  case  of  death.  If  you  look  around, 
you  will  see  a  slight  stir  in  some  of  the  boxes,  and  it 
will  often  happen  that  the  person  you  have  been  speak- 
ing to,  If  a  Florentine,  will  excuse  himself  for  leaving 
you,  and  take  his  hat  and  depart.  You  inquire  what 
the  bell  means,  and  why  it  produces  so  strange  an 
effect.  You  are  told  it  is  the  bell  delta  misericordia, 
and  that  he  with  whom  you  were  speaking  is  a  brother 
of  the  order.  This  brotherhood  of  mercy  is  one  of  the 
noblest  institutions  in  the  world.  It  was  founded  in 
1244,  on  occasion  of  the  frequent  pestilences  which  at 
that  period  desolated  the  towns ;  and  it  has  been  per- 
petuated to  the  present  day,  without  any  alteration, 
except  in  its  details — with  none  in  its  purely  charitable 
spiiit.  It  is  composed  of  seventy-two  brothers,  called 
chiefs  of  the  watch,  who  are  each  in  service  four 
months  in  the  year.  Of  these  seventy-two  brothers, 
thirty  are  priests,  fourteen  are  gentlemen,  and  twenty- 
eight  artists.  To  these  who  represent  the  aristocratic 
classes  and  the  liberal  arts,  are  added  five  hundred 
laborers  and  workmen,  who  may  be  said  to  represent 
the  people.  The  seat  of  the  brotherhood  is  in  the  place. 
del  Duomo.  Each  brother  has  there,  marked  with  his 
own  name,  a  box  enclosing  a  black  robe  like  that  of 
the  penitents — with  openings  only  for  the  eyes  and 
mouth,  in  order  that  his  good  actions  may  have  the 
further  merit  of  being  performed  in  secret.  Immedi- 
ately when  the  news  of  any  accident  or  disaster  is 
brought  to  the  brother  who  is  on  guard,  the  bell  sounds 
its  alarm,  once,  twice,  or  thrice,  according  to  the  gravity 
of  the  case ;  and  at  the  sound  of  the  bell,  every  brother, 
wherever  he  may  be,  is  bound  to  retire  at  the  instant, 
and  hasten  to  the  rendezvous.  There  he  learns  what 
misfortune  or  what  suffering  has  claimed  his  pioua 
office ;  he  puts  on  his  black  robe  and  broad  hat,  takes 
the  taper  in  his  hand,  and  goes  forth  where  the  voice 
of  misery  calls  him. 

If  it  is  to  some  wounded  man,  they  bear  him  to  the 
hospital ;  if  the  man  is  dead,  to  a  chapel ;  the  noble- 
man and  the  day  laborer,  clothed  with  the  same  robe, 
support  together  the  same  litter;  and  the  link  which 
unites  those  two  extremes  of  society  is  some  sick  pau- 
per, who,  knowing  neither,  is  praying  equally  for  both. 
And  when  these  brothers  of  mercy  have  quitted  the 
house,  the  children  whose  father  they  have  carried  out, 
or  the  wife  whose  husband  they  have  borne  away, 
have  but  to  look  around  them,  and  always  on  soma 
worm-eaten  piece  of  furniture,  there  will  be  found  a 
pious  alms,  deposited  by  an  unknown  hand.  The 
grand  duke  himself  is  a  member  of  this  fraternity,  and 
I  have  been  assured  that  more  than  once  at  the  sound 
of  that  melancholy  bell,  he  has  clothed  himself  in  the  ' 
uniform  of  charity,  and  penetrated  unknown,  aide  by 
side,  with  a  day  laborer,  to  the  bed's  head  of  some  dy- 
ing wretch,  and  that  his  presence  had  afterward  been 
detected  only  by  the  alms  he  had  left  behind.— Dumms 
in  Italy. 


A  Dublin  paper  says:  "Yesterday  Mr.  Keaney  re- 
turning to  town  fell  down  and  broke  Ms  neekt  but  hap* 
pily  received  n*  further  damage. 
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TO  MAGGIE.— MAY. 


TO  MAGGIE. 
Written  in  Absence. 

BT  O.  DONALD  UACL20D. 
I. 

Sisteb,  we  are  alone. 

The  forms  that  we  loved  best, 
That  grew  to  make  our  household,  one  by  one, 
Have  gone,  and  are  at  rest. 
They  sought  a  happier  land,  for  earth  grew  dim ! 
God  called  them,  and  they  smiled  and  went  to  Him ! 


Voices  are  silent  now, 

Whose  music  filled  our  home ; 
Smiles  gone ;  light  faded  from  the  sunny  brow ; 
And  steps  that  wont  to  roam, 
Free  as  the  swallow* a  flight  through  summer  air, 
Have  wandered  to  the  grave  and  rested  there ! 


The  heart  on  which  we  slept 

In  the  far  long-ago, 
Ere  sorrow  broke  it,  and  time  had  swept 
The  dark  locks  o'er  with  snow— 
The  frost  hath  lain,  the  weed  has  sprung  above 
That  breast  whose  warm  depths  God  hadfill'd  with  love. 


And  in  this  forest  wild, 

Sister  I  think  of  thee  ! 
Even  as  the  mother  thinks  upon  her  child 
Who  wanders  on  the  sea. 
Back  come  the  pleasant  memories  of  yore ; 
I  weep,  and  wish  me  at  thy  side  once  more. 

v. 

To  claim  thy  love  for  aye, 

To  feel  this  stern  heart  melt, 
To  win  the  kiss  not  given  to  betray  i 
The  blessing  not  unfelr, 
To  see  thy  heart  and  know  that  I  have  there 
Place  ia  thy  love  and  memory  in  thy  prayer  1 
New  York,  April,  1344. 

THE  ROVER  OMNIBUS. 

ANNOUNCEMENT. 

The  publishers  of  the  Rover  having  purchased  of 
Messrs.  Burgess,  Stringer  &  Company  their  "Maga- 
zine for  the  Million,"  that  work  will  hereafter  be  uni- 
ted with  The  Rover  No  essential  change  will  be 
made  in  the  appearance,  character,  or  mode  of  publica- 
tion of  the  Rover  in  consequence  of  this  union  In- 
stead of  the  prizes  furnished  by  the  publishers  of  the 
Magnzlne  for  the  Million,  we  shall  continue  the  plan, 
which  has  been  pursued  in  the  Rover,  of  giving  a  good 
engraving  every  week,  with  a  beautiful  illuminated 
cover,  and  endeavor  to  have  each  number  so  filled  with 
the  most  valuable  reading  matter  as  to  constitute  a 
prize  it  itself.  Then  every  one  who  purchases  a  num- 
ber, though  at  the  small  cost  of  six  cents,  will  be  cer- 
tain to  draw  a  prize. 

The  business  office  of  the  Rover  is  removed  to  123 
Fulton  street,  second  story,  near  the.  corner  of  Nassau 
street,  where  dealers  and  carriers  can  be  supplied  every 
week  as  usual.  Trie  work  will  be  constantly  for  sale, 
at  wholesale  and  retail,  by  Burgess,  Stringer  &  Com- 
pany, corner  of  Broadway  and  Ann  street,  at  the  Sun 


office  corner  of  Fulton  and  Nassau  streets,  and  by  va- 
rious other  dealers  in  different  parts  of  the  city. 

Mail  subscribers,  by  addressing  the  publishers,  will 
have  the  the  work  forwarded  to  any  part  of  the  coun- 
try at  three  dollars  a  year  for  one  copy,  five  dollars  for 
Cwo  copies,  or  ten  dolls rs  for  five  copies. 

Back  numbers  or  bound  volumes- from  the  com- 
mencement of  the  work  can  still  be  obtained  of  the 
publishers.  

Mnemotechnt,  Mb.  GoubAud,  &c.-We  have  an 
article  in  type  intended  far  the  present  number  of  the 
Rover,  but  unavoidably  postponed  till  our  next,  to 
which  we  call  the  attention  of  the  public  generally, 
and  especially  the  pupils  of  Mr.  Gouraud  in  New  York, 
Philadelphia  and  other  places.  It  will  go  far  toward 
settling  the  vexed  question,  of  who  Is  the  author  or  in- 
ventor of  Mr.  Gouraud's  system  of  artificial  memory. 
It  is  a  genuine  article  throwing  new  and  important 
light  on  the  subject.  Mr.  I^ouisvllle  Journal,  Mr. 
Branch,  Mr.  Hardinge,  and  all  ye  mnemotechny  folks, 
look  out  for  the  next  Rover.  v 

Seven  obiginal  poems  bob  sixpehoe. — The  pre- 
sent number  of  the  Rover  contains  seven  original 
poems,  and  several  original  prose  articles.  Besides 
occasional  contributions  from  old  favorite  authors,  tht 
Rover  is  drawing  around  it  a  fine  set  of  new  and  iresh 
contributors,  who  are  constantly  giving  life  and  ani- 
mation to  its  pages. 

The  story  of  an  "  Adventure  in  Ireland"  was  written 
by  a  son  of  the  Emerald  Isle. 

11  Phantasy,"  by  Read,  we  are  told  by  the  author 
was  "all  a  dream."  The  whole  scene,  as  described, 
occurred  to  him  in  sleep,  and  was  afterward  written 
down.    Read's  imaginative  powers  are  very  active. 


MAT. 


BT  DAVTTH  AP  OWILTM, 

A  Welsh  Bard  of  the  Fourteenth  Century. 
Many  a  poet  in  his  lay,    , 

Told  me  May  would  come  again; 
Truly  sang  the  bards— for  May 

Yesterday  began  to  reign ! 
She  is  like  a  bounteous  lord, 

Gold  enough  she  gives  to  me ; 
Gold — such  as  we  poets  hoard — 

*'  Florins"  of  the  mead  and  tree, 

Hazel  flowers  and  "fleurs-de-lis." 
Underneath  her  leafy  wings, 
I  am  safe  from  treason's  stings: 
f  am  full  of  wrath  with  May, 
That  she  will  not  always  stay ! 
Maidens  never  hear  of  love, 
But  when  she  has  plumed  the  grove — 
Giver  of  the  gift  of  song 
To  the  poet's  heart  and  tongue. 
May  !  majestic  child  of  heaven, 
To  the  earth  in  glory  given! 
Verdant  hills,  days  long  and  clear, 
Come  when  she  is  hovering  near. 
Stars,  yc  cannot  journey  on 
Joyously  when  she  is  gone ! 
Ye  are  not  so  glossy  bright, 
Blackbirds,  when  she  takes  her  flight. 
Sweetest  art  thou,  nightingale ; 
Poet,  thou  canst  tell  thy  tale 
With  a  lighter  heart,  when  May 
Rules  with  all  her  bright  array. 
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WINTER  OF  THE  HEART. 

BY  A.  J.  H.  DUOA.IINI. 

fipuifs  to  the  opening  flower, 
8pring  to  the  dancing  stream, 

Bringeth  a  beauty  and  power, 
Bringeth  a  bright  aunbeam. 


» lm  *h«  «•*»«  nf  th«  tumrt 


my  departure,  my  Albanians  were  summoned  to  ra- 
ceive  their  pay.  Basili  took  his  with  an  awkward 
show  of  regret  at  my  intended  departure,  and  marched 
away  to  his  quarters  with  his  bag  of  piastres.  I  sent 
for  Dervish,  but  for  some  time  he  was  not  to  be  found  j 
at  last  he  entered.  He  took  the  money,  but  on  a  sud- 
den dashed  it  to  the  ground ;  and  clasping  his  hands, 

*  ■■iflf  the  room 
.he  hour  of 
ations,  and 
ed  this  an* 
rilybeiieT* 
would  haw 
ne  unaffect- 
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»me  regret, 
have  beta 
i  province* 
>othispre- 
srodty,  im- 
beUevethle 
hem.  Oik 
£ngnshman 
*pute  about 
for  a  blow; 
id  upon  his 
endeavored 
i  the  follow- 
soldier;  no 
Jter,  I  have 
usual  oath) 
>ed  the  dog, 
Sotbeaf- 
3  never  tho- 
ho  insulted 
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and  sometimes  neither.  Their  habits  are  predatory  : 
they  go^armed ;  the  red-shawled  Arnouts,  the  Monte- 
negrins, Chimariots,  and  Gcgdes  arc  treacherous ;  the 
others  differ  somewhat  in  garb,  and  essentially  in  cha- 
racter. As  far  as  my  own  experience  goes,  I  can  speak 
fcvorably.  1  was  attended  by  two,  an  Infidel  and  a 
Mussulman,  to  Constantinople,  and  every  other  part 
of  Turkey  which  camo  within  my  observation ;  and 
more  faithful  in  peril,  or  indefatigable  in  service,  are 
rarely  to4>e  (bund.  The  Infidel  was  named  Basilius, 
the  Moslem,  Dervish  Tahiri ;  the  former  a  man  of  mid- 
dle age,  and  the  latter  about  my  own." 

Speaking  of  his  separation  from  these  men,  his  lord- 
ship continues:  "When  preparations  were  made  for 
fw.tnuUl.-No  8. 


in  the  culti- 
:>  have  also 
have  a  fine 
if ul  women 
e  saw  level- 
is  between 
of  walking 
ly  the  effect 
<e  shoulder, 
is,  and  their 
>le.  Though 
*  dee,  I  nevec  * 

•referred  the 
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But  ou  foot  they  are  not  to  be  subdued  by  fatigue." 

CHARLES  MAITLAND,  OR  THE  MESS  CHE6T. 

BT  WILLIAM  LBOOBTT. 

Three  are  not  many  names  on  the  list  of  those  who 
have  sacrificed  their  lives  for  freedom,  which  deserve 
more  honorable  mention  than  that  of  Riego.  I  was  in 
the  Mediterranean  at  the  time  of  the  brave  attempt 
which  terminated  so  fatally  for  him ;  and  t  well  re- 
member how  eagerly  we  sought  every  disjointed  scrap 
of  evidence  which  could  be  gathered  concerning  the 
romantic  adventures  of  Mina  with  his  little  army  In 
Catatonfrj  and  the  firm  and  prudent  efforts  of  his  nofce* 
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WINTER  OF  THE  HEART. 

BY  A.  J.  H.  DUGA.1TSI. 

Steivq  to  the  opening  flower, 
8pring  to  the  dancing  stream, 

Bringeth  a  beauty  and  power, 
Bringeth  a  bright  aunbeam. 

Where  is  the  Spring  of  the  heart 
Chilled  by  the  winter's  snow  7 

Will  not  its  flowerets  start? 
Will  not  its  streamlets  flow  ? 

Oyer  the  brooklet's  brink 

Creepeth  the  primrose  gay ; 
Soemeth  it  now  to  drink 

Deeply  the  silver  spray. 

Why  are  the  heart-  flowers  dead  ? 

Why  are  the  heart-streams  chilled  ?— 
Have  all  its  blossoms  fled  ? 

Are  not  its  fountains  filled? 

Once  did  those  fountains  gush, 

Nourishing  flowerets  fair ; 
But  sorrow  the  heart  will  crush, 

And  the  worm— the  worm  was  there. 

Joy  to  the  stream  and  flowers, 

Gladness  the  sunbeams  bring, 
Spring  to  the  wood  and  bowers, 
But  in  the  heart  no  Spring. 
Jfortm,  April,  1844. 

THE    ALBANIAN. 

WITH  AN  KNOEAV1KO. 

Wi  can  offer  no  more  appropriate  illustration  of  our 
beautiful  plate  in  this  week's  number  of  the  Rovxa,  than 
the  following  description  of  the  Albanese  character, 
which  we  extract  from  Lord  Byron's  notes  to  Childe 
Harold. 

"The  Arnoots,  or  Albanese,  struck  me  forcibly  by 
their  resemblance  to  the  Highlanders  of  Scotland,  in 
dress,  figure  and  manner  of  living.  Their  very  moun- 
tains seemed  Caledonian  with  a  kinder  climate.  The 
kilt,  though  white;  the  spare  active  form;  their  dia- 
lect, Coliic  in  its  sound,  and  their  hardy  habits,  all  car- 
lied  me  back  to  Morven.  No  nation  arc  so  detested 
•nd  dreaded  by  their  neighbors  as  the  Albanese :  the 
Greeks  hardly  regard  them  as  Christians,  or  the  Turks 
«•  Moslems;  and,  in  fact,  they  are  a  mixture  of  both, 
•ad  sometimes  neither.  Their  habits  are  predatory : 
tttey  go^armed;  the  red-shawled  Arnouts,  the  Monte- 
negrins, Chimariots,  and  Gegdes  are  treacherous ;  the 
others  differ  somewhat  in  garb,  and  essentially  in  cha- 
racter. Aa  far  as  my  own  experience  goes,  I  can  speak 
favorably.  I  was  attended  by  two,  an  Infidel  and  a 
Mussulman,  to  Constantinople,  and  every  other  part 
of  Turkey  which  came  within  my  observation ;  and 
»»re  faithful  in  peril,  or  indefatigable  in  service,  are 
***ry  Uhbe  found.  The  Infidel  was  named  Basil  I  us, 
the  Moslem,  Dervish  Tahiri ;  the  former  a  man  of  mid- 
«•  *ge,  and  the  latter  about  my  own." 

*jP«*king  of  his  separation  from  these  men,  his  lord- 
*«P  continues:  "When  preparations  were  made  for 
▼©urns  III.— No  8. 


my  departure,  my  Albanians  were  summoned  to  re- 
ceive their  pay.  Basili  took  his  with  an  awkward 
show  of  regret  at  my  intended  departure,  and  marched 
away  to  his  quarters  with  his  bag  of  piastres.  I  sent 
for  Dervish,  but  for  some  time  he  was  not  to  be  found  j 
at  last  he  entered.  He  took  the  money,  but  on  a  sud- 
den dashed  it  to  the  ground;  and  clasping  his  hands, 
which  he  raised  to  his  forehead,  rushed  out  of  the  room 
weeping  bitterly.  Prom  that  moment  to  the  hour  of 
my  embarkation,  he  continued  his  lamentations,  and 
all  our  efforts  to  console  him  only  produced  this  an* 
swer :  «Ma  Qti»ti%'— *  He  leaves  me.'  I  verily  believe 
that  even  Sterne's  'foolish  fat  scullion'  would  have 
left  her  '  fish-kettle,'  to  sympathize  with  the  unaffect- 
ed and  unexpected  sorrow  of  this  barbarian. 

"  That  Dervish  would  leave  me  with  some  regret, 
was  to  be  expected :  when  master  and  man  have  been 
scrambling  over  the  mountains  of  a  dosen  provinces 
together,  they  are  unwilling  to  separate;  bat  his  pre* 
sent  feelings,  contrasted  with  his  native  ferocity,  im- 
proved my  opinion  of  the  human  heart.  1  believe  this 
almost  feudal  fidelity  is  frequent  among  them.  Ork 
day,  on  our  journey  over  Parnassus,  an  Englishman 
in  my  service  gave  him  a  push  in  some  dispute  about 
the  baggage,  which  he  unluckily  mistook  for  a  blow; 
he  spoke  not,  but  sat  down  leaning  his  head  upon  bis 
hands.  Foreseeing  the  consequences,  we  endeavored 
to  explain  away  the  affront,  which  produced  the  follow- 
ing answer :  '  I  have  been  a  robber,  I  am  a  soldier;  no 
captain  ever  struck  me;  you  are  my  master,  I  have 
eaten  your  bread,  but  by  thai  bread !  (a  usual  oath) 
had  it  been  otherwise,  I  would  have  stabbed  the  dog, 
your  servant,  and  gone  to  the  mountains?  So  the  af- 
fair ended ;  but  from  that  day  forward  be  never  tho- 
roughly forgave  the  thoughtless  fellow  who  insulted 
him. 

"  The  Albanians  in  general  (I  do  not  mean  the  culti- 
vators of  the  earth  in  the  provinces,  who  have  also 
that  appellation,  but  the  mountaineers)  have  a  fine 
cast  of  countenance ;  and  the  most  beautiful  women 
I  ever  beheld,  in  stature  and  in  features,  we  saw  level- 
ing the  road  broken  down  by  the  torrents  between 
Delvinachi  and  Libochabo.  Their  manner  of  walking 
is  truly  theatrical ;  but  this  strut  is  probably  t^e  effect 
of  the  capote,  or  cloak,  depending  from  one  shoulder. 
Their  long  hair  reminds  you  of  the  Spartans,  and  their 
courage  in  desultory  warfare  is  unquestionable.  Though 
they  have  some  cavalry  among  the  Gegdes,  I  never  * 
saw  a  good  Arnout  horseman:  my  own  preferred  the 
English  saddles,  which,  however,  they  could  never k dtp. 
But  on  foot  they  are  not  to  be  subdued  by  fatigue." 


CHARLES  MAITLAND,  OR  THE  MES8-CHE6T. 

BT  WILLIAM  LBOOBTT.  '    * 

Three  are  not  many  names  on  the  list  of  those  who 
have  sacrificed  their  lives  for  freedom,  which  deserve 
more  honorable  mention  than  that  of  RIego.  I  waa  in 
the  Mediterranean  at  the  time  of  the  brave  attempt 
which  terminated  so  fatally  for  him ;  and  t  well  re- 
member how  eagerly  we  sought  every  disjointed  scrap 
of  evidence  which  could  be  gathered  concerning  the 
romantic  adventures  of  Mina  with  his  little  army  in 
Catalonia,  and  the  firm  and  prudent  efforts  of  his  noble 
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compatriot,  Riego.  Old  Port  Mahon,  according  to  cus- 
tom, had  been  chosen  for  the  winter-quarters  of  our 
squadron;  and  though  the  Mahoneae  were  by  no 
means  well  affected  to  the  cause  of  Ferdinand,  yet  the 
habitual  reserve  of  these  islanders,  prevented  their  dis- 
closing a  very  full  account  of  what  little  they  knew 
concerning  the  progress  of  events  on  the  continent. 
Such  drops  of  news  as  dribbled  from  them,  therefore, 
rather  increased  than  quenched  the  flame  of  curiosity. 
This  had  arisen  to  a  great  height,  when  it  was  at  last 
suddenly  and  sadly  extinguished  by  the  arrival  of  a 
little  polacca  vessel  from  Barcelona,  which  brought  the 
melancholy  tidings  of  the  defeat  and  flight  of  Mina, 
and  of  the  capture  and  execution  of  his  brother  in 
arms.  This  vessel  had  been  despatched  to  Mahon 
with  an  official  account  of  the  triumphal  entry  of  Fer- 
dinand into  Madrid,  just  six  days  after  the  inhabitants 
of  that  city  had  witnessed  the  public  termination  of 
Riego's  eventful  career. 

There  were  bonfires  and  illuminations  in  Mahon  on 
the  receipt  of  this  intelligence;  but  the  outward  de- 
monstrations of  rejoicings  were  rendered  by  fear  not 
gladness;  and  were  as  false  as  the  hollow-hearted  mo- 
narch whose  success  they  were  kindled  to  celebrate. 
Had  the  despatches  communicated  news  of  his  death, 
r  and  the  triumph  of  the  constitution,  the  revelry  would 
have  been  another  sort  of  affair ;  the  faces  of  the  people, 
at  well  as  their  casements,  would  have  been  lighted 
up  for  joy ;  and  hearts  as  well  as  feet,  would  have 
joined  in  the  bolero  and  fandango,  and  bounded  to  the 
music  of  the  merry  castinets. 

One  evening,  during  the  mock  rejoicings,  I  went  on 
shore  with  Charles  Maitland,  one  of  our  lieutenants, 
and  as  fine  a  fellow  as  ever  trod  a  frigate's  quarter- 
deck. He  was  young  in  commission,  having  been  but 
recently  promoted,  after  a  tedious  service  of  two  whole 
lustres  in  the  subordinate  capacity  of  midshipman, 
during  which  period  he  had  been  the  object  of  a  full 
share  of  the  "fantastic  tricks,"  which  naval  com- 
manders sometimes  choose  to  play  off  upon  those 
beneath  them.  When  I  say  beneath  them,  I  mean  the 
phrase,  so  far  as  Charles  Maitland  is  concerned,lo  ap- 
ply to  the  scale  of  military  gradation ;  for  in  any  other 
respect  he  was  beneath  no  man  in  the  service.  It  had 
been  his  lot,  as  well  as  mine,  to  sail  with  a  commander 
who  allowed  no  opportunity  to  pass  of  proving  his  title 
to  the  nautical  distinction  he  enjoyed,  of  being  the 
f<  hardest  horse  in  the  navy."  But  those  days  were  over 
now ;  and  the  more  elevated  rank,  and  more  definite 
duties  of  a  lieutenant,  secured  him,  in  a  good  meas- 
ure, from  a  renewal  of-  the  annoyances  he  had  so  long 
endured. 

Almost  immediately  on  reaching  the  dignity  of  an 
epaulette,  Charles  had  married  a  sweet  girl,  to  whom 
he  had  long  been  attached,  and  whom  his  narrow  and 
uncertain  resources  had  alone  prevented  from  espous- 
ing before.  I  stood  groomsman  on  the  occasion ;  and 
I  remember  well  how  handsome  the  fellow  looked,  as 
he  led  his  blushing  bride  to  the  altar.  A  forty-four 
convoying  a  trig,  snug,  clean-rigged  little  Baltimore 
clipper,  could  not  appear  more  stately  than  he  along- 
side that  modest  and  well- modeled  girl.  The  truth 
is,  Charley  was  one  of  the  finest-looking  men  in  the 
service— tall,  well  built,  round- chested,  with  an  eye 
like  an  eagle's,  and  a  mouth  the  habitual  smile  ol 
which*  or  rather  the  slight  pleasant  curve  approaching 
to  a  smile,  denote  an  excellent  disposition.  And  never 
did  dog- vane  show  the  course  of  the*  wind  better  than 


that  smile  expressed  his  temper.    But  I  am  wandedng 
from  my  story. 

The  honey-moon— that  briefest  moon  that  ever  sheds 
its  light  on  the  matrimonial  state — had  hardly  yet  be- 
gun to  wane,  when  Charles  was  ordered  to  aea  in  old 
ironsides.  The  old  craft  was  lying  in  the  harbor,  her 
top-sails  loose,  her  anchor  short- stay  apeak,  and  all 
ready  to  trip,  sheet  home,  and  be  off.  His  name  had 
been  pitched  upon  at  the  last  moment,  to  supply  the 
vacancy  left  by  somebody  who  begged  off;  and  aa  there 
was  no  time  for  remonstrance,  he  had  nothing  te  do 
but  obey.  I  am  no  hand  for  painting  scene*  of  the 
tender  sort;  so  I  leave  Charley's  parting  with  his 
young  wife,  and  all  that,  "  to  sympathetic  imagina- 
tions," as  the  girl  in  the  play  has  it. 

But,  avast  a  bit  and  belay  there !  What  am  I  doing 
all  this  while  1  A  pretty  piece  of  leeway  I  have  made 
of  it !  Here  were  we,  a  moment,  since,  snugly  moored 
in  the  harbor  of  Mahon,  for  winter  quarters;  and  now, 
in  the  turning  of  a  glass,  have  1  put  the  Atlantic  be- 
tween us  and  the  scene  of  my  story.  Well,  stations 
for  stays! — helm's  a-lee,  and  about  she  goes!  And 
we  must  now  crack  on  all  sail,  and  make  a  abort  cruise 
of  it,  till  we  get  back  to  our  starting  point.  There  is 
no  time  now  for  buckling  knee-buckles,  as  the  boat- 
swain's mate  says,  when  he  calls  all  hands  in  a  squall 
at  night ;  so,  to  make  a  short  story  of  it,  let  it  suffice 
to  say,  that  Charles  bade  adieu  to  his  wife,  old  Iron- 
sides sailed,  reached  the  Mediterranean  in  due  time, 
went  the  usual  rounds  over  that  cruising  ground,  (de- 
lightful cruising  ground  it  is,  by  the  way,)  and  was 
now  in  daily  expectation  of  the  relief-ship  with  orders 
for  her  return  to  the  United  States. 

Well,  as  I  said  before,  Mahon  was  all  in  a  bustle  on 
account  of  the  news  from  the  continent.  Belts  were 
ringing,  music  playing,  bonfires  shone  in  one  place, 
and  illuminations  glittered  in  another.  Groups  of 
people,  of  all  ages  and  conditions,  were  in  every  square 
and  open  place ;  and  the  expression  of  many  a  pretty- 
face  that  peeped  out  from  the  folds  of  the  red  maatfla, 
or  the  scowl  of  many  a  dark  eye  that  glared  beneath 
the  shadow  of  the  sombrero,  denoted  anything  but 
pleasure  at  the  intelligence  that  had  been  received. 
Of  all  the  difficult  tasks  in  the  world,  there  is  none 
harder  than  to  put  on  the  semblance  of  joy  at  that 
which  stirs  our  indignation ;  and  he  who  can  beat  dis- 
semble in  such  cases — no  matter  how  strong  the 
motive — is  not  the  man  I  should  choose  for  roy  ftiead. 
Well,  Charles  and  I  went  ashore  one  evening,  as  I 
said,  during  the  rejoicings.  We  had  no  other  object 
in  view  than  to  take  a  long  stroll  together,  along  the 
romantic  shores  of  one  of  the  prettiest  and  quietest 
bays  in  the  world,  and  to  converse  without  restraint 
(that,  at  least,  I  suppose  was  his  motive)  on  the  topic 
which  was  ever  uppermost  in  his  mind.  We  were  yet 
In  the  midst  of  the  town,  and  where  threading  our  way 
through  the  crowd  in  one  of  the  principal  squares, 
when  a  woman — and  a  pretty  old  one  too,  as  well  as 
one  might  judge  by  the  withered  and  sallow  face  which 
her  thread-bare  mantle  was  so  disposed  as  only  half  to 
betray—suddenly  presented  herself  before  us,  and  whis- 
pered a  single  word,  in  a  low,  guttural  voice,  to  my 
companion.  One  who  has  sat  as  many  cold  watches 
as  I  have,  on  the  look-out,  on  the  fore  topsail -yard, 
naturally  acquires  a  quick  eye :  and  it  therefore  did  not 
escape  me  that  the  old  woman  as  she  spoke  to  Charles, 
slipped  a  sealed  note  Into  his  hand.  She  then  passed 
on,  mixed  with  the  throng,  and  in  an  instant  disap- 
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posted  from  my  following  glance.  Id  Spain,  the  coun- 
try of  inirigne  and  romantic  adventure,  there  was  no- 
thing oo  rery  lingular  in  tbia  aa  to  jnatify  great  aur- 
prise,  and  the  circumstance  would  aoon  have  passed 
from  my  mind  altogether,  had  not  subsequent  events, 
which  I  could  not  but  consider  in  some  way  connected 
with  it,  kept  it  continually  in  my  thoughts. 

On  reaching  the  first  convenient  place,  Charles  paus- 
ed to  peruse  the  billet.  Its  contents,  whatever  they 
wore,  seemed  to  engage  him  deeply.  He  stood  pon- 
dering over  the  paper  for  several  moments,  with  the 
air  of  one  in  eameat  and  perplexed  meditation  :  and 
then,  suddenly  crumpling  it  in  his  hand,  and  thrusting 
it  into  bis  pocket,  cast  round  him  a  quick  and  appre- 
hensive glance,  as  if  fearful  that  some  one  might  have 
overlooked  him.  There  was  more  confusion  in  his 
manner,  and  more  hesitancy  in  his  speech,  than  I  had 
erex  before  seen  him  exhibit,  when  he  approached  me, 
a  moment  or  two  after  this,  and  said  that  an  unex- 
pected engagement  would  oblige  him  to  forego  the  in- 
tended walk,  and  leave  me  to  pursue  my  way  alone. 

I  had  known  Charles  Maitland  from  a  boy.  We  had 
studied  our  lessons  on  the  same  form;  had  shot  our 
marbles  into  the  same  ring;  had  entered  the  navy 
within  a  few  weeks  of  each  other;  had  been  shipmates 
and  messmates  through  two  long  and  eventful  cruises, 
and  a  good  part  of  the  time  watchmates.  I  knew  that 
he  had  a  soul  of  honor ;  that  his  principles  were  well 
established,  his  heaj  clear,  his  morality  nice,  and  that 
he  loved  his  young  wife  with  the  most  ardent  attach- 
ment. Yet  for  all  this  i  could  not  help  feeling  a  cer- 
tain indefinite  fear  that  there  was  something  wrong 
connected  with  that  note.  It  could  not  be  a  challenge ; 
for  he  was  beloved  by  all  the  officers  of  the  squadron, 
and  I  was  very  sure  he  had  not  been  embroiled  in  any 
quarrel  on  shore.  Besides,  if  it  were  so,  he  would 
have  applied  to  me  as  his  friend;  and  then,  again, 
women  are  not  chosen  as  bearers  of  such  messages' 
Yet  that  the  subject  whatever  it  might  be,  was  of  no 
ordinary  kind,  was  evident  from  the  impression  which 
the  perusal  occasioned,  and  not  less  evident  from  bis 
withholding  the  matter  from  me.  Our  communion 
had  always  been  of  the  most  frank  and  unreserved  de- 
scription ;  we  had  been  sharers  of  each  other's  thoughts, 
sentiments,  and  wishes,  from  boyhood  up ;  I  had  been 
in  his  confidence  through  his  whole  course  of  wooing; 
and  indeed,  until  the  present  moment,  he  had  never 
shown  a  desire  to  keep  anything  from  my  knowledge. 
Reflections  of  this  kind  caused  me,  perhaps,  to  give 
undue  importance  to  the  circumstance  which  had  just 
occurred.  I  began  to  fear  that  Charles  was  in  some 
way  concerned  in  an  unworthy  adventure;  and  a  vague 
suspicion,  which  I  did  not  like  to  entertain  and  could 
not  altogether  reject,  took  possession  of  my  mind,  that 
woman  was  at  the  bottom  of  it.  I  turned  with  a  slow 
step  toward  the  quay,  and  hummed,  as  I  descended 
the  long  lateral  road  that  is  excavated  from  the  per- 
pendicular cliff  which  overlooks  the  bay— 

"  Though  love  is  warm  a  while, 

Soon  it  grows  cold ; 
Absence  soon  blights  the  smile, 

Ere  love  grows  old." 

From  this  day  forward,  Charles's  visits  to  the  shore 
were  more  frequent  than  before,  but  always  in  the 
evening,  and  now  he  invariably  went  alone.  If  other 
officers  happened  to  go  in  the  same  boat,  he  was  sure 
to  separate  himself  from  them  on  reaching  the  quay, 


and  pursue  a  direction  different  from  thereat  This 
soon  came  to  be  noticed  and  to  be  talked  of,  and  It  was 
whispered  about  in  the  mess  that,  on  two  or  three  oc- 
casion, he  had  been  seen,  late  in  the  evening,  walking 
with  a  female  closely  muffled,  in  an  unfrequented  and 
lonely  part  of  the  shore,  at  some  distance  from  the 
town.  Different  officers  professed  to  have  seen  this 
female  with  him,  and  their  description  of  her  person 
tallied  with  each  other.  In  the  minds  of  the  mess  gen- 
erally, who  did  not  know  Charles  so  thoroughly  aa  I, 
and  whose  morality  was  not  of  so  scrupulous  a  kind 
as  his— or  as  I  had  always  thought  his  to  be— this 
matter  created  no  surprize,  and  was  only  laid  hold  of 
as  furnishing  an  opportunity  for  sundry  nautical  jokea 
and  witticisms.  These  jests  however,  met  with  such 
a  reception  as  by  no  means  encouraged  those  who  of- 
fered them  to  a  repetition. 

It  chanced  one  day  that  Charles  and  I  were  sent  on 
shore  on  a  piece  of  duty  together,  and  that  our  busi- 
ness lay  in  that  part  of  the  town  to  which  it  had  been 
noticed  that  he  always  directed  his  steps.  As  we 
passed  through  the  streets,  we  discovered  that  there 
was  a  considerable  hubbub  among  the  inhabitants,  and 
we  soon  ascertained  that  it  was  occasioned  by  a  party 
of  soldiers  who  had  lately  arrived  from  the  Maine, 
commissioned  to  search  the  island  for  certain  proscrib- 
ed constitutionalists,  who  were  supposed  to  have  taken 
refuge  in  Minorca.  A  good  many  of  these  wretched 
fugitives  had  been  discovered  and  executed ;  but  the 
individual,  against  whom  the  proclamation  of  Ferdin- 
and was  chiefly  directed,  had  hitherto  eluded  the  vigil- 
ance  of  the  blood-hounds.  This  person  was  a  brave 
young  chief,  who  had  filled  a  confidential  and  im- 
portant post  under  Riego,  and  who,  by  his  intrepidity, 
activity,  and  ceaseless  vigilance,  had  been  greatly  in- 
strumental In  the  success  of  that  partisan  warfare  In 
Catalonia,  which  cost  the  royalists  so  much  blood  and 
treasure,  and  so  long  upheld  the  sinking  hopes  of  his 
compatriots.  To  seize  and  slay  Don  Castro  de  Falero, 
the  name  of  the  youthful  and  interesting  chief,  was 
deemed  so  important  an  object  by  the  monarch,  that 
immense  rewards  had  been  offered  for  his  apprehen- 
sion, and  numerous  parties  had  been  sent  in  every 
direction  in  which  rumor  alleged  that  he  had  fled. 
The  troop  of  mercenaries  who  had  been  despatched  to 
Mahon  were  stimulated  by  the  hope  of  reward,  to  much 
greater  activity  than  usually  characterizes  Spanish 
soldiers,  who  are  at  once  a  by-word  for  indolence  and 
rapacity.  They  had  closely  searched  the  house  of 
every  person  suspected  of  the  slightest  disaffection,  and 
had  followed  every  imaginary  clue  with  the  keenest 
zeal  of  avarice.  They  had  even  visited  the  foreign 
national  ships  in  the  port,  and  had  procured  strict  orders 
to  be  issued,  forbidding  the  officers  from  harboring  or 
rendering  any  assistance  to  those  who  were  held  as 
traitors  by  the  government  within  whose  waters  We 
lay. 

On  the  afternoon  in  question,  in  consequence  of 
certain  hints  which  had  been  communicated  to  tbia 
party,  they  had  renewed  their  search,  and  at  the  time 
we  came  up  were  about  entering  an  humble  dwelling, 
which,  as  I  learned  from  the  crowd  was  occupied  by  a 
poor  old  widow  woman  and  her  nelce.  We  were  yet 
at  some  distance  when  we  noticed  the  house  at  which 
the  soldiers  paused,  and  we  could  perceive  the  withered 
old  duenna  standing  on  her  threshold,  throwing  her 
arms  about  with  great  vehemence,  and  sputtering  with 
amazing  votobittty  every  variety  of  guttural  execta- 
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tton,  of  which  the  Spanish  laoguege  has  so  large  a 
store.  The  blood  mounted  to  Charles's  forehead,  and 
the  fire  to  his  eye  as  this  sight  drew  his  attention  $  and 
springing  forward  with  great  eagerness  he  rushed  by 
the  crowd  of  mendicants  and  idle  spectators  whom  the 
circumstance  bad  collected,  broke  through  the  ranks  of 
the  soldiers,  and  stood  in  the  midst  of  the  dwelling, 
before  the  foremost  of  their  number  had  gained  ad- 
mittance. I  did  not  pause  to  consider  whether  this 
impetuosity  of  my  friend  arose  from  a  generous  but 
imprudent  feeling  of  indignation  at  the  object  of  their 
search,  or  from  some  less  selfish  motive ;  but  made  all 
haste  to  follow  him.  My  progress,  however,  met  with 
more  obstructions  than  his  unlooked-for  movement, 
and  I  was  not  able  to  rejoin  him  for  more  than  a  mi- 
nute, when  I  at  length  forced  my  way  into  the  build- 
ing, I  found  him  defending  a  door  which  led  to  an  in- 
ner apartment,  and  surrounded  by  the  mercenaries,  all 
jabbering  together  their  vehement  and  incoherent  me- 
naces. As  yet,  no  blow  had  been  s  ruck ;  but  it  was 
evident,  from  the  violence  of  their  gestures,  that  hos- 
tilities would  not  much  longer  be  delayed.  As  I  en- 
tered, they  huddled  closer  round  my  companion ;  and 
pushing  against  him  wiih  one  sudden  and  united  im- 
pulse, the  door  broke  from  its  fastenings,  and  the  whole 
party  fell  violently  on  the  floor.  I  have  before  said  that 
Charles  was  strong  and  agile,  but  I  was  not  prepared 
for  such  a  display  of  muscular  energy  and  activity  as 
he  now  exhibited  in  releasing  himself  from  the  super- 
incumbent crowd  of  prostrate  and  grappling  soldiers. 
In  an  instant  he  was  on  his  feet,  and  beside  a  bed, 
which  I  now  observed  in  one  corner  of  the  room.  The 
apartment  was  lighted  by  a  curtained  lattice;  but  though 
the  illamination  was  not  strong,  particularly  to  vision 
that  had  just  passed  the  broad  glare  of  day,  it  was  suf- 
ficient to  show  that  the  bed  was  occupied  by  a  female, 
who  had  partly  risen  from  the  couch  whose  cheek  was 
flushed,  and  whose  dark  eyes  glowed  like  fire,  probably 
with  indignation  at  this  rude  intrusion.  Charles  threw 
his  arms  round  the  neck  of  the  female,  replaced  her 
head  upon  the  pillow,  kissed  ber  burning  brow,  and 
with  a  tremulous,  but  soothing  voice,  bade  her  not  be 
alarmed,  for  that  he  would  defend  her  with  his  life. 
Then  turning  sternly  to  the  leader  of  the  Spanish  sol- 
diers, he  commanded  him  to  pursue  his  search  with  ail 
despatch  and  leave  the  apartment.  The  Spaniards, 
who  by  this  time  had  risen  to  their  feet,  looked  at  each 
other,  at  Charles,  and  at  the  female  with  blank  aston- 
ish meut  ;  nor  was  their  confusion  lessened  by  the  tor- 
rent of  invective  which  the  old  woman,  who  had  now 
also  entered  the  room  poured  out  upon  their  heads. 
The  officer  who  had  charge  of  the  party,  after  a  mo- 
ment spent  in  casting  scrutinizing  glances  into  every 
corner  of  the  room  directed  his  men  to  withdraw ;  and 
then  mumbling  out  an  apology,  in  which  he  intimated, 
with  an  impudent  leer,  that  he  was  now  convinced 
that  Charles's  visits  to  the  house  had  a  different  object 
from  what  had  been  suspected  and  also  left  the  apart- 
ment. There  was  no  further  excuse  for  me  to  pro- 
tract my  stay,  and  I  turned  and  followed  his  retreating 
steps. 

••  She  is  handsome,"  thought  I,  as  I  walked  slowly 
up  the  street,  pondering  on  the  secret  which  had  thus 
been  accidentally  revealed  to  me,  and  thinking  how  I 
might  disentangle  my  friend  from  the  net  of  this  fair 
Spanish  woman— "yea,  she  is  handsome— just  the 
cast  of  countenance  which  1  should  suppose  would 
have  fascination  for  one  of  his  brave  and  romantic  na- 


ture. Her  brack  and  piercing  eye,  the  noMe 
the  scornful  expression  of  ber  lip,  as  she  darted  ber 
keen  glance  upon  the  soldiers— these  traits  of  beauty  did 
not  escape  me,  feebly  lighted  as  the  apartment  was." 
And  my  mind  reverted  from  this  Spanish  paramov 
to  the  contemplation  of  the  delicate  and  tender  bean- 
ties  of  the  fair-cheeked  and  blue-eyed  wife,  rax  away, 
who  was  anxiously  counting  the  hours  that  ahouU 
restore  her  husband  to  her  arms,  and  who,  herself  in- 
capable of  change,  had  probably  never  entertained  a 
doubt  of  bis  fidelity.  I  am  not  much  given  to  the  melt- 
ing mood,  but  I  confess  that  my  meditation  on  this 
jeel  drew  from  me  a  heart-felt  sigh. 

I  was  still  brooding  on  what  had  just  passed,  when 
Charles  rejoined  me.  The  few  words  that  pasted  be- 
tween us  on  our  meeting  satisfied  me  that  this  was  not 
the  time  for  rebuke.  He  bade  me  remember  that  I 
owed  to  accident  the  discovery  1  had  made,  and  en* 
joined  upon  me,  by  our  ancient  friendship,  neither  to 
question  him  nor  utter  a  syllable  to  any  other  person. 
I  gave  the  required  promise  the  more  readily,  as  1  re- 
flected that  in  a  very  few  days  we  should  sail,  and 
that  distance,  in  all  human  probability,  would  put  an 
end  to  this  unworthy  attachment,  as  it  had  made  him 
forgetful  of  the  duties  of  honorable  love.  We  soon 
executed  the  duty  we  were  sent  upon,  and  returned 
to  the  ship. 

The  relief-vessel,  of  which  we  had  been  in  dally  ex- 
pectation, arrived  on  the  evening  after  this  adventure, 
and  sailing  orders  were  thcreupori  immediately  issued. 
All  further  going  ashore  was  forbidden ;  and  the  sig- 
nal, commanding  on  board  all  who  were  ashore,  was 
run  up  at  the  fore.  Charles  was  among  the  number, 
and  by  all  but  him  this  order  was  promptly  and  gladly 
obeyed.  A  fine  breeze  had  sprung  up  at  sun-set,  and 
for  more  than  an  hour  we  lay  waiting  for  him  with  our 
anchor  apeak,  and  our  loose  topsails  flapping  idly 
against  the  mast.  The  capstan  bars  were  skipped  and 
manned,  the  crew  all  at  their  stations,  the  accomoda- 
tion-ladder  unrigged,  and  everything  ready  to  be  oft 
The  commodore  walked  the  quaner-deck  with  quick, 
impatient  steps,  and  murmurs  were  heard  from  various 
groups  chiding  the  delay  of  the  dilatory  officer.  A 
midshipman  had  been  despatched  in  one  of  the  cot- 
ters for  him,  and  returned  some  time  before  after  a 
fruitless  search. 

At  length  the  patience  of  our  commander  was  en- 
tirely exhausted,  and  he  had  given  the  order  to  weigh 
and  make  sail,  when  the  quartermaster  on  the  lookout 
hailed  a  boat,  which  had  just  pulled  into  sight  through 
the  gathering  dusk  of  evening.  The  answer  of  "  Ay, 
ay!"  told  that  it  was  Charles,  and  directly  after  a 
shore-boat  glided  alongside.  In  reply  to  the  sharp  re- 
buke of  the  commodore  for  having  been  so  tardy  in 
obeying  the  signal,  he  said  something  about  the  neces- 
sity he  had  been  under  of  purchasing  certain  8 tores 
for  the  mess ;  though  it  was  observed  that  his  expla- 
nation had  not  all  the  clearness  of  tone  and  manner 
which  usually  chaiacterized  his  official  communica- 
tions. The  displeasure  which  the  delay  occasioned, 
was  not  diminished  when  it  was  found  that  the  mess- 
chest,  in  which  he  had  brought  off  these  stores,  was 
so  large  and  cumbrous  that  a  yard  tackle  had  to  be  got 
on  ih«  main -yard  in  order  to  hoist  it  on  board.  The 
men  themselves,  though  Charles  was  a  great  favorite 
with  them,  seemed  to  be  displeased  that  he  had  caused 
so  long  a  detention ;  and  when  the  tackle  was  hooked 
on,  they  ran  away  with  the  fall  with  a  degree  of  spite- 
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fill  YsJoeby  that  made  the  chest  ran  swiftly  op  to  the 
yard-block  before  the  boatswain'*  mate  oould  pipe  be- 
lay. My  eye  happened  to  be  fixed  on  Charles  while 
this  manoeuvre  was  performed,  and  I  thought  he  evinc- 
ed more  anxiety  on  the  subject  than  a  few  sea-stores 
were  worth.  The  chest,  however,  was  lowered  more 
gently  than  it  was  hoisted,  and  by  Charles's  direction 
was  conveyed  into  his  own  state-room.  The  ship  now 
got  under  way,  the  canvas  swelled  out  to  the  breeze, 
and  the  Mahonese  pilot,  for  a  time  the  commander  ol 
our  frigate,  took  his  stand  near  the  after  hammock- 
cloths,  and  issued  his  orders  in  the  dictatorial  tone 
which  those  are  wont  to  use  who  are  dressed  "in  a  lit- 
tle brkf  authority.'"  In  less  than  an  hour  we  were 
layiog  in  our  course,  under  a  pleasant  topgallant  breeze, 
for  Gibraltar. 

1  need  not  dwell  on  the  incidents  of  our  homeward 
passage ;  for  1  have  no  storms  or  shipwrecks  to  tell  of; 
bo  hairbreadth  escapes,  or  moving  incidents  of  any  de- 
scription. A  mystery  seemed  to  hang  around  the 
moss  chest  in  Charles's  store-room,  and  some  strange 
stories  got  to  be  whispered  through  the  ship  concern- 
ing it.  For  my  part  i  had  my  own  suspicions,  and 
they  were  of  a  kind  which  troubled  me  a  good  deal. 
One  thing  we  all  noticed ;  that  though  this  chest  pro 
fessedJy  contained  stores  for  the  mess,  no  stores  were 
ever  produced  from  it.  On  the  contrary,  it  was  affirm- 
ed, that  various  delicacies  from  our  table  found  their 
way  to  the  chest  Another  voice  than  Charles's,  too, 
was  said,  had  been  heard  there,  two  or  three  different 
times ;  and  one  young  officer,  more  prying  than  the 
rest,  had  whispered  to  his  companions  that  through  a 
crevice  of  the  door  he  had  once  beheld  a  female  figure 
Bitting  in  the  narrow  apartment.  A  iresb,  fair  wind, 
and  a  short  passage,  allowed  less  time  for  gossip  of 
this  sort  than  there  would  otherwise  have  been ;  and 
the  demeanor  of  Charles,  too,  was  not  of  a  kind  to  en- 
courage loose  jests  or  prying  curiosity. 

We  at  length  came  to  anchor  in  the  noble  bay  of 
New  York.  I  remember  the  evening  well.  I  remem- 
ber how  gloriously  the  sun,  as  it  sunk  behind  the  ro- 
mantic promontory  of  Wehawken,  burnished  the  spires 
and  roofs  and  windows  of  the  city,  till  it  seemed  a  city 
of  sapphire  and  topaz  and  gold.  And  when  these  hues 
faded  away,  and  night  succeeded,  I  remember  bow 
beautiful  its  thousand  lamps  shone  through  the  dark- 
ness, while  every  here  and  there  a  long  thread  of  fire 
ascended  into  the  air,  denoting  the  spots  where  gay 
throngs  were  assembled  for  evening  recreation.  At 
last  the  full  round  moon  rose  over  all,  shedding  its 
mellow  lustre  through  the  air,  and  " gilding  pale  streams 
with  heavenly  alchemy." 

1  had  the  first  watch  that  night ;  and  as  I  paced  the 
deek  to  and  fro,  various  tumultuous  and  mixed  emo- 
tions occupied  my  breast.  Charles  and  his  poor  wife 
were  prominent  subjects  of  my  thoughts ;  sod  1  need 
hardly  tell  the  reader  that  I  feared  the  happiness  of 
the  latter  waa  about  to  receive  a  cruel  shock.  And 
ye*  I  had  some  strong  misgivings  on  this  head.  As 
many  officers  as  could  be  spared  from  the  ship  had  al- 
ready been  permitted  to  leave  her,  and  Charles  was 
among  the  number.  The  same  big,  clumsy,  cumbrous 
chest,  which  had  already  been  the  subject  of  so  many 
painful  reflections  to  ray  mind  accompanied  him ;  and 

I  was  half  disposed  to  turn  away  in  anger  when  he 
paused  at  the  gangway  to  say  a  parting  word  to  me. 

II  Ton  will  breakfast  with  Matilda  and  me  to- mono* 
momingl"  said  he,  and  a  faint  smile  carWd  his  Up  «• 


he  gave  me  the  invitation.  1  could  not  satisfy  myself 
wholly  what  waa  the  meaning  of  that  smile :  and  in 
pondering  upon  hat  and  other  kindred  topics,  my 
watch  passed  a*ay.  and  my  relief  was  upon  deck  be- 
fore 1  was  aware  that  half  tl  e  time  had  expired. 

Never  was  guest  more  punctual  to  his  appointment 
than  I  was  with  Charles  the  following  morning.  As  I 
entered  the  hall,  the  first  thing  i  noticed  was  the  mess- 
chest,  which  had  give  i  me  so  much  uneasiness.  la 
the  breakfast  parlor  I  found  my  kind  ftiend  and  his 
sweet  wife.  She  was  all  radiant  in  smiles,  arid  neyet; 
looked  half  so  charming.  Charles  looked  happy,  too- 
very  happy ;  but  there  was  an  expression  of  mischief 
mingled  with  his  smilo  that  I  could  not  exactly  com- 
prehend. The  explanation,  however,  was  at  hand.  In 
the  recess  of  one  of  the  windows  sat  a  young  man, 
whom  I  had  not  noticed  as  I  entered  the  room.  Charles 
turned  to  introduce  me  to  him.  It  was  the  young  and 
handsome  chief,  Don  Castro  de  Valero;  and,  aa  he 
rose  and  extended  his  hand  to  me,  I  caught  a  side  view 
of  his  features,  and  beheld  the  same  noble  profile 
which  had  so  struck  me  in  the  supposed  niece  of  the 
old  duenna  in  Mahon.  I  comprehended  the  whole 
mystery  now  in  a  moment,  and  only  wondered  at  my 
stupidity  in  not  conjecturing  the  truth  before. 

"And  you  see,"  said  Charles,  "that I  was  not  so 
great  a  villain  as  you  were  inclined  to  think  me." 

11  Forgive  me,  my  dear  friend.  But  why  this  long 
concealment'?    Surely,  after  we  were  at  sea " 

"  We  were  officers  of  a  national  vessel,  and  our  go- 
vernment was  responsible  for  any  violation  of  the 
strict  laws  of  neutrality.  If  the  king  of  Spain  could 
show  that  De  Valero  was  brought  to  this  country  by 
one  of  our  frigates,  how  could  we  resist  the  right  to 
have  him  rendered  up  ?  How  he  reached  this  country 
is  therefore  his  own  secret ;  and  remember,  you  yet 
only  know  by  conjecture  the  contents  of  the 
chest." 


Stick  !  Stick  !  I  Stick  1 1 !— Here  is  some  admira- 
ble advice  from  Blackwood's  Magazine : 

"  To  get  on  in  the  world,  you  must  be  content  to  be 
always  stopping  where  you  are ;  to  advance  you  must 
be  stationary  ;  to  get  up  you  must  keep  down.  Pol- 
lowing  riches  is  like  following  wild  geese;  and  you 
must  crawl  after  them  both  on  your  belly;  the  mo- 
ment you  pop  up  your  head,  off  they  go,  whistling  in 
the  wind,  and  you  see  no  more  of  them.  If  you  have 
not  the  art  of  sticking  by  nature,  you  must  acquire  it 
by  art ;  put  a  couple  of  pounds  of  bird-lime  upon  your 
office  stool,  and  sit  down  upon  it ;  get  a  chain  on  your 
leg,  and  tie  yourself  to  your  counter  like  a  pair  of  scis- 
sors, nail  yourself  up  against  the  wall  of  your  place  of 
business,  like  a  weasel  on  a  barn  door,  or  the  sign  of 
the  spread  eagle ;  or  what  would  do  best  than  all,  mar- 
ry an  honest  poor  girl  without  a  penny,  and  my  life 
for  yours,  if  you  don*  t  do  business.  Never  mind  what 
your  relations  say  about  genius,  talents,  learning 
pushing,  enterpiize,  and  such  stuff;  when  they  corns 
advising  you  for  your  good  stick  up  to  them  for  the 
loan  of  a  sovereign,  and  if  you  ever  see  them  on  your 
side  the  street  again  shiver  me  in  welcome;  but  tpnjs 
any  good,  I  tell  you  over  and  over  again,  you  masts* 
a  slicker.  You  may  get  fat  upon  a  rock,  If  yos  sever 
quit  your  held  of  it."  -    ,<!w 
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THE  CRUEL  REVENGE. 
A  Legend  of  the  Haunted  Castle. 
Ay  !  porque  a  si  agitarse  el  hombre  insane : 
Y  viendo  ya  a  lose  plea :  o  ciego !  ohlerto 
El  eepulchro  gozarte : 

On  a  branch  of  the  Guadalqolver,  which  loses  itself 
among  the  heights  of  Sierra  Neveda,  may  be  seen  to 
this  day,  the  remains  of  an  old  chateau,  whose  bare 
and  blackened  walls  frown  in  grim  majesty  upon  their 
silver  waters,  which  now  mirror  only  desolation 
Thick  moss  has  grown  over  and  obscures  the  once  va- 
luable memorials  of  an  almost  regal  pride  and  magnlfi 
cence.  A  hoary,  matted  mass  of  ivy  covers  and  par 
tlally  supports  the  decaying  and  crumbling  tower 
which  stands  on  the  left  side  of  the  castle ;  its  angle 
of  Inclination  is  so  great,  that  the  tottering  old  ruin 
teens  momentarily  on  the  point  of  falling,  and  will  in- 
variably crush  in  its  descent,  the  gay  group  of  young 
orange  trees,  whose  glossy  leaves  and  graceful  wa- 
Tiags  convey  to  an  imaginative  mind  the  idea,  that 
they  rejoice  in  being  the  only  living  things  which  dare 
to  look  cheerful  in  a  spot  so  melancholy  and  desolate ; 
the  prospect  is  even  worse  on  entering  the  house.  The 
only  furniture  of  the  large,  dark  and  dismal  hall,  which 
is  ornamented  with  grotesque  carvings  of  saints  and 
angels,  consists  of  an  antique,  worm  eaten  picture, 
half  fallen  from  its  frame.  It  is  a  portrait;  and  the 
brilliancy  of  a  few  tints  which  have  bid  defiance  to 
time,  testifies  that  the  forgotten  form  of  the  original 
was  once  clothed  in  gay  and  costly  attire. 

Crumbling  balustrades  and  crazy  staircases  forbid 
the  most  inquisitive  adventurer  to  pursue  his  investi- 
gations much  farther ;  and  the  terror  of  the  superstl 
fioua  guides— for  there  is  no  heart  which  does  not 
quail  in  the  vicinity  of  that  terrible  ruin— urges  the 
traveler  to  leave  the  bats  and  reptiles  in  undisturbed 
possession  of  their  accustomed  haunts. 

For  myself  I  felt  a  strange  and  peculiar  sentiment 
of  enjoyment  in  lingering  among  the  scattered  and 
decayed  monuments  of  ancient  grandeur.  These  ap- 
pear in  the  magnificent  proportions  of  the  buildings 
and  surrounding  grounds,  though  the  hand  of  taste 
can  no  longer  be  discerned  amid  the  desolate  chambers 
of  the  houses,  or  the  gnarled  and  matted  masses  which 
probably  in  former  days  ornamented  the  pleasure 
grounds  and  gardens;  their  dark  and  heavy  luxuriance 
now  makes  the  ruin  more  sombre  and  forbidding. 

The  opposite  side  of  the  river  is  equally  desolate, 
although  tradition  tells  us,  that  in  the  palmy  days  of 
splendor,  when  the  old  "  Castillo  de  las  Torres"  was 
the  wonder  and  admiration  of  the  country,  from  Se- 
ville to  Grenada,  it  was  rendered  scarcely  less  attrac- 
tive, by  a  lovely  unostentatious  villa,  whose  former 
site  is  still  pointed  out. 

These  situations  are  remarkable,  as  having  been,  in 
by-gone  times,  the  witness  of  a  most  terrible  domes- 
tio  tragedy.  The  minutest  particulars  relating  to  it 
are  treasured  with  care  by  the  neighboring  peasantry, 
although  they  affect  a  certain  air  of  mystery  with  re- 
gard to  them  which  caused  me  to  enquire  diligently 
before  I  arrived  at  the  following  particulars. 

The  Castle  de  las  Torres,  as  I  have  said,  was  once 
the  pride  and  glory  of  that  portion  of  the  country.  Its 
master,  a  noble  marquis,  in  spite  of  hereditary  pride, 
was  reverenced  and  almost  idolised  by  the  peasants, 
whose  descendants  describe  him  as  the  noblest  and 


most  exalted  of  men,  pet-feet  in  tbe  graces  and  socam 
plishments  of  a  knight  and  gentleman,  handsome,  in- 
telligent, brave,  and  generous  to  profusion.  The  lofty 
old  walls  which  1  have  described  aa  so  startlingly  deso- 
late, were  accastomed  In  those  days  to  resound  with 
music  and  mirth.  Gay  and  gallant  cavaliers)  eomea> 
ded  upon  the  now  matted  and  weed  grown  lawn  for 
the  supreme  beauty  of  their  fair  mistresses,  whose 
dashing  eyes  sod  merry  peals  of  laughter  enlivened 
the  halls  now  made  slimy  and  loathsome  by  toe  rep- 
tiles who  creep  over  them. 

The  last  noble  Marquis  de  las  Torres,  while  stffl  in 
the  state  of  bachelorship,  hsd  so  Impaired  hie  finances 
by  profuse  hospitality  and  generosity,  that  be  was  nun 
to  call  to  his  aid  his  natural  and  acquired  graces,  in 
order  to  rescue  embarassments.  The  reputation  of 
these  so  won  upon  the  heart  of  a  wealthy  and  beauti- 
ful heiress,  the  Senora  Isabel,  whose  years  of  discre- 
tion permitted  her  to  dispose  of  her  wealth  and  chants 
aa  she  pleased,  that  he  soon  found  himself  a  far  richer 
if  not  a  happier  man  than  he  bad  ever  been. 

The  lady  no  longer  very  young,  was  still  singularly 
beautiful  and  fascinating;  her  manners  having  attain- 
ed a  perfection  of  polish,  which  is  rarely  or  never 
found  in  early  youth,  mr  stately  step  and  glorious 
black  eye  were  probably  as  attractive  as  her  vast  for- 
tune, to  her  admiring  husband.  Her  temper,  however, 
was  violent,  overbearing  and  vindictive  in  the  extreme, 
so  much  so,  that  she  became  the  terror  as  well  as  ad- 
miration of  the  country.  Many  a  harsh  and  cruel  deed 
is  recorded  of  her,  though  none  so  shocking  and  un- 
natural as  the  one  which  follows. 

It  was  soon  whispered  that  her  husband,  of  whom 
she  was  intensely  jealous,  was  happier  any  where  than 
in  his  stately  and  sumptuous  home.  Any  domestic 
contentions  were  however  carefully  concealed,  and 
the  marquis  always  appeared  the  most  devoted  of  hus- 
bands. 

Nearly  opposite  the  castle  on  the  other  side  of  the 
river,  arose  the  white  walls  of  a  less  costly  but  very 
beautiful  residence,  whose  only  occupants  were  an  old 
man  with  a  maiden  sister  and  a  lovely  grand-daughter. 
This  girl,  «  horn  they  called  Elena,  attained  her  seven- 
teenth birth  day  on  the  eve  of  the  festival  of  Santa 
Catarina,  which  was  to  be  celebrated  with  great  mag- 
nificence at  the  castle.  She  was  very  lovely,  and  so 
much  so  as  to  attract  the  marquis's  friends  as  they  oc- 
casionally caught  a  glimpse  of  her  graceful  form  on 
the  front  of  the  balcony  which  overhung  the  river. 
Many  a  sportive  jest,  connected  with  the  lair  neighbor 
who  smiled  so  sweetly  whenever  she  saw  the  Marquis, 
had  passed  the  lips  of  the  guests,  and  rankled  in  the 
heart  of  the  marchioness.  Apparently  the  Lord  of  de 
las  Torres  either  despised  or  neglected  these  hints,  for 
he  continued  his  frequent  visits  to  the  pretty  rural 
villa,  and  often  spoke  of  its  fair  and  almost  unprotec- 
ted inmate,  with  the  admiration  and  affection  of  a  fond 
parent. 

On  the  eve  of  the  festival  of  Santa  Catarina,  the 
young  Elena  de  Castres  sat  alone  on  the  moonlit  bal- 
cony. The  song  had  faltered  on  her  lips,  and  the 
strings  of  her  guitar  had  snapped  one  by  one,  as  she 
endeavored  to  elicit  their  wonted  melody.  She  gazed 
with  tearful  eyes  on  the  water,  almost  beneath  her 
feet,  whose  unceasing  ripples  broke  the  bright  moon- 
beams into  a  thousand  atoms  But  neither  the  beau- 
ty of  the  mirroring  water,  nor  the  serenity  of  the  sky, 
nor  the  snow-capped  chain  of  the  Sierra^NevedsvlosiBg 
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itself  In  the  distance  and  darkness,  awoke  any  pleas- 
ing sensations  in  her  bosom.  She  was  thinking  how 
very  gay  the  castle  would  be  on  the  next  day,  and 
how  gracefully  Don  Louis  de  Hendoza  would  dance 
the  fandango,  and  how  very  cruel  her  aunt  was  to  con- 
sider her  too  young  and  she  almost  seventeen  ! 

A  manly  footstep  broke  the  stillness.  Elena  sprang 
up,  and  flew  to  meet  the  marquis  witty  a  degree  of 
delight,  which  his  fair  lady  would  have  very  little  ap- 
proved. 

"O,  I  am  so  thankful  to  you  for  coming,"  said  she. 
"My  aunt  has  said  positively  I  shall  not  go  to  the  cas- 
tle to-morrow." 

"  And  wherefore,  miscorazonclta.  Is  she  afraid  of 
your  meeting  Senor  Don  Louis  there?" 

Elena  blushed  and  answered,  "  he  wiA  be  there,  and 
my  aunt  forbids  me  to  go." 

"  And  you  cannot  succeed  in  softening  the  old  lady's 
feelings  to  ward  your  handsome  young  cavalier  1" 

"  Not  at  all,"  sighed  Elena,  "  her  heart  is  like  a  flint 
— she  calls  Don  Louis  a  dissipated  boy,  and  me  a  silly 
child." 

"Hard,  hard  indeed,"  laughed  the  visitor. 

"  But  in  truth,"  said  the  young  lady,  "  I  believe  a 
little  intrigue  is  all  she  desires.  She  cant  bear  that  1 
ehould  marry  quietly,  without  at  least  a  half  a  dozen 
lovers  to  break  their  hearts  on.  the  occasion  or  get  up 
some  kind  of  domestic  romance  for  her  amusement." 

"  The  old  lady  thinks  she  will  live  over  again  her 
youth  in  your  coo  quests.    Is  it  not  so  ?" 

44  It  is ;  shs  thinks  me  the  image  of  herself  making 
due  allowance  for  the  degeneracy  of  the  age,  and  she 
is  continually  telling  me  of  her  scores  of  lovers.  For 
myself,  I  am  quite  content  with  one." 

"  And  your  grandfather!" 

"  Oh  he  never  interferes.  He  puts  implicit  faith  in 
the  old  Spanish  proverb,  that (  more  a  woman's  will  is 
thwarted,  the  better  she  will  be;'  and  therefore  he 
leaves  the  matter  entirely  in  my  aunt's  bands  to  insure 
my  being  brought  to  perfection." 
\  "  And  it  seems  your  lover  and  yourself  have  deter- 
mined to  take  the  matter  into  your  own  hands  and 
elope  in  the  confusion  of  to-morrows  festivities  7" 

"  But  there  is  no  hope  now,  for  she  said  positively 
that  I  should  not  go." 

"  Well ;  let  me  arrange  this  little  affair  for  you. 
Suppose  you  seem  quietly  to  submit  to  your  aunt's  de- 
cision ;  I  will  take  care  to  have  her  out  of  the  way  by 
sending  for  her  to  the  castle  for  the  ostensible  purpose 
of  assisting  in  the  preparations." 

At  this  juncture,  although  neither  perceived  it,  a 
dark  figure  glided  noiselessly  op  the  river  bank,  and 
stood  In  a  listening  attitude  behind  a  group  of  palmet- 
tos, which  effectually  screened  it  from  view.  The 
demon  jealousy  had  prompted  La  Senora  Isabel  to 
dog  her  husband's  footsteps,  to  hear  and  judge  for  her- 
self. 

"And  then,"  continued  the  marquis,  "you  can 
come  unobserved  to  the  castle  in  the  evening.  You 
had  better  come  masked,  for  to  tell  the  truth,  the  Se- 
nora is  a  little  tinctured  with  jealousy,  and  she  is  so 
violent  that  it  would  not  be  altogether  prudent  to  meet 
her." 

"Yes,  yes." 

11  But  meet  me  at  the  fountain  of  the  Graces,  near 
the  western  turret,  and  there  shall  this  fair  hand  be 
disposed  of,  at  least  to  our  satisfaction." 

"Nobis  marquis." 


"  Nay,  nay,  there  is  no  time  for  acknowledgements 
—I  must  hasten  home,  or  my  restless  Senora  may  per- 
chance send  hither  in  search  of  me.  Adieu,  my  vida. 
Wear  this  jewel  to  distinguish  you  to-morrow,  in  case 
there  should  be  any  difficulty ;"  and  placing  on  her 
hand  a  diamond  of  rare  magnificence  he  to  k  his  leave. 

The  young  girl  gazed  after  him,  till  he  was  out  of 
sight ;  aud  then  with  a  heart  full  of  hope,  and  head 
crowded  with  gay  fancies  she  entered  the  house. 

With  very  different  feelings  did  the  marchess  wend 
her  way  homeward.  Her  boatmen,  who  with  their 
little  barge  lay  concealed  in  the  shadow  of  the  bank, 
were  heard  afterward  to  say  that  the  appearance  of 
their  mistress  as  she  bared  herhead  to  the  moonbeams 
was  that  of  a  beautiful  demon.  Her  eyes  glistened 
like  those  of  a  serpent,  and  her  delicately  chiseled  fea- 
tures assumed  the  livid  rigidity  of  a  corpse.  Long 
cherished  doubts  had  hitherto  fostered  her  mind  with 
jealousy,  and  the  seeming  confirmation  of  her  suspi- 
cions now  goaded  her  to  madness. 

Ere  she  reached  the  opposite  bank  of  the  sparkling 
river,  her  dark  resolution  had  been  formed.  Wrapping 
the  black  mantila  around  her  head,  she  hastened  to  bar 
chamber,  and  there  having  secured  herself  from  the  in- 
trusion of  any  living  or  moving  object,  save  the  flick- 
ering moonbeams  which  played  upon  the  floor,  and  she 
broaded  over,  and  arranged  her  scheme  of  vengeance, 
the  very  horror  of  which  nerved  her  resolution.  "  Aye* 
aye,  that  fair  hand  shall  indeed  be  disposed  of,  to  the 
satisfaction  of  one  whose  interference  they  little  dread." 

The  possibility  of  her  mistake  never  for  a  moment 
entered  her  imagination.  The  increasing  coldness  of 
the  marquis  had  long  excited  her  indignation,  and  she 
had  ever  been  on  the  watch  to  discover  the  cause—ne- 
ver for  an  instant  suspecting  that  her  own  violent  pas- 
sions had  alienated  the  affection  of  her  husband  whom 
t»he  idolized. 

It  is  exceedingly  probable  that  the  lady  might  have 
other  cause  for  jealousy,  than  that  here  narrated;  but 
this  is  the  only  one  whose  remembrance  has  survived. 

The  following  morning  rose  bright  and  clear  upon 
the  gilded  t  urrets  and  chrystal  fountains.  Preparations 
were  making  to  celebrate  with  all  the  magnificence  cus- 
tomary in  the  age  and  nation,  the  festival  of  Santa  Ca- 
tarina,  less  in  honor  of  the  saint  herself,  than  of  the 
Knights  of  Saint  Catharine,  who  were  sojourning  In 
the  castle. 

The  day  wore  on  until  the  hour  of  siesta  arrived,  and 
every  one,  wearied  with  the  heat  and  fatigue  of  the 
morning,  sought  rest  and  repose.  The  marchioness 
again  wrapped  the  mantilla  around  her  stately  person, 
and  descended  to  the  boat  The  drowsy  boatmen 
'were  aroused,  and  again  the  lady  approached  the  en- 
chanting villa  of  Las  Chastres. 

Softly  she  ascended  the  sloping  bank,  and  mat  no 
one  to  interrupt  her  progress.  She  entered  the  house, 
and,  without  being  observed,  gained  the  chamber  of 
Klena.  The  room  was  small,  but  fitted  np  with  an  ex- 
quisite degree  of  neatness,  emblematical  of  the  inno- 
cence and  virgin  purity  of  its  occupant.  On  every  side 
were  seen  the  simple  but  elegant  preparations  for  the 
festivities  of  the  evening.  The  gala  dress  lay  upon  the 
bed,  and  the  choicest  perfumes  were  on  the  table.  A 
wreath  of  orange  flowers  for  the  hair,  and  a  gold  rosa- 
ry with  its  sparkling  cross  were  placed  on  a  small  mar- 
ble near  the  bed,  and  even  the  delicately  embroidered 
slippers  were  ready  for  use.  The  fair  mistress  of  the 
chamber  breathed  softly  in  her  child-like  sleep.    Ap- 
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parent ly  pleasant  fancies  occupied  the  mind  of  the  un- 
conscious girl,  for  a  smile  half  parted  the  rose-colored 
lips,  so  sweet  that  it  might  have  softened  the  heart  of 
her  vindictive  enemy,  had  not,  at  that  moment,  a  spark  of 
light  from  a  diamond  of  singular  beauty,  gleamed  upon 
her  sight.  She  recognized  her  husband's  ring  on  the 
delicately  beautiful  hand  which  hung  so  carelessly  in 
its  unconscious  grace.  This  steeled  her  heart,  and 
sealed  the  fate  of  her  victim.  She  cautiously  dropped 
a  portion  of  the  contents  of  a  small  vial,  containing 
poison  collected  from  the  fangs  of  the  cobra  de  copello, 
on  the  half  open  lips.  In  a  few  moments  the  rich  blood 
quietly  retreated  from  the  cheeks,  giving  place  to  large 
black  spots ;  the  white  bosom  heaved  violently  for  a 
short  time,  and  then  became  perfectly  still :  the  form 
of  the  loveliest  maiden  in  Andalusia  rapidly  changed 
into  a  lived  and  blackened  corpse.  But  death  itself  did 
Dot  satisfy  the  cruel  and  vindictive  woman.  She  drew 
from  its  silver  sheath  a  sharp  stiletto,  and  without 
quailing,  without  even  shuddering,  she  severed  the 
band  from  the  delicately  rounded  arm ;  then,  rearrang- 
ing the  drapery,  drew  close  the  curtains,  and  withdrew 
from  that  dark  and  deathly  chamber,  with  no  emotions 
other  than  those  of  gratified  revenge  and  triumph. 
*        *        ******* 

Noblemen,  bishops,  knights,  and  ladies— the  beauti- 
ful and  the  gay — ecclesiastics  and  laymen— the  wise 
and  the  foolish— the  young  and  old,  crowded  around 
the  extensive  tables,  which  groaned  under  all  the  splen- 
dor that  wealth  and*  taste  could  heap  upon  them.  The 
pillars  were  garlanded  with  gayest  wreaths.  Lights 
flashed  around  the  columns,  and  along  the  verandahs, 
and  throughout  the  trelliced  walks.  Light  everywhere 
—and  jewels  of  priceless  value  blazed,  and  were  eclips- 
ed by  brighter  eyes.  Loud  peals  of  laughter  and  loud 
and  merry  jests  resounded  through  the  lofty  halls. 
Wine  circulated  freely,  and  the  songs  were  repeated 
with  accompaniments  of  trumpets,  drum  and  fifes — 
and  brave  knights  loudly  proclaimed  the  beauty  of 
their  mistresses,  and  challenged  the  world  to  produce 
their  equals.  The  ladies  stretched  forth  their  swan 
like  necks  and  encouraged  their  champions  with  bright 
smiles  and  grateful  applause.  The  marchioness  mov- 
ed conspicuously  among  all  fhese ;  for  her  noble  bear- 
ing and  magnificent  beauty,  coupled  with  a  grace  and 
affability  which  won  all  hearts,  had  never  showed  more 
remarkable  than  on  this  memorable  evening. 

"A  gift,"  proclaimed  the  herald,  "a gift  from  La 
Ssnora  Dona  Isabel  to  her  noble  lord  on  his  installa- 
tion as  Knight  of  the  Holy  order  of  Santa  Catarina— 
a  badge  to  distinguish  his  person,  and  a  talisman  to 
preserve  his  courage." 

"Methinks  your  marquis  is  a  lovinf  lord,"  said  the 
young  Knight  Don  Louis  de  Mendoza,  "  he  wears  no 
colors  save  those  of  his  lady  wife,  and  places  his  lance 
In  rest  for  no  other  beauty." 

Every  eye  was  tamed  on  her  with  admiration,  and 
the  marchioness  smiled  haughtily. 

The  page  at  that  moment  approachod  his  lord  bear- 
ing the  gift,  supposed  to  be  a  scarf  embroidered  with 
his  lady's  hair,  or  lettered  with  her  name  or  motto. 
It  was  enclosed  in  a  small  box  of  embossed  gold,  on 
which  was  inscribed  in  precious  stones  the  following 
motto.  "  A  talisman  to  stir  up  the  heart  of  the  most 
noble  and  valiant,  the  Marquis  de  las  Torres."  With 
a  flashing  eye  and  lips  wreathed  in  smiles,  the  noble- 
man prepared  to  adorn  his  shield  with  the  gift  of  bis 


transcendantly  beautiful  wife.  He  carefully  unwrap- 
ped fold  after  fold  of  the  silver  tissue,  in  which  it  was 
enclosed— but  he  turned  cold  as  marble,  when  a  small 
and  exquisitely  formed  hand  with  the  well  known  ring 
on  one  of  the  stiffened  fingers  touched  his  own. 

Traditional  records  are  unable  to  present  any  picture 
of  the  tumult  which  ensued.  Lights  were  extinguish- 
ed, and  tables  overthrown  In  the  general  confusion; 
with  its  cause  very  few  were  acquainted,  but  among 
these  was  Don  Louis  de  Mendoza. 

Hundreds  sought  the  marchioness  but  she  was  gone. 
She  had  disappeared  in  the  confusion  without  leaving 
a  trace  behind  her.  They  sought  her  throughout  the 
castle,  the  surrounding  grounds,  the  villa  of  Las  Cas- 
tres ;  and  there  they  met  with  an  object  which  quick- 
ened their  anxiety.  But  she  was  never  found.  Whe- 
ther kindred  evil  spirits  guarded  her  from  human  ven- 
geance, or  whether  she  found  refuge  in  some  of  the 
many  subterranean  passages  with  which  the  castle 
abounded,  cannot  be  told.  They  say  sjie  has  never 
since  been  known  to  hold  communion  with  any  mor- 
tal agent. 

The  festivities  of  the  castle  were  never  renewed. 
Don  Louis  and  the  marquis  waited  only  long  enough 
to  cover  the  beir  of  the  loving  and  beloved  Elena,  with 
the  choicest  flowers;  then  choosing  for  their  badges 
boughs  of  yew  and  cypress,  they  wended  their  way  to 
Mount  Sinai,  to  guard  the  tomb  of  the  saint,  to  whose 
order  they  belonged.  Thence  they  never  returned, 
and  the  castle  was  thereafter  entirely  deserted,  for  the 
marquis  was  the  last  of  his  family,  and  had  there  been 
scores  of  heirs,  none  probably  would  have  ventured  to 
take  possession  of  the  mansion  which  has  been  consi- 
dered ever  since,  as  the  solitary  abode  of  the  dark  and 
terrible  lady.  There,  say  the  peasants,  she  drags  out 
an  existence  prolonged  beyond  that  of  mortals  to  suf- 
fer more  than  mortal  torture ;  there,  her  shrieks  for 
mercy,  which  in  her  power  she  never  showed,  are  un- 
heeded and  her  repentance  unavailing. 


SONG.— I'M  ONLY  IN  LOVE. 

BT   ARTHUR  MOSRILL. 

Was  ever  a  maid  so  abused ! 

Shut  up  like  a  caged  turtle-dove ! 
»TIs  cruel  to  be  so  ill  used— 

And  only  because  I'm  in  love ! 

My  father's  hard  heart  I  have  tried 
With  tears  and  entreaties  to  move ; 

He  answers  me  but  with  a  chide— 
And  only  because  I'm  in  love ! 

He  keeps  me  lock'd  up  in  my  room, 
And  suffers  me  never  to  move ; 

Confinement  at  home  is  my  doom — 
And  only  because  I'm  in  love! 

Heigh  ho !  that  I've  sinn'd  I  am  sure 
Such  punishment  plainly  doth  prove  i 

I  wish  I  but  knew  what  would  cure 
A  maid  who  Is  only  In  love ! 


In  the  hurry  and  turmoil  of  moving,  both  house  and 
office,  we  take  advantage  of  this  vacant  corner  to  say 
we  have  many  excellent  articles  on  hand  from  corres- 
pondents, which  win  meet  due  attention.  We  wel- 
come Henri  Rosencrantx  to  our  pages  with  pleasure. 
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BY  HENRI  HOSZNZRANTZ. 

Tim  Squire  of  Oak  Hall  was  a*merrie  old  soul- 
Like  a  certain  old  king,  be  was  fond  of  his  bowl, 
And  bis  pipe,  and  his  fiddler ;  although,  'stead  of  three, 
He  could  boast  of  but  one— but  a  brave  one  was  he  I 
He  could  beat  the  big  "Bull,"  and  demolish  "  Artot," 
In  a  twinkling,  or  less,  with  his  magical  bow ; 
And  as  for  "  Vieuxtemps,"  and  ihe  rest  of  'em— pshaw  1 
They  couldn't  begin  with  our  fiddler  to  "saw." 
He  had  beaten  the  fiddler  of  Holiday  Green, 
And  play'd  in  the  presence  o'  the  king  and  the  queen. 
Oh,  'twere  vain  to  essay  the  tenth  part  to  relate 
Of  the  wonders  perforra'd  by  a  fiddler  so  great  1 
It  is  said  that  he  played  with  such  wonderful  skill, 
That  the  tongue  of  a  woman  would  even  keep  still! 
But  this  I  don't  vouch  for,  though  possibly  true- 
As  the  tale  was  told  me,  so  I  give  it  to  you. 

Now,  "once  on  a  time,"  so  the  story  is  told, 
The  squire  gave  a  "  rout"— such  a  rout  as  of  old 
Country  squires  were  much  in  the  habit  of  giving, 
Especially  those  who  were  fond  of  good  living; 
Invitations  at  once  were  extended  to  all, 
To  partake  of  a  feast  the  next  day  at  the  Hall. 

The  feast  was  prepared,  and  the  guests  seated  round ; 

Anon,  and  the  welkin  rang  high  with  the  sound 

Of  mirth  and  of  revelry ;  for  old  Oak  Hall 

Was  the  scene  of  a  right  merrle  festival. 

The  wine  was  passM  freely  around  to  each  guest, 

And  he  who  drank  most  was  accounted  the  best; 

And  the  squire,  God  bless  him !  got  as  drunk  as  the 

rest! 
Their  mirth  grew  high,  and  they  laugh'd  loud  and  long, 
And  the  air  rang  again  with  the  bacchanal's  song ; 
And  a  toast  was  proposM  by  a  guest  stout  and  tall— 
"A  health  to  the  Squire  of  old  Oak  Hall!" 
Which  was  drunk  with  a  shout,  such  as  few  may  hear, 
By  all  who  partook  of  his  plentiful  cheer. 

'TIs  night,  and  the  lamps  burn  brightly  now 

Above  the  gay  festal  board ; 
And  the  jest  and  the  toast  pass  rapidly  round, 

And  boisterous  mirth  is  heard. 

But  the  fiddler !— the  fiddler  of  old  Oak  Hall ! 

And  where  can  the  fiddler  be  ? 
For  he  is  the  pride  of  the  gay  festival, 

And  the  life  of  their  revelry. 

They  seek  him,  and  find  hfm  at  length— but  where? 

Victim  of  potations  deep ! 
T!s  under  the  table  the  fiddler  is  fonnd, 

As  drunk  as  a  lord,  and  asleep ! 

And  under  the  table  already  there  lies 

The  form  of  full  many  a  guest; 
And  he  who  is  last  of  them  all  to  give  way, 

Is  accounted  the  bravest  and  best. 

The  fiddler  they  raise  on  his  feet  once  more- 
Right  valiant,  pot-valiant  is  he; 

"Now  bring  me  my  fiddle !"  aloud  he  shouts, 
"  For  who  can  fiddle  with  me  1 

"  Now  hear  me,  brave  gentlemen,  what  I  say— 

I  challenge  both  mortal  and  elf 
^  !*•▼  agsinst  me  for  a  wager— nay, 

More—I  challenge  the  devil  himself!" 


"  Whew  1"  said  the  squire,  "  what  is  it  I  smell  1" 

"  Whew  1"  cried  the  guests,  "all  cannot  be  well  1" 

"  O,  Lord  1"  cried  the  fiddler,  and  his  hair  stood  up, 

And  the  bacchanal  dropt  from  hie  lips  the  cup. 

A  noise,  loud  as  thunder,  is  heard  'neaih  the  floor, 

And  a  terrible  rattling  at  every  door; 

The  castle  it  shook  to  its  foundation  stone, 

And  the  ponderous  timbers  were  heard  to  groan ; 

And  a  sulphurous  smoke  seem'd  to  fill  the  place, 

While  each  terrified  guest  in  affright  hid  his  face ; 

Then  a  bright  blue  flame  flash' d  up  by  the  wall, 

Disclosing  a  spectre,  grim,  gaunt  and  tall ! 

His  eyeballs  more  dreadful  than  gorgon's,  I  ween, 

Glaring  from  deep  brazen  sockets,  were  seen 

Sternly  bent  on  the  tenified  fiddler,  poor  wight, 

Who  shrunk  all  aghast  from  the  horrible  eight 

"  And  now  for  the  trial !"  the  grim  fiend  roar'd, 

And  his  voice  shook  the  dishes  all  down  from  the  board  y 

The  snoring  guests,  wak'd  from  their  drunken  sleep, 

From  under  the  table  now  hastily  creep, 

And  all  eyes  are  turn'd  on  the  horrible  sprite, 

While  tho  fiddler  is  almost  expiring  with  flight ! 

"And  now  for  the  trial!  thy  challenge  was  heard— 

Take  thy  fiddle,  vain  mortal,  and  make  good  thy  word  V 

But  the  fiddler  spoke  not,  nor  the  Squire  of  Oak  Hall, 

And  fear  kept  In  silence  the  tongues  of  all. 

Then  the  fiend  drew  forth  from  a  sable  sack  / 

A  bow  and  a  fiddle  of  shining  black ; 

O'er  the  silver- toned  strings  he  then  drew  his  bow, 

While  the  blue  flame  rose  up  with  a  brighter  glow, 

And  shed  forth  a  strange  and  unearthly  glare 

On  the  revelers  all,  assembled  there. 

But  hark !  the  fiend  playeth  right  skillfully; 

His  music  enchanteth  the  companie— 

For,  see !  driven  mad  by  the  fiddler's  skill, 

He  maketh  them  dance  and  leap  at  will ! 

And  now  round  the  table  they  madly  fly, 

And  wildly  Is  glaring  each  swollen  eye ; 

Anon,  their  wild  laughter  is  heard,  and  then, 

Joining  hands,  they  all  rush  round  the  table  agairt, 

Now  leaping,  now  whirling— oh,  what  a  wild  rig ! 

While  the  fiddler  still  plays  his  unhallowed  jig. 

But  the  fiddler!  the  fiddler  of  old  Oak  Hall ! 

And  what  is  he  doing  now ! 
He  joineth  not  in  the  maddening  dance, 

And  wonder  sits  on  his  brow. 

For  he  wondereth  much  at  the  Phantom's  skill, 

Which  far  doth  his  own  exceed ; 
And  the  dance  of  the  maddening  revelers 

He  doth  no  longer  heed. 

But  the  music  it  ceases— the  fiend  cries  out 

To  the  fiddler  to  follow  him  ; 
And  the  fiddler  he  shake  fh  from  head  to  foot, 

'Neath  the  glance  of  the  monster  grim. 

And  he  striveth  in  vain  to  elude  bis  grasp — 

By  the  throat  doth  the  fiend  hold  him  now; 
His  wild  shrieks  of  agony  rend  the  air, 

And  the  fiddler  is  hurried  below. 
And  the  Squire  of  Oak  Hall  and  his  guests,  all  aghast^ 

Look  down  on  the  terrible  sight ; 
Then  the  fiend  and  the  fiddler  both  vanish  below, 

And  all  is  as  dark  as  night 

Now  mind  ye  the  moral,  kind  readers  all- 
Had  the  fiddler  kept  sober  and  civil, 

He/would  not  have  been  so  unwise,  it  is  plain, 
As  e'er  to  have  chaUeng'd  the  Dwiil 
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Tm  following-  exciting  ind  well  written  story  wt*  pub- 
lished in  a  London  journal  about  ten  years  ago. 

MAY  LESLIE  ; 
Or,   Love's   Sacrifice. 
11  The  better  days  of  life  were  ours, 

The  worst  can  be  but  mine, 
The  sun  that  shines,  the  storm  that  lowers, 

Shall  never  more  be  thine ; 
The  silence  of  that  dreamless  sleep, 
I  envy  now  too  much  to  weep; 

Nor  need  I  to  repine, 
That  all  those  charms  have  passed  away, 
I  might  have  watched  through  long  decay." 

BYRON. 

A  wedding,  as  it  has  been  often  remarked,  is  a  scene 
of  perfect  happiness ;  the  highest  aim  of  human  ambi- 
tion is  then  attained,  and  those  who  had  been  dream- 
ing through  many  years,  perchance,  of  the  felicity 
which  would  attend  the  realization  of  their  hopes,  now 
find  their  full  enjoyment :  and  though  care,  and  strife, 
and  mental  agony,  lurk  immediately  behind  the  picture, 
yet  the  happy  one  can  see  nothing  beyond  its  bright- 
ness, and  the  soul  is  given  up  to  delight. 

The  wedding  of  young  Amelia  Mallerton,  which  oc- 
curred in  one  of  the  smallest  and  prettiest  villages  in 
the  kingdom,  caused  a  perfect  Arcadia  to  bloom  on  the 
spot,  for  that  day  at  least.  Amelia  was  young,  hand- 
some, and  good,  and  the  object  of  her  heart's  choice 
had  also  won  for  himself  the  entire  good  will  of  every 
body  in  the  neighborhood.  It  was  a  pleasant  sight  to 
see  the  bridal  precession  leaving  the  church,  round 
about  the  portal  of  which,  and  forming  a  line  therefrom 
to  the  gate  and  the  carriages  outside :  the  whole  of  the 
peasantry  were  drawn  up,  attired  in  their  best  suits ; 
the  young  with  their  faces  clad  in  merry  smiles,  the 
old  with  tears  upon  their  furrowed  cheeks,  murmuring 
prayers  for  the  welfare  of  the  young  couple.  Amelia 
leant  upon  the  arm  of  him  who  had  now  become  "sole 
partner  and  sole  part  of  all  her  joys,"  and  as  they  de- 
scended the  steps  from  the  church,  a  young  and  gentle 
girl,  May  Leslie,  the  daughter  of  a  humble  widow  of 
the  village,  stepped  forward  from  the  group  of  peasant- 
ry, and  with  downcast  look  and  trembling  devotion, 
presented  to  the  young  bride  a  rose  and  a  lily.  Amelia 
immediately  recognized  the  pretty  maiden,  and  thank- 
ed her,  by  name,  for  the  present  and  compliment. 

"  I  shall  not  forget  my  little  playfellow,"  said  she, 
with  a  smile,  'and  though  1  have  a  husband  now  to 
bestow  my  attention  and  time  upon,  yet  I  am  sure  he 
will  not  blame  me  if  I  sometimes  devote  an  hour  or 
two  to  the  companion  of  my  earliest  rambles,  the  as- 
sociate of  my  happiest  hours,  the  pretty  May  Leslie, 
through  whose  happy  blunder,  too,  I  first  became  ac- 
quainted with  him  who  has  taken  me  to  be  his  com- 
panion through  life  for  better  or  worse." 

The  fact  was,  that  Amelia  and  May  Leslie  had  been 
play-fellows  in  their  youth,  and  with  the  merry 
thoughtlessness  of  girlhood,  May,  having  been  employ- 
ed by  Amelia  to  convey  a  letter  to  her  cousin,  a  cap- 
tain of  hussars,  who,  with  his  regiment,  had  been  quar- 
tered in  a  neighboring  town,  begging  him  to  come  and 
see  her  in  her  retirement,  had  given  the  letter  to  Cap- 
tain Maynard  instead  of  Captain  Maiiland;  and  some 
occurrences  consequent  upon  the  mistake,  transpired, 
rather  unpleasant  at  the  time,  but  which  ended  in  Ame- 
lia actually  becoming  the  bride  of  Captain  Maynard. 

11  And  we  must  see,"  said  the  handsonw  bridegroom, 


11  if  we  cannot  find  a  husband  for  the  pretty  villager 
who  so  bravely  helped  me  to  an  excellent  wife.  We 
shall  be  absent  on  the  continent  for  the  next  four  or 
six  months,  but  when  we  return,  May  Leslie  shall  be 
among  the  first  we  will  renew  our  acquaintance  with;" 
and  thus  saying,  the  bride  and  bridegroom  shook  May 
Leslie  warmly  by  the  hand,  (each  of  them  leaving  a 
purse  there,)  and  presently  they  were  in  the  carriage, 
and  the  bridal  party  were  followed  to  the  residence  of 
Amelia's  family  by  the  merry  peasantry.  There  was 
one,  however,  who  stayed  behind  after  all  the  rest  had 
departed,  and  who,  as  soon  as  she  saw  the  scene  va- 
cant, nor  heard  a  sound  upon  the  spot,  which  bat  a 
few  moments  before  had  resounded  with  happy  shouts, 
entered  the  church,  avoiding  the  gaze  of  the  persons 
engaged  therein,  and  there,  in  a  retired  corner,  she 
threw  herself  upon  her  knees,  and  gave  vent  to  the 
feelings  of  her  heart  in  prayers  to  the  giver  of  all  good, 
for  the  worldly  and  eternal  welfare  of  the  wedded  pair. 
Her  heart  thus  relieved,  May  Leslie  was  about  to  rise 
and  retire,  when  she  discovered  that  her  conduct  had 
been  observed.  Close  beside  her  stood  a  handsome 
young  man  clad  in  wedding  garments,  and  wearing 
the  bridal  favors,  which  indicated  that  he  was  one  of 
the  party,  all  of  whom  she  thought  had  left  the  place. 
May  Leslie  trembled  violently  when  she  found  that  her 
emotion  had  been  observed,  and  with  downcast  eyes 
and  averted  head,  was  about  to  retire  hastily,  when  the 
young  stranger  caught  her  hand,  and  gently  exclaim- 
ed : 

"Pardon  me,  my  little  maid,  and  do  not  think  me 
rude  for  thus  detaining  you,  but  after  seein?  what  I 
have  seen,  and  hearing  what  I  have  heard,  I  cannot 
withhold  my  thanks— a  brother's  thanks— for  those 
prayers  you  have  just  breathed  for  my  sister's  prospe- 
rity." 

"Your  sister,  sir?" 

"Yes,  my  good  girl,  Amelia  Mallerton,  now  the 
bride  of  Captain  Maynard,  is  my  sister,  and  when  she 
comes  to  hear  what  I  shall  tell  her,  her  gratitude  can 
have  no  bounds." 

"  Indeed,  sir,"  murmured  May,  "  the  prayers  that  I 
breathed  were  not  intended  for  a  human  ear.  I  pray 
you  not  to  mention  what,  by  accident,  you  have  over- 
heard. I  deemed  myself  only  in  the  presence  of 
my  maker,  and  would  not  have  what  was  intended  for 
that  ear  only,  spoken  to  others.  I  pray  you,  sir,  not 
to  mention  what  you  have  heard." 

"  Well,  well,  I  will  consider  of  it.  I  have  often  heard 
my  sister  speak  of  the  virtues  of  May  Leslie,  but  I  did 
not  think  her  picture  so  under-colored  as  I  find  it.  My 
sister  will  be  absent  for  three  or  four  months;  may  I 
venture  to  request  that  the  gentle  May  Leslie,  and  her 
aged  parent,  will  allow  me  to  stand  in  her  place,  when 
they  are  in  need  of  friendship  and  advice  ?  I  return  no 
more  to  college,  and  shall  stay  with  my  parents,  at 
least  till  Amelia's  return.  I  must  offer  my  respects  to 
your  mother,  and,  with  your  permission,  will  do  so  be- 
fore I  return  home.  So,  my  charming  little  village 
girl,  put  your  pretty  arm  within  mine,  and  I'll  conduct 
you  immediately." 

"  Sir !"  exclaimed  May  Leslie. 

"Oh,  I  beg  pardon,"  immediately  replied  Herbert 
Mallerton;  "pray  excuse  me;  I  am  a  wild,  thought- 
less follow,  but  shall  improve  by  and  by,  so  doubt.  I 
forgot  that  the  world  would  be  scandalous  were  they 
to  see  a  young  gentleman  arm-in-arm  with  a  cottager, 
however  high  her  virtues  might  exalt  her  above  her 
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Pray  pardon  me,  and  be  assured  I  will  not 

alarm  your  sensibility  again.  Good  morning,  and  de- 
pend upon  it  that  neither  I  nor  ray  sister,  nor  my  sis- 
ter's husband,  will  be  ungrateful  to  her  who  has  breath- 
ed such  prayers  for  her  happiness." 

So  saying,  Herbert  hastily  left  the  church,  and  May 
Leslie  slowly  and  meditating,  returned  to  her  mother 
and  their  humble  cottage. 

On  the  following  day,  when  May  Leslie  returned 
from  the  neighboring  town,  whither  she  had  been  to 
dispose  of  the  trifling  articles  which  she  and  her  mo- 
ther subsisted  by  the  manufacture  of,  she  was  surprized 
to  hear  that  young  Mr.  Mallerton  had  been  there,  and 
had  had  half  an  hour's  conversation  with  the  widow 
Leslie.  He  told  her  in  what  situation  he  had  disco- 
vered May  tn  the  church,  and  how  affected  the  whole 
bridal  party  had  been,  when  he  narrated  the  incident. 
Shortly  after  he  had  left  the  old  dame,  he  sent  a  ser- 
vant with  cake  and  wine,  and  provisions  for  Madge 
Leslie  and  her  daughter}  and,  moreover,  had  desired 
the  domestic  to  say,  that  his  sister  had  confided  the 
mother  and  daughter  to  his  care  until  her  return. 

Hubert  Mallerton  was  not  forgotten  in  the  prayers 
of  the  mother  and  daughter  that  night;  and  if  the 
prayers  of  the  righteous  can  ensure  gentle  dreams,  to 
Hubert  Mallerton  that  night  must  have  been  a  happy 
one. 

*  After  this,  Hubert  would  frequently  call  at  the  wi- 
dow's cottage  |  but  it  was  remarked  that  he  always 
came  at  dates  when  May  was  absent.  Sometimes  he 
would  stay  away  for  days  together,  when  nothing  oc- 
curred to  render  it  necessary  for  May  to  go  abroad ; 
but  then,  Immediately  that  she  had  left  the  house,  Hu- 
bert would  be  there,  and  many  and  many  a  happy  hour 
did  ha  spend  with  the  old  woman,  whom  he  never 
quitted  but  with  evident  regret 

Hubert  was  now  about  nineteen ;  he  had  just  left 
college,  and  possessed  all  the  wildness  of  youthful  feel- 
ings, with  all  the  romance  of  early  life,  which  is  de- 
stroyed by  early  connection  with  the  world.  To  be 
happy  we  should  remain  in  perpetual  youth,  and  ma- 
king  a  little  world  of  our  own,  at  our  own  hearths,  shut 
ourselves  entirely  from  that  great  world,  whose  plea- 
sures are  illusive,  however  enticing  they  may  be,  and 
which  only  entice  to  destroy.  The  world  finds  us  hap- 
py, and  makes  us  wretched.  With  all  his  wildness 
and  romance,  Hubert  inherited  the  virtues  of  his  reve- 
rend lather,  the  possessor  of  the  neighboring  rectory,  a 
man  whose  wise  instructions  and  gentle  example, 
pointed  the  attention  of  his  flock  to  heaven,  and  led 
the  way  himself.  Hubert  had  for  upward  of  a  month 
frequented  the  widow  Leslie's  cottage,  but  he  had  not 
seen  May  since  the  bridal  day,  when  he  parted  from 
her  in  the  church ;  yet  it  was  evident,  from  his  man- 
ner and  conversation,  that  her  image  was  forcibly  im- 
pressed upon  his  heart ;  that,  indeed,  he  was  strug- 
gling to  master  a  passion  which  her  beauty  and  virtue 
had  inspired,  and  which,  however  strongly  prudence 
disappointed  it,  Hubert  fonnd  it  impossible  to  destroy 
He  was  aware  of  the  evil  of  giving  the  village  girl  cause 
Co  think  that  he  loved  her,  and  he,  therefore,  carefully 
timed  his  visits  to  her  house  when  he  had  cause  to  be- 
lieve her  absent.  He  deemed  that,  by  so  doing,  he 
should  ultimately  be  able  to  master  his  affection,  and 
at  length  to  behold  May  Leslie  with  nothing  beyond 
friendly  respect  But  he  deceived  himself.  Where 
once  Love  sets  his  seal,  it  is  never  set  in  vain;  and 
Hubert  deemed  that  he  was  controlling  his  passion; 


but  it  chanced,  one  day,  that  May  Leslie  returned  ear- 
lier  than  usual,  and  they  met  I  Oh !  it  was  a  meeting 
of  boundless  gratitude  on  one  side,  and  heart-bursting 
love  on  the  other.  May  Leslie  burst  Into  tears— she 
had  no  words  to  thank  her  benefactor— and  she  went 
and  hid  her  face  in  her  mother's  bosom.  And  Hubert 
could  not  fly  from  the  scene ;  his  heart  was  there — 
there  within  those  humble  walls,  and  all  powerful  love 
chained  him  to  his  seat,  and  forbade  him  to  remove. 

Hubert  Mallerton  thenceforth  did  not  shun  May 
Leslie :  he  no  longer  refrained  from  visiting  her  cot- 
tage, when  she  was  at  home,  but  rather  courted  her 
society ;  hours,  nay,  whole  days,  did  he  pass  with  her 
and  her  aged  parent;  her  fare  his  fare,  her  home  his 
home ;  and  love  made  the  cottage  to  him  a  palace — the 
one  bright  spot— the  world  within  the  world,  a  place 
of  joy,  and  happiness,  and  peace,  in  the  midst  of  care, 
disappointment  and  bitterness.      - 

He  never  spoke  of  love,  but  there  was  an  expression 
in  his  looks  and  actions  which  gave  forcible  utterance 
to  his  passion.  May  Leslie,  at  first,  strove  to  disbe- 
lieve the  evidence  of  her  senses,  but  the  devotion  of 
Hubert  too  plainly  indicated  the  thoughts  of  her  heart 
for  her  to  be  mistaken ;  and  then  she  endeavored  to 
fortify  it,  but  in  vain ;  the  more  she  strove,  the  more 
forcibly  did  her  heart  acknowledge  the  virtues  of  her 
lover,  and  when  she  thought  herself  most  secure,  her 
whole  defence  gave  way,  and  love  rushed  in— love, 
wild,  burning,  devastating  love— love  that  withered  all 
the  blossoms  of  her  life,  and  made  her  heart  a  sepul- 
chre! 

They  lovejl— Hubert  and  May  Leslie— but  each, 
aware  of  the  distance  between  them  in  point  of  rank, 
stifled  their  feelings,  and  both  became  melancholy  and 
desponding.  Hubert  was  no  longer  the  forward,  high- 
spirited  youth  as  before ;  neither  was  May  Leslie  the 
merriest  girl  in  the  village;  she  became  thoughtful 
and  sad,  and  her  sadness  rather  served  to  heighten  her 
beauty  than  impair  it.  She  had  many  suitors,  but  to 
all  of  them  she  gave  denial:  one,  however,  James 
Morris,  a  thriving  farmer's  son,  thought  it  quite  impos- 
sible that  a  girl  in  the  humble  condition  of  May  Leslie, 
could,  in  her  heart,  refuse  the  heir  to  a  farm  of  some 
acres,  with  horses  and  cattle,  men  and  maid  servants, 
dfce.,  and  he,  therefore,  was  the  more  perseveiing,  the 
more  the  village  giri  discountenanced  his  addresses, 
Hubert,  perceiving  the  ardor  of  the  young  former,  ima- 
gined that  in  her  present  uncertainty  with  respect  to 
his  own  intentions,  May  might  accept  the  offer  of 
James  Morris,  and  thus  his  own  hopes  would  be  for- 
ever, and  completely  wrecked.  He  hesitated  not  to 
overstep  the  bounds  of  prudence,  within  which  he  had 
till  sow  restrained  his  passion,  and  openly  acknow- 
ledged all  his  love  for  his  young  protege.  He  besought 
a  candid  reply,  and  May  Leslie,  who  knew  no  guile, 
waa  candid  in  her  own  confession,  and  acknowledged 
that  she  was  herself  struggling  with  a  passion  which 
she  could  not  believe  would  tend  to  any  good. 

"  Oh,  say  not  so,"  exclaimed  the  enraptured  Hubert, 
"  there  is  no  difference  between  us  in  the  eye  of  Him 
to  whom,  when  I  first  beheld  you,  you  were  ottering  your 
prayers;  and  I  am  sure  that  my  good  father  will  not 
object  to  receive  as  his  worthy  child,  one  so  good  as 
you  are," 

H  (Inert  spoke  not  of  his  rather  too  pralsingly:  the 
old  man  gave  his  sanction  to  his  son's  addressee  to  the 
village  girl,  end  May  Leslie  and  her  benefactor  now 
made  no  secret  of  their  aSeetion.    Never  were  human 
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beings  happier  than  they  were  then.  But  they  were 
destined  to  experience  sad  misfortunes ;  for,  suddenly, 
the  venerable  parent  of  Hubert  died,  and  his  brother,  a 
cold,  calculating,  and  heartless  merchant  of  the  metro- 
polis, came  into  the  possession  of  the  greater  part  of 
his  property.  Hubert  not  only  found  himself  deprived 
of  a  much  loved  parent,  but,  also,  dependant  upon  a 
cruel  uncle,  whose  first  command  it  was  for  him  to 
dissolve  his  connection  with  a  beggar  girl!  Hubert 
manfully  resisted  this  disgraceful  mandate,  and  avow- 
ed his  honest  love  for  May  Leslie,  which  the  heartless 
one  laughed  to  scorn,  and  simply  said  that  unless  his 
nephew  complied  with  his  wishes,  he  could  expect  no 
favor  from  him. 

But  Hubert  was  constant  to  his  village  girl;  and 
she,  who  loved  him  more  in  his  distress  than  in  the 
days  of  his  prosperity,  strove  to  console  him  with 
words  of  affection  and  hope.  But  she  had  other  ene- 
mies to  contend  with;  another  power  was  put  in  mo- 
tion to  drive  Hubert  from  his  faithful  one.  James 
Morris,  who  found  that  it  was  now  impossible  to  gain 
the  object  of  his  wishes  by  fair  means,  endeavored  to 
destroy  the  happiness  of  his  successful  tival,  and  drive 
him  from  her,  by  inventing  a  string  of  falsehoods,  and 
contriving  frauds  that  might  have  deceived  the  father 
of  lies  himself  He  commenced  by  writing  a  letter  to 
May  Leslie  to  the  following  effect : 

"  My  dearest  May— I  perfectly  agree  with  you  in 
thinkiog  that  secresy  for  the  present  is  essentially  ne- 
cessary for  our  purpose.  You  must  still  make  some- 
thing like  a  show  of  fondness  for  that  love-sick  boy, 
Hubert  Mallerton.  As  you  say  it  is  very  disagreeable 
for  you  to  do  so,  you  will  no  doubt  hasten  the  progress 
of  the  scheme,  and  fly  to  yopr  adoring  C.  H." 

This  note,  which  was  addressed  to  May  Leslie,  Mor- 
ris took  care  should  fall  into  the  hands  of  Hubert,  in- 
stead of  the  girl,  together  with  a  fragment  of  a  letter 
addressed  to  May,  in  his  own  name,  and  which  ran 
thus: 

"Ungrateful  girl— I  would  expose  you  to  the  man 
whom  you  are  so  grossly  deceiving,  did  I  not  love  you 
too  well  to  injure  you.  I  am  acquainted  with  all  the 
villainous  schemes  in  which  you  and  Charles  Ham- 
mond are  engaged.  I  pity  your  victim,  but  I  have 
loved  you— still  love  you  too  well  to  tell  him  what  I 
know.  James  Mobbis." 

The  black- hearted  rival  caused  these  papers  to  be 
conveyed  to  Hubert,  with  some  books  from  May  Les- 
lie, having  bribed  the  servant  who  fetched  them.  Hu- 
bert perused  the  documents  with  surprize  and  terror; 
his  first  impulse  was  to  lay  them  before  his  heart's 
idol,  and  happy  would  it  have  been  for  them  both  had 
he  done  so ;  but  after  re-perusing  the  fragment,  which 
bore  the  name  of  Morris,  he  determined  upon  seeking 
that  man,  and,  pretending  not  to  have  any  knowledge 
of  his  letter,  endeavor  to  learn  more  from  him.  This 
was  what  Morris  expected,  and  the  lover  fell  into  his 
diabolical  snare.  Hubert  went  to  his  farm,  under  some 
pretence,  and  commencing  a  conversation,  which  Mor- 
ris did  not  at  all  object  to,  he,  by  degrees,  brought  it 
round  to  the  real  object  of  his  visit. 

"I  believe  that  you,  James,  once  proffered  suit  to 
May  Leslie?"  said  he. 

"Yes,  I  did  once,"  replied  James,  "but  she  rejected 
me,  they  joy." 

"They  say;"  echoed  Hubert  "And  do  they  not 
speak  truly." 

11  Why,  aa  for  the  matter  of  that,  I'm  not  the  one  to 


say  anything  against  a  young  woman ;  and  if  so  be  a» 
ihey  like  to  talk  about  her  rejecting  «u,  why  let  them, 
I  shan't  make  them  any  wiser." 

"What,  and  you  could  make  them  wiser,  James, 
ehr 

"That's  neither  here  nor  there,  your  honor;  it's 
plain  she  either  rejected  me,  or  /  rejected  her,"  exclaim- 
ed the  farmer,  laying  great  emphasis  upon  the  last  sen- 
tenco. 

"  Well,  there's  no  accounting  for  tastes,"  said  Hu- 
bert, affecting  a  smile.  "  I  suppose  that  May  Leslie 
was  too  much  of  a  sensitive  plant  for  you,  James,  eh 7" 

"Rather  too  much  of  a  weathercock!"  cried  James. 

"  Eh  1"  exclaimed  Hubert,  "  you  don't  mean  to  say, 
James,  that  she  has  had  other  lovers " 

"  I  mean  to  say  nothing;  the  least  that's  said  is  the 
soonest  mended." 

"  But,  James,  let  us  understand  each  other.  Yon 
know  how  I  am  situated  with  May  Leslie,  and  It  is 
your  duty,  as  it  may  be  your  interest,  to  acquaint  me 
with  anything  you  may  have  heard." 

"  Sir,"  cried  James,  "  to  you  only  (and  to  no  other 
man  upon  earth  would  my  lips  be  unclosed)  I  will  re- 
veal what  I  know;  but  you  must  give  me  your  word 
of  honor  that  you  will  not  disclose  your  informant's 
name,  as  I  should  be  despised  by  my  neighbors  if  it 
.were  known  that  I  tell  tales  of  a  woman." 

"  I  will  tell  no  one,  you  may  be  assured." 

"But  your  word  of  honor,  sir—" 

"  Well,  well ;  on  the  word  of  a  gentleman." 

"I  will  trust  you,  Sir;  and  happy  shall  I  be  if  I  be- 
come the  instrument  and  means«of  saving  you  from 
the  artifices  of  that  fair- faced  imposter.  Why,  Sir, 
her  attachment  to  Charles  Hammond,  an  idler,  a  ro- 
ving vagabond  who  lives  by  his  wits,  that  is  to  aay,  by 
cheating  everybody,  a  swindler;  her  attachment  to 
bim  is  becoming  generally  known.  She  does  not  mean 
to  marry  you— oh,  no ;  she  would  trick  you  out  of  as 
much  money  as  she  can,  and  elope  with  Hammond." 

" Impossible!"  cried  Hubert 

"  Oh,  you  need  not  believe  me  unless  you  like.  You 
may,  perhaps,  believe  this,"  and  he  produced  a  note 
which  appeared  to  be  of  May  Leslie's  writing,  the  pur- 
port of  which  was  the  appointment  of  a  meeting  near 
Parmer  Har wood's  close,  at  six  o'clock  that  evening. 

"  Now,  Sir,  if  you  doubt  me,"  continued  Morris, 
"go  to  the  close  and  convince  yourselL" 

Hubert  said  nothing,  but  hastily  quitted  the  house. 
He  proceeded  toward  his  home  in  a  state  of  mind  bor- 
dering upon  desperation. 

By  the  hour  of  six  he  was  at  Farmer  Harwood*8 
close,  where  he  observed  a  man  closely  muffled  opr 
loitering  about,  evidently  waiting  for  some  one;  trust- 
ing that  he  had  not  been  seen,  he  contrived  to  hide 
himself  behind  some  hayricks,  and  impatiently  awaited 
the  coming  of  May  Leslie.  He  had  not  been  there 
long,  before  she  approached,  smiling  and  looking  as 
beautiful  and  as  innocent  as  ever;  he  could  not  be 
mistaken— there  was  but  one  May  Leslie  in  the  world, 
and  this  was  she  1  They  spoke  in  whispers  Hubert 
saw  the  man  press  her  hand— he  caught  the  words 
"eternal  love,"  and  "constancy,"  and  was  about  to 
rush  from  his  hiding-place,  and  strike  his  supposed 
rival  to  the  earth :  but,  at  that  moment,  May  Leene 
bade  the  stranger  good  night,  and  hastened  away. 

From  that  moment  the  lovers  never  met  again.  That 
was  the  last  time  Herbert  Mallerton  gaxed  upon  the 
fair  free  of  the  beloved  and  innocent  May  Leslie,  This 
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occurrence,  which  was  a  trick  of  James  Morris's,  de- 
stroyed one  heart  utterly,  and  planted  that  agony  and 
grief  in  another,  which  no  time  could  drive  away.  May 
had  been  enticed  to  the  meeting  by  a  letter  from  a 
stranger,  signed  "  Charles  Hammond,"  the  writer  of 
which  stated  himself  to  be  in  possession  of  some  pa- 
pers belonging  to  her  family,  which  might  be  of  great 
service  to  her;  but  when  she  came  to  Farmer  Har- 
wood's  close,  she  discovered  in  the  person  of  the  muf- 
fled stranger,  none  other  than  James  Morris,  who  there 
renewed  his  protestations  of  eternal  love  and  constan- 
cy ;  upon  which  she  broke  away  from  him,  and  return- 
ed, in  tears,  to  her  mother's  cottage.  Had  Hubert  fol- 
lowed, ali  might  have  been  well ;  for  May  would  have 
thrown  herself  into  his  arms,  and  have  revealed  to  him 
the  deceit  which  had  been  practised ;  but,  high-spirited 
as  he  was,  he  fancied  he  had  sufficient  evidence  of 
May's  perfidy,  and  immediately  upon  his  return  home, 
he  made  preparations  for  departing  to  the  Continent, 
and  on  the  following  morning,  without  giving  any  per- 
son the  least  intimation  of  his  destination,  he  quitted 
England,  leaving  a  brief  note  for  May  Leslie,  to  this 
effect: 

"  When  I  thought  you  innocent,  I  loved  with  pas- 
sionate devotion.  Your  meeting  with  the  roan  called 
Hammond,  last  night,  proves  how  much  I  was  deceiv- 
ed. May  you  be  happy,  May  Leslie,  but  you  have  al- 
most broken  the  heart  of        Hudebt  Mallerton." 

May  Leslie  never  saw  Hubert  after  that.  His  letter 
eame  like  a  thunderbolt  upon  her;  withering  and  de- 
stroying her.  She -never  held  up  her  head  again.  No 
tidings  were  heard  for  many  months  of  Hubert,  and 
then  his  family  learned  that  he  was  wandering  among 
the  Swiss  mountains,  attended  by  a  single  servant,  and 
that  he  had  not  the  most  remote  intention  of  returning 
home.  In  the  meanwhile,  Captain  and  Mrs.  Maynard 
had  concluded  their  Continental  ramble,  and  were 
again  on  the  spot  of  their  native  home.  The  trees, 
birds,  flowers,  all  were  the  same  as  when  they  left ;  but 
one  was  changed— poor  May  Leslie !  Now  a  blighted 
and  spirit-broken  thing,  she  no  more  bounded  over  the 
greensward  like  the  fawn,  nor  caroled  in  the  sunshine 
like  the  lark  winging  its  flight  to  heaven's  gate ;  a  fear- 
ful change  had  come  over  her,  and  they  knew  that  she 
was  dying.  True  to  her  promise,  Mrs.  Maynard  visit- 
e<!  the  widow's  cottage  soon  after  her  arrival :  there 
was  her  once  playfellow  upon  the  bed  of  sickness  from 
which  it  was  destined  that  sho  never  more  should 
arise. 

In  loneliness  she  had  dwelt, 
May  be,  too  much :  her  bosom  had  recoiled 
On  its  own  self,  and  knawed  its  own  delights, 
For  want  of  other  food.    She  had  felt — oh,  felt 
Remembrance  of  the  past's  a  mazy  wild; 
}Twas  more,  much  more,  perchance,  than  should  have 

dwelt 
Within  a  maiden's  breast;  it  was  a  rush 
Of  daring  thought,  that  overflowed  her  mind, 
A  something  in  the  inward  self,  too  restless, 
Too  powerful ! 

And  it  destroyed  her.  She  recognized  the  happy  bride 
whom  she  had  prayed  for  in  the  village  church,  on  her 
bridal  day,  and  taking  her  hand,  she  pressed  it  to  her 
lips,  exclaiming : 

"  God  bless  you !  bless  you— and— and— your  bro- 
ther 1" 

She  spoke  no  more,  and  the  once  beautiful  May  Les- 
lie lay  numbered  with  the  silent  dead. 


He,  the  dark-minded  man,  James  Morris,  the  cause 
of  all  this  woe,  met  with  a  horrible  death.  Returning 
home  from  a  revel  one  night,  his  horse  became  restive, 
threw  him  to  the  ground,  and  dragged  him  to  his  home 
with  his  head  dashing  to  and  fro  among  the  stones  of 
the  road.  He  breathed  his  last  within  a  few  hours  af- 
terward. 

But  deep  woe  remained  for  the  hapless  Hubert.  His 
friends  discovered  his  place  of  retreat,  and  allured  him 
home ;  there,  to  his  agony,  the  innocence  of  his  belov- 
ed was  proved  to  him,  and  he  became  sensible  of  the 
error  of  his  own  impetuous  temper  which  had  destroy- 
ed her.  But  there  is  a  power  that  "  tempers  the  wind 
to  the  shorn  lamb,"  and  it  was  relief  to  the  mourn- 
er to  offer  up  his  daily  prayers  upon  the  grave  of  her, 
his  first  love  and  his  last,  that  he  might  so  walk 
through  life's  pilgrimage,  as  to  meet  his  soul's  idol  in 
the  land  of  everlasting  bliss. 


"HOUSE  OF  MOURNING." 
We  presume  this  production,  which  we  take  from 
Hood's  Magazine,  to  be  the  editors,  more  from  its  me- 
rit than  from  any  other  evidence.  Indeed  it  is  fre- 
quently difficult  to  distinguish  Mr.  Hood's  contribu- 
tions. No  writer  has  less  of  mannerism  ;  he  posses- 
ses the  very  rare  faculty  of  perfectly  accommodating 
his  style  to  his  subject ;  a  flexibility  of  mind  which 
enables  him,  when  he  pleases,  to  drop  his  identity, 
and  defy  detection.  We  arc  tempted  to  extract  the 
greater  portion  of  the  paper,  for  it  is  certainly  one  of 
the  wittiest  pieces  that  has  lately  appeared.  We  must 
premise  that  it  is  suggested  by  one  of  those  mourning 
establishments  which  are  now  becoming  common  in 
London.  A  Hampshire  squire  and  his  lady  came  to 
town  to  see  the  lions,  and  their  curiosity  is  tempted 
by  the  view  of  one  of  these  establishments,  painted 
raven  gray,  picked  out  with  black.  The  squire  suppo- 
ses it  to  be  an  undertaker's,  but  his  lady,  correcting 
him,  says  it  is  a  mason  de  dooL  The  squire  consents 
to  his  lady's  desire  to  enter  this 

HOUSE  OF  MOURNING. 
Squire. — Well,  well,  come  along,  then  !    But  stop. 
Ask  your  pardon.    Sir,  (to  a  passenger)  would  you 
oblige  me  with  the  English  of  that  Greek  or  Latin 
yonder  under  the  hatchment. 

Stranger.— Oh,  certainly— "  Mors  Janua  Vita?"— let 
me  see — it  means,  Jane  between  life  and  death. 

Squire,— Thankee,  Sir,  thankee.  I'll  do  as  much 
for  you  when  you  come  into  our  parts.  Poor  Jane ! 
So  it  may  come,  mayhap,  to  be  a  real  house  of  mourn- 
ing after  all! 

[The  Squibs  and  his  Lady  cross  over  the  road  and  en- 
ter the  shop,  where  ebony  chairs  arc  placed  for  them 
by  a  person  in  a  full  suit  of  sables,  very  like  Hamlet, 
minus  the  cloak  and  the  hat  and  feathers.  A  young 
man,  also  in  black,  speaks  across  the  counter  with 
the  solemn  air  and  tone  of  a  clergyman  at  a  funeral.] 
May  I  have  the  melancholy  pleasure  of  serving  you, 
madam? 
Ijady. — I  wish,  Sir,  to  look  at  some  mourning. 
Shopm.— Certainly,  by  all  means.  A  relict,  I  pre- 
sume? 

Lady.— Ye* ;  a  widow,  Sir.  A  poor  friend  of  mine, 
who  has  lost  her  husband. 

Shopm.— Exactly  so— for  a  deceased  partner.  How 
deep  would  you  choose  to  go,  ma'am  ?  Do  you  wish 
to  be  very  poignant  ? 
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Lady. — Why,  I  suppose  crape  and  bombazine,  un- 
less they're  gone  out  of  fashion.  But  you  had  better 
show  me  some  different  sorts. 

Shopm.— Certainly,  by  all  means.  We  have  a  very 
extensive  assortment,  whether  for  family,  court,  or 
complimentary  mourning,  including  the  last  novelties 
from  the  Continent. 
Lady.—Yeet  I  should  like  to  sec  them, 
Shopm.— Certainly.  Here  is  one,  ma'am,  just  im- 
ported— a  widow's  silk — walered%  as  you  perceive,  to 
match  the  sentiment.  It  is  called  the  "  Inconsolable ;'» 
and  is  very  much  in  vogue  in  Paris  for  matrimonial 
bereavements. 

Squire— Looks  rather  flimsy,  though.  Not  likely 
to  last  long— eh,  Sir? 

Shopm.— A  little  slight,  Sir— rather  a  delicate  tex- 
ture.   But  mourning  ought  not  to  last  for  ever,  Sir. 

Squire— No,  it  seldom  does ;  especially  the  violent 
sort. 

Lady.— La !  Jacob,  do  hold  your  tongue  j  what  do 
you  know  about  fashionable  affliction.  But  never  mind 
him,  Sir ;  it's  only  his  way.  # 

Shopm. — Certainly — by  all  means.    As  to  mourning, 
ma'am,  there  has  been  a  great  deal,  a  very  great  deal 
indeed,  this  season,  and  several  new  fabrics  have  been 
introduced,  to  meet  the  demand  for  fashionable  tribu- 
lation. 
Lady.— And  all  in  the  French  style? 
Shopm.— Certainly— of  course,  ma'am.    They  excel 
in  the  funtbrt.    Here,  for  instance,  is  an  article  for 
the  deeply  afflicted.    A  black  crape,  expressly  adapted 
to  the  profound  style  of  mourning— makes  up  very 
sombre,  and  interesting. 
Lady.— I  dare  say  it  does,  Sir. 
Shopm.— Would  you  allow  me,  ma'am  to  cut  off  a 
dress  ? 
Squire.— You  had  better  cut  me  off  first. 
Shopm.— Certainly,  Sir— by  all  means.    Or,  if  you 

would  prefer  a  velvet ;  ma'am 

Lady.—U  it  proper,  Sir,  to  mourn  in  velvet? 
Shopm. — O   quite !— certainly.     Just   coming   In. 
Now,  here  is  a  very  rich  one ;  real  Genoa  and  a  splen- 
did black.    We  call  it  the  Luxury  of  Woe. 
Lady.— Very  expensive,  of  course? 
Shopm.— Only  eighteen  shillings  a  yard,  and  a  su- 
perb quality ;  in  short,  fit  for  the  handsomest  style  of 
domestic  calamity. 

Squire.— Whereby,  I  suppose,  sorrow  gets  more  su- 
perfine as  it  goes  upward  in  life  ? 

Shopm.— Certainly :  yes,  Sir;  by  all  means,  at  least 
a  finer  texture.  The  mourning  of  poor  people  is  very 
coarse — very;  quite  different  from  that  of  persons  of 
quality.    Canvas  to  crape,  Sir? 

Lady.— To  be  sure  it  is  I  And  as  to  the  change  of 
dress,  Sir,  I  suppose  you  have  a  great  variety  of  half 
mourning. 

Shopm.— O,  infinite,  the  largest  stock  In  town.  Pull, 
and  half,  and  quarter  mourning,  shaded  off,  if  I  may 
so  say,  like  an  India-ink  drawing,  from  a  grief  pro- 
nonce  to  the  slightest  nuance  of  regret. 

Lady.— Then,  Sir,  please  to  let  me  see  some  half 
mourning. 

Shopm.— Certainly.  But  the  gentleman  opposite 
superintends  the  Intermediate  Sorrow  Department. 

Squire.— What  that  young  fellow  yonder  in  pepper- 
and-salt? 

Shopm.— Yes,  Sir ;  in  the  suit  of  gray.  [Calls  acres*.] 
Mr.  Dawe,  show  the  neutral  tints ! 


[The  Squibb  and  his  Lady  cross  the  shop  and  take 
seats  vis  a- vis;  Mr.  Daws,  who  affects  the  pensive 
rather  than  the  solemn.] 

Shopm.— You  wish  to  inspect  some  half  mourning, 
madam? 
Lady.—  Yes— the  newest  patterns. 
Shopm.— Precisely— In  the  second  state  of  distress. 
As  such  ma'am,  allow  me  to  recommend  this  satin- 
Intended  for  grief  when  it  has  subsided — alleviated 
you  see,  ma'am,  from  a  dead  black  into  a  dull  lead  co» 
Squire  —As  a  black  horse  alleviates  into  a  gray  one, 
after  he's  clipped  I 

Shopm.— Exactly   so,    Sir.      A   Parisian    novelty, 
ma'am.    It's  called  "  Settled  Grief,"  and  Is  very  much 
worn  by  ladies  of  a  certain  age,  who  do  not  intend  to 
embrace  Hymen  a  second  time. 
Squire.— Old  women,  mayhap,  about  seventy. 
Shopm.— Exactly  so,  Sir — or  thereabouts.    Not  bat 
what  some  ladies,  ma'am,  set  in  for  sorrow  much  ear- 
lier ;  indeed,  in  the  prime  of  life :  and  for  such  cases 
it's  very  durable  wear. 
Lady.— Yes ;  it  feels  very  stout. 
Shopm.— But,  perhaps,  madam,  that  is  too  fugvbrt. 
Now,  here  is  anoiher — not  exactly  black,  but  shot  with 
a  warmish  tint,  to  suit  a  woe  moderated  by  time.    We 
have  sold  several  pieces  of  it.    That  little  nuance  de 
rose  in  it— the  French  call  it  a  Gleam  of  Comfort— 4s 
very  attractive. 

Squire.— No  doubt ;  and  would  be  still  more  taking, 
if  so  be  it  was  violet  color  at  once,  like  the  monrnug 
of  the  Chinese. 

Shopm.— Yes,  Sir.  I  believe  that  is  the  fashionable 
color  at  Pekin.  Now,  here  ma'am,  is  a  sweet  pretty 
article,  quite  new.  A  mourning  dress  for  the  funeral 
promenade.  The  French  ladies  go  in  them  to  Pare  la 
Chaise. 
Squire.— What's  that— a  chaise  and  pair? 
Shopm.— Excuse  me ;  no,  Sir.  By  yoar  leave  it's  a 
scene  of  rural  interment,  near  Paris.  A  black  cypress 
sprig*  you  see  ma'am,  on  a  stone  color  ground,  har- 
monises beautifully  with  the  monuments  and  epitaphs. 
We  sold  two  this  very  morning— one  to  Norwood,  and 
one  to  Kensal-green.  We  consider  it  the  happiest 
pattern  of  the  season. 

Squire.— Yes ;  some  people  are  very  happy  in  it,  no 
doubt. 

Shopm.— No  doubt,  Sir.  There's  a  charm  in  melan- 
choly, Sir.  I'm  fond  of  the  pensive  myself.  But  pos- 
sibly, madam,  you  would  prefer  something  still  more 
In  the  transition  state,  as  we  call  it,  from  grave  to  gay. 
In  that  case,  I  would  recommend  this  lavender  ducape, 
with  only  just  a  touvenir  of  sorrow  in  it— the  slightest 
tinge  of  mourning,  to  distinguish  it  from  the  garb  of 
pleasure.    Permit  me  to  put  aside  a  dress  for  yon. 

Lady.— Why,  no— not  at  present  I  am  not  going 
into  mourning  myself;  but  a  friend,  who  has  just  been 
left  with  a  large  family. 

Sftopm.— Oh,  I  understand ;  and  you  desire  to  see  an 
appropriate  style  of  costume  for  the  juvenile  branches, 
when  sorrow  their  young  days  has  shaded.  Of  course, 
a  milder  degree  of  mourning  than  for  adults.  Black 
would  be  precocious.  This,  ma'am,  for  instance— a 
dark  pattern  on  grey;  an  interesting  dress,  ma'am,  for 
a  little  girl,  just  initiated  in  the  vale  of  tears. 
Squire.—  Poor  thing ! 

Shopm.— Precisely  so,  Sir— only  eighteen  pence  a 
yard,  ma'am— and  warranted  to  wash.  Possibly  ypn 
would  require  the  whole  piece  ? 
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Lady.— Why  no— I  most  first  conduit  the  mamma. 
And  that  remind*  m«  to  look  at  some  widow's  caps. 

Shopm.— Very  good,  ma'am.    The  Coiffure  depart- 
ment Is  backward ;  if  you  would  have  the  goodness  to 
step  that  way. 
[The  Lady,  followed  by  the  Sauius,  walks  into  a  room, 

at  the  back  of  the  shop :  the  walls  are  hung  with  black, 

and  on  each  of  the  three  sides  is  a  looking-glass,  in 

a  black  frame,  multiplying  infinitely  the  reflections 

of  the  widow's  caps,  displayed  on  stands  on  the 

central  table.    A  Showwoman  in  deep  mourning  is 

in  attendance.] 

£&*«.— Your  melancholy  pleasure  ma'am  ? 

Lady.— Widow's  caps. 

Squire. — Humph  1  that's  plump  any  how! 

Show.— This  is  the  newest  style,  ma'am — 

Lady.— Bless  me !  for  a  widow)— Isn't  it  rather— 
you  know,  rather  a  little— 

Squirt.— Rather  frisky  in  its  frilligigs ! 

Show.— Not  for  the  mode,  ma'am.  Affliction  is  very 
much  modernized,  and  admits  more  gout  than  for- 
merly. Some  ladies,  indeed,  for  their  morning  grief 
wear  rather  a  plainer  cap — but  for  evening  sorrow,  this 
Is  not  at  all  too  ornee.  French  taste  has  introduced 
very  considerable  alleviations— for  example,  the  sympa- 
thizer— 

Squire.— Where  is  he  ? 

Show.— This  muslin  ruche)  ma'am,  instead  of  the 
plain  band. 

Lady. — Yes;  a  very  great  improvement,  certainly. 

Show. — Would  you  like  to  try  it,  ma'am  ? 

Lady  —No,  not  at  present.  1  am  only  inquiring  for 
a  friend— Pray  what  are  those  ? 

Show.— Worked  handkerchiefs,  ma'am.  Here  is  a 
lovely  pattern — all  done  by  hand— an  exquisite  piece 
of  work— 

Squire.— Better  than  a  noisy  one ! 

Stow.— Here  is  another,  ma'am — the  last  novelty. 
The  Larmoyante—v/iih  a  fringe  of  artificial  tears,  you 
perceive,  in  mock  pearl.    A  sweet  pretty  idea,  ma'am. 

Squire.— But  rather  scrubby,  I  should  think,  for  the 
eyes. 

Show.— Oh!  dear,  no,  Sir!— if  you  mean  wiping. 
The  wet  style  of  grief  is  quite  gone  out— quite ! 

Squire.— O !  and  a  dry  cry  is  the  genteel  thing.    But, 
come,  ma'am,  come,  or  we  shall  be  too  late  for  the 
other  exhibitions. 
[The  Squire  and  his  Lady  leave  the  shop :  on  getting 

into  the  street  he  turns  round,  and  takes  a  long  last 

look  at  the  premises.] 

Squire.— Humph !  And  so  that's  mason  de  dool! 
Well,  if  it's  all  the  eame  to  you,  ma'am,  I'd  rather  die 
in  the  country,  and  be  universally  lamented,  after  the 
old  fashion. 

True  humor  is  so  rare  a  quality  that  we  would  not 
resist  begging  from  Mr.  Hood  one  of  its  most  genuine 
examples.  The  quiet  style  of  the  scene  increases  its 
effect.  The  characters  are  perfectly  sustained;  the 
old  squire's  homeliness  of  feeling;  his  wife's  ingenuity 
in  naming  her  convenient  friend,  and  the  complacency 
of  the  shop-people.  "Certainly  by  all  means,"  are 
perfectly  true  to  nature.  Many  of  the  expressions, 
though  not  at  all  forced,  are  irresistibly  comic,  as 
"How  deep  do  you  choose  to  go,  ma'am— do  you  wish 
to  be  very  poignant  1"— the  real  Genoa  velvet,  termed 
the  luxury  of  woe,  and  "  fit  for  the  handsomest  style 
of  domestic  calamity ;"— the  deal  of  mourning  that  has 
pterailsd  « this  season,"  and  the  conseqoent  ndveltiee 


that  have  been  invented  to  meet  the  demand  "for 
fashionable  attribulation ;"— and  the  interesting  dress 
for  "the  little  girl  just  initiated  in  the  vale  of  tears." 
But  the  shop  woman  even  beats  her  male  companion. 
"Your  melancholy  pleasure  ma'am?"  her  nice  dis- 
tinction between  u  morning  sorrow  and  evening  grief," 
and,  best  of  all,  her  answer  to  the  squire's  remark,  that 
the  handkerchief  with  a  fringe  of  artificial  tears  of 
mock  pearl  must  be  scrubby  to  the  eyes — "Oh  dear 
no,  sir— if  you  mean  wiping.  The  wet  style  of  grief  is 
quite  gone  out— quite." 
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My  Dear  Editor. — Perhaps  of  all  monomanias  that 
ever  haunted  a  poet's  cells  of  imagination,  that  of 
scribbling  is  the  most  ruinous  and  unsatisfactory ;  for 
what  guaranty  has  he  that  that  which  cost  him  thought, 
and  the  labor  of  embodying  it  (which  is  the  worst  of  all) 
will  ever  meet  the  eye  of  an  appreciating  reader?  All 
men  have  not  minds,  or  if  they  have,  ihey  choose  the 
least  troublesome  medium  for  exercising  them.  "I 
never  read  poetry,"  exclaimed  a  blustering  little  man 
on  board  of  one  of  the  North  River  steamers  the  other 
day;  his  voice  pitched  an  octave  higher,  than  any 
sane  man  without  "  literary  pretensions"  would  have 
dared  to  assume.  "  I  see  it,"  said  he  "  but  I  never  read 
a  line— after  Lord  Byron  I  can  read  no  poetry."  Now 
Mr.  Editor,  I'll  bet  ten  to  one,  that  this  self-same  ad- 
mirer of  Byron,  if  called  upon,  could  not  quote  correct- 
ly ten  lines  of  the  bard  he  pretended  to  idolize.  So 
much  for  critisism ;  as  if  a  man  may  not  have  but  six- 
teen dollars  in  the  world,  but  that  be  all  in  one  gold 
piece. 

I  met  Halleck  to-day  in  one  of  the  most  unfrequented 
thoroughfares.  Time  has  not  touched  him  gently. 
Its  frosty  fingers  have  been  toying  with  his  ear-locks 
and  they  quite  gray.  Is  he  never  to  wake  his  muse 
from  its  lethargy  again  ?  or,  are  all  those  bright,  but 
unborn  fancies  to  He  forever  rusting  in  their  sheath, 
and  the  great  heavens  stoop  no  more  to  waft  them  up 
to  God  1  Has  "  Imagination's  world  of  air,"  no  more 
fasinations?  will  it  not  repay  the  toil  of  struggling 
through  it  ?— "  will  Mr.  Aster's  account  never  be  post- 
ed—but whither  would  conjecture  stray." 

The  fountain,  is  as  arid  as  a  brick-kiln ;  the  "spout- 
ing" inside  the  park  (theatre)  is  too  strong  In  its  rival- 
ship,  perhaps— the  main  artery  I  hear  has  ruptured — 
what  a  splendid  sea-serpent  would  that  aqueduct  make, 
if  it  could  be  transported  "  off  Nantucket  1" 

The  great  feature  at  the  New  York  Museum  Is  the 
Lapland  dwarf,  a  twany  little  savage;  harmless  of  course, 
such  savages  are,  unless  you  insert  your  finger  in  their 
mouths.  He  is  something  shorter  than  Tom  Thumb, 
now  creating  so  great  a  sensation  in  Europe,  and 
much  less  symmetrically  proportioned. 

Men,  said  Napoleon,  should  be  seen  with  a  favorable 
light  as  well  as  pictures.  Raddo  Scauff  might  easily 
place  himself,  nnd  light  also,  under  a  bushel. 

My  dear  Editor,  I've  an  idea — perhaps  you  will  say 
that  you  are  very  happy  to  hear  it ;  well,  a  suggestion, 
then.  In  these  days  of  Home  Libraries,  "  Rococo's," 
and  shilling  Extras,  pray  what's  to  prevent  your  getting 
out  an  extra  Rover,  filled  with  little  gems  of  fugitive 
poetry— such  sunbeams  of  thought  as  have  made 
music  to  our  heart  for  years ;  and  now  floating  about, 
boasting  no  acknowleged  parentage,  but  still  the  adop- 
ted children  of  the  whole  community.    How  will  the 
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world  thank  you,  or  Major  Jack,  for  bringing  them  Into 
the  family  circle  again ;  besides,  it  might  be  worn  as  an 
amulet,  for  those  suffering  from  a  plethora  of  rhyme. 
-Should  it  not  pay,  let  that  be  a  secondary  matter. 
Zeuxls  gave  his  pictures  away,  declaring  that  no 
wealth  was  sufficient  to  purchase  them ;  let  that  be 
your  consolation;  and  as  you  reverence  the  muse, 
'fulfil  your  trust  impartially ;  cut  and  carve,  as  the  con- 
spirators did  at  Caesar,  as  if  it  were  a  "  dish  for  the 
Gods."# 

The  National  Academy  of  Design  has  just  opened  for 
the  season,  and  most  of  the  pictures  are  wretched  daubs. 
Sully  of  Philadelphia  exhibits  this  year  two  female 
heads— it's  a  charming  picture,  without  any  attempt 
to  catch  the  eye  by  an  exaggerated  and  meretricious 
tone  of  color— which,  by- the -by,  is  the  besetting  sin  of 
all  our  young  painters.  There  are  some  other  credit- 
able pieces — one  by  Durand,  another  from  Mount,  and 
Ingham's  portrait  of  a  lady  are  very  fine;  though,  upon 
the  whole,  the  exhibition  is  much  inferior  to  former 
years.    Yours,  h.  h.  c. 


REMARKABLE  DISCOVERT— MNEMONICS. 
The  article  which  wo  give  below,  on  Mnemo- 
nics, was  published  In  the  Mechanic's  Gazette  of 
March  26th  1823!  printed  in  New  York.  If  Mons. 
Gouraud  never  saw  the  work  from  which  the  extract 
is  taken,  it  is  a  very  astoninishing  coincidence  of  dis- 
coveries, for  it  will  easily  be  seen  that  his  system  bears 
a  most  wonderful  resemblance  to  that  taught  in  the 
work  referred  to,  which  was  published  more  than  twen- 
ty years  ago.  It  is  possible  that  Mons.  Gouraud 
will  disclaim  any  knowledge  of  Halworth's  book; 
but  that  there  will  spring  up  a  strong  feeling  toward 
the  Professor  among  his  class  in  New  York,  upon 
the  promulgation  of  the  following  article,  we  are 
pretty  certain  from  indications  already  given  by  such 
of  his  class  as  have  read  it.  We  are  highly  gratified 
in  recalling  to  light  the  unpretending  work  of  Hal- 
worth,  which,  for  simplicity  and  originality,  deserves 
all  praise.  We  shall  be  glad  to  hear  from  any  one  who 
possesses  a  copy  of  Halworth. 

"A  NEW  8Y8TEM   OF  CHRONOLOGY  MADE  EA8Y  FOB 

the  memoby.— By  T.  Halworth,"  has  come  under  our 
notice,  and  we  think  it  highly  deserving  of  public 
patronage,  and  particularly  of  the  attention  of  teach- 
ers, who  pursue  the  correct  mode  of  communicating 
that  very  important  branch  in  connection  with  history. 

"The  student  of  history  has  always  found  it  the 
most  difficult  part  of  his  labor  to  acquire,  and  perma- 
nently retain  in  his  memory  to  dates  of  historical  facts, 
so  as  to  be  able  to  quote  them  at  pleasure,  with  cer- 
tainty and  precision.  The  system  before  us  is  so  per- 
fectly simple  ;  so  easy  of  comprehension,  and  so  emi- 
nently calculated  to  relieve  the  intense  application  of 
those  who  seek  to  become  perfect  historians,  that  we 
.recommend  it  to  our  readers  with  confidence,  as  a 
most  useful  and  pleasant  method  of  'fixing  dates  and 
-numbers  to  any  extent  in  the  mind,  with  scarcely  a 
possibility  of  forgetting  them.  Wo  speak  with  more 
certainty,  relative  toils  merits,  as  a  prictical  demon- 
stration has  been  made  by  the  Principal  of  the  Me- 
chanic's Society  School,  who  has  introduced  this  sys- 
tem of  Chronology  and  also  some  otfcer  branches  of 
study  upon  mnemonic  principles  with  a  success  truly 
astonishing. 

"  We  will  give  a  few  examples  selected  from  the 


p  or  b  expresses  No.  6 
8  "  bh       "       M      7 

T  "  CH  "  «         8 

jvw  "       "9 

4ztzthph  wh  kg  0 


work,  but  will  previously  insert  the  author's  key  con- 
sisting of  all  the  consonants  of  the  alphabet. 
i  ore  expresses  No.  i 

D  "  F  "  "  2 

O  «  H  "  "  3 

K  "  L  "  "  4 

M  "  N  "  "  5 

"  After  committing  the  above  to  memory,  a  t 
may  be  formed  expressive  of  the  transaction  to  be  re- 
membered, with  mnemonical  words  placed  in  such  a 
manner,  as  to  become  particularly  conspicuous,  la 
the  following  facts  they  are  in  italics  at  the  end  of  the 
sentence ;  which  plan  is  pursued  throughout  the  work, 
and  accounts  for  occasional  peculiarity  of  phraseology. 

"  FACTS  PREVIOUS  TO  THB  CHRISTIAN  BRA. 

"The  sun  and  moon  stand  still,  that  Joshua  may  a 
blow  make.  The  consonants  in  the  last  two  words  give 
the  date,  1454. 

The  Prophet  Jeremiah  pays  the  debt  of  nature— 666. 

Damon  and  Pythias  proving  themselves  grtal— 368. 

Pythagoras,  as  a  philosopher,  is  mighty— 638. 

Euclid  flourishes,  at  whose  knowledge  the  world  is 
gazing—  300. 

Virgil  descends  Into  his  cave— 19. 

Death  causes  LIvy's  pen  to  cease— 17. 

Horace  makes  his  exit— 8. 

"  CHBONOLOGY  OF  NORTH  AMERICA. 

"The  discovery  of  the  West  Indies,  by  Christopher 
Columbus,  whose  geographical  opinions  were  not  6c- 
lieved— 1492. 

The  colonists  are  required  to  pay  a  tax  on  tea,  cVc* 
to  their  abusers— 1767. 

The  East  India  Company's  tea  rejected  at  Boston, 
and  into  the  dock  the  cases  go— 1773— from  theAott, 
(342  boxes.) 

The  battle  at  Bennington  where  General  Stark  his 
green  mountain  boys  uses—Mil. 

The  treachery  of  Arnold  detected,  whose  punish- 
ment ought  to  be  shooting— 1790. 

Cornwallis  with  his  army  captured,  and  the  Ameri- 
cans receive  his  best  bow— 1781,  &c. 

"  As  an  additional  specimen  of  the  utility  of  this 
mode  of  committing  numbers,  we  will  add  the  follow- 
ing lines  which  are  applied  to  the  science  of  Astronomy. 

The  situation  of  upward  of  a  thousand  stars  in  the 
heavens,  may  be  easily  gathered  from  the  consonants 
in  the  italic  words ;  and  if  any  association  of  each  fine 
be  made  in  imagination,  with  the  zodaical  figures  in 
which  the  stars  are  grouped,  we  presume  that  neither 
the  picture  nor  its  corresponding  number  will  be  easily 
obliterated  from  the  memory.  This  association  Is  odd 
we  acknowledge,  yet  It  matters  very  little  by  what 
means  the  recollcctivc  faculty  is  assisted ;  if  the  object 
be  obtained,  and  science  become  facilitated  to  our  ac- 
ceptance. 

1.  A  rope  for  Aries,  tie  him  fast ;         •        -        66 

2.  A  club  for  Taurus  like  a  mast ;        -  141 

3.  A  chain  may  Gem'nl  fast  unite ;      -        -        85 

4.  Eat  hay%  you  Crab,  for  you  csn  bite  j      -        83 

5.  A  vine  grows  where  the  Lion  lies ;  -        95 

6.  To  be  obeyed  Virgo  tries ;        -        -        -      110 

7.  A  mob  applauds  the  honest  scale :  -       51 

8.  Look!  Scorpion's  sting  is  In  his  tail        -       44 

9.  An  ape  in  view  the  Archer's  prey ;  69 

10.  See  mice  with  Capricorn  us  play ;  -       51 

11.  JbTe  quiet,  rogues,  the  Wal'rer  cries ;        -      108 

12.  A  boy  to  beg  the  fishes  tries ;  -        -  - 113 

Total  number  of  the  stars  in  the  12  signs,    1016 
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bers  beneath  its  branches.    It  appeared  to  be  in  the 
full  vigor  of  its  maturity,  as  not  a  single  portion  of  it 
had  began  to  decay. 
41  The  boughs  grow  horizontally  from  the  stem,  and 
Y4i«mbU1.-No9. 


».-  M«i.i</u  «as  iuo  conversation  oi 

two  gentlemen  in  a  morning's  nimble  from  Washing- 
ton Square  to  their  respective  places  of  business  In  the 
lower  part  of  the  city.  The  one  had  compassed  some 
fifty  sommers,  and  was  accounted  in  high  esteem  among 
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THE  BANYAN  TREE. 

Whibb  Ba  ram  pooler  rolls  his  wares, 

Through  sultry  India's  wide  doma  n, 
Or  silver  Ganges  proudly  laves 

The  margins  of  his  flowery  plains; 
As  stately  as  ihe  Ganges  flows, 

And  Bilent  seeks  the  distant  sea. 
So  silent  seeks  the  skie?,  and  grows 

The  beauteous,  stately  Banyan  Tru. 

Erect  and  firm,  the  trunk  ascends 

And  widely  spreads  its  branches  round; 
And  iivtny  a  bough  it  downward  sends 

To  8rek  again  the  geniul  ground ; 
Formed  into  trunks,  they  shoot  above, 

Bend  down  again,  new  trunks  to  be; 
Till  all  united,  form  a  grove 

Around  the  parent  Banyan  Tree. 

And  thus  may  hearts  of  pious  worth, 

In  peaceful,  friendly  union  stand ; 
And  spirits,  »o  >,  though  lied  to  earih, 

May  still  he  joined  in  golden  band. 
How  beautiful,  when  many  a  soul 

From  discord  and  defilement  free, 
Unite  10  form  a  perfect  whole 

Like  thee,  delightful  Banyan  TVs*. 


THE  BANYAN  TREE. 

WITH   A  PINS  8TEKL  ENQHAYINO. 

Trb  engrnving  in  this  week's  Rover  is  copied  from 
Ihe  Oriental  Annual,  published  in  London  in  1834,  and 
is  from  a  drawing  by  the  distinguished  artist  Daniell. 
The  following  account  of  the  banyan  tree  in  general, 
Bnd  of  the  identical  tree  which  stood  to  Ihe  artist  for 
this  particular  portrait,  is  also  copied  fiom  the  Oiiental 
Annual. 

"We  passed  a  beautiful  banyan  tree,  at  a  short  dis- 
tance from  Mizapoor,  under  which  from  the  sanctity 
of  the  situation,  a  most  excellent  piece  of  sculpture 
had  been  otiginally  fixed.  Around  this  the  tree  had 
Iwiared  its  strong  and  sinewy  arms,  lifted  it  complete- 
ly from  the  pedestal,  and  carried  it  up  in  its  growth 
throwing  around  it  a  frame  formed  of  its  own  pictu- 
resque and  convoluted  branches;  thus  rendering  it  a 
natural  curiosity  well  worth  beholding.  The  effect 
was  as  singular  as  it  was  striking.  The  tree  from 
which  the  accompanying  engraving  is  taken,  was  n 
much  finer  specimen  of  this  extraordinary  production 
of  the  vegetable  kingdom,  than  that  to  which  I  have 
just  referred  ;  it  grew  a  few  miles  farther  up  the  river. 
It  h*d  two  stems  of  nearly  equal  circumference,  form- 
ing a  junction  at  the  root,  and  from  these  steins  there 
branched  laterally  two  large  arms,  from  which  nume- 
rous strong  fibres  depended:  these  two  arms  throwing 
out  horizontal  shoots  in  all  directions,  and  covering  n 
prodigious  space  with  thick  and  verdant  loilage.  The 
tree  afforded  daily  shelter  to  men  and  cattle,  to  pilgrims 
and  travelers,  who  at  times  congregated  In  great  num- 
bers beneath  its  branches.  It  appeared  to  be  la  the 
full  vigor  of  its  maturity,  as  not  a  single  portion  of  it 
had  begun  to  decay. 

41  The  boughs  grow  horixontaUy  from  the  stem,  and 
▼4tvm  III.— No  9. 


extend  so  far,  that  in  the  ordinary  process  of  nature 
they  would  be  unable  to  support  themselves.  To  sup* 
ply  this  support,  small  fibrous  shoots  fall  perpendicu- 
larly from  them,  and  take  root  as  soon  as  they  reach 
the  ground,  thus  proping  the  parent  bough,  while  tha 
lateral  branches  continue  to  throw  out  new  sprouts, 
from  which  other  fibres  drop,  until,  in  the  course  of 
years,  one  tree  forms  a  little  forest*  The  perpendicu- 
lar stems  put  forth  no  shoots,  and  vary  in  circumfer- 
ence from  a  few  inches  to  eight  or  ten  feet.  Befont 
they  reach  the  ground  they  are  very  flexible,  and  seem 
to  dangle  from  the  parent  boughs  like  short,  thick 
thongs.  The  leaves  of  the  banyan  tree  are  of  an  ellp- 
tical  shape,  smooth,  crisp  and  glossy.  They  are  about 
the  size  of  a  lettuce-leaf,  and  grow  in  regular  alterna- 
tions on  each  side  of  the  branch.  The  fruit,  which 
adheres  to  the  smaller  twigs,  has  no  stem ;  and  la 
about  the  size  of  a  hazel  nut,  and  its  colors  deep  blight 
red.  It  is  eaten  by  monkeys,  paroquets  and  other  birds, 
but  is  insipid,  and  therefore  seldom  made  use  of  by  tho 
natives,  and  never  by  Europeans,  as  an  article  of  food. 
The  seeds  are  said  to  pass  through  birds  uninjured ; 
on  the  contrary,  their  germinating  properties  are  im- 
proved by  the  process.  They  are  thus  deposited  in 
various  parts  of  the  country,  and  frequently  on  build- 
ings, where  they  take  root,  and  by  these  means  tha 
tree  becomes  extensively  propagated.  It  is  held  In 
great  veneration  by  the  Hindoos,  and  has  been,  there- 
fore, confounded  with  the  *'  ficus  religioaa,"  a  tree  al« 
together  different  in  its  growth  and  properties." 


THEORY  AND  PRACTICE. 

BT  WILLIAM  OBANDIH. 

Wonder  mt, 
And  be  not  grieve ' ;  she  is  of  good  esteem, 
Her  dowry  wealthy,  and  of  worthy  birth ; 
Beside  so  qualified  as  may  beseem 
The  tpooiMj  uf  any  noble  gentleman. 

"I  assure  you  again,  my  dear  sir,  that  until  yon 
throw  aside  the  Benedick  tine  robe,  and  array  yourself 
in  the  garments  of  the  married  man,  you  need  not  ex- 
pect to  know  anything  of  true  earthly  happiness!  I 
say  this  to  you  as  a  married  man.  I  have  seen  and  ex- 
perienced, and  sure  I  ought  to  know." 

"  Aye,  indeed,  my  good  fiiend,  you  have  experienced 
in  your  own  proper  person  and  peculiar  case;  but  let 
me  have  leave  to  imagine  other  cases,  where  the  par- 
lies, instead  of  tasting  what  you  are  pleased  to  call  true 
earthly  happiness,  have  been  rendered  miserable  by 
marriage." 

"Oh,  I  grant  you  j  there  may  have  been  instances, 
ind  indeed  it  were  contrary  to  the  natural  course  of 
things,  to  suppose  that  all  married  people  are  happy. 
But  I  contend  for  the  geueral  proposition,  that  a  young 
man,  situated  as  you  are,  cannot  know  anything  of 
real  enjoyment  until  he  takes  a  sensible  woman  to  wife, 
md  settles  down  as  a  man  of  family  and  responsibili- 
ty." 

Somewhat  in  this  fashion  was  the  conversation  of 
two  gentlemen  in  a  morning's  ramble  from  Washing- 
ton Square  to  their  respective  places  of  business  in  tho 
lower  part  of  the  city.  The  one  had  compassed  soma 
fifty  summers,  and  was  accounted  in  high  esteem  among 
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his  fellows.  His  companion,  t  young  bachelor  of  bril- 
liant talents  and  fine  acquirements,  poor  in  purse  as  be 
was  rich  in  mental  stores ;  and,  in  brief,  he  was  a  brief- 
less lawyer !  There  are  many,  very  many  of  this  class 
among  those  who  are  denominated  by  De  Toqueville, 
11  the  aristocracy  of  the  United  States."  In  a  walk 
snob  as  our  gentlemen  have  taken  during  the  hours  of 
a  height  April  morning,  numerous  specimens  of  na- 
ture's loveliest  handiwork  may  be  encountered.  Some 
Indies  will  be  seen  promenading  in  the  Square ;  some 
in  the  public  streets,  and  not  a  few  partially  and  be- 
witchiogly  concealed  in  the  folds  of  the  window  tapes- 
try, or  within  the^urras  of  the  balconies.  A  passing 
glimpse  of  a  lovely,  fair  and  youthful  face  in  one  of 
those  palaces  near  the  University,  had  caused  our  legal 
gentleman  to  lose  himself  in  admiration,  and  he  was 
hardly  conscious  of  the  "  good  gracious  I"  that  escaped 
his  lips  something  in  the  way  of  Placide'a  Sir  Har- 
court  Courtly,  when  his  more  sedate  and  propriety- 
loving  companion  wished  to  know  the  cause  of  his  ex- 
citement. He  was  informed ;  but  instead  of  express- 
ing a  degree  of  admiration  commensurate  with  the  san- 
guine temperament  of  bis  friend,  he  forthwith  proceeds 
in  his  lecture  upon  the  general  subject  of  matrimony— 
the  necessity  thereof,  and  the  benefits  that  might  na- 
turally be  expected  from  a  judicious  life  partnership. 

"  I  am  free  to  confess"  (and  at  this  point  the  speak- 
er had  the  boldness  to  turn  his  gaze  toward  the  resi- 
dence of  the  fair  one)  "  that  at  no  hour  of  the  day  docs 
a  young  lady  appear  more  worthy  of  a  sensible  man's 
admiration,  than  about  this  time  in  the  morning.  Here 
are  no  glittering  lamps  to  shed  their  light  upon  gaudy 
jewels  or  rustling  silks,  to  heighten  ihe  effect  of  artifi- 
cial color  on  the  face,  or  the  gloss  imparted  to  the  hair. 
How  much  more  admirable  does  that  lovely  being  ap- 
pear, because  she  is,  in  fact,  making  herself  partially 
useful,  even  in  arranging  those  ornamental  flowers, 
and  imparling  to  them  the  necessary  moisture?  And 
as  you  are  pleased  to  say  something  about  a  judicious 
marriage,  what  kind  of  a  wife,  think  you,  would  such 
a  girl  make  for  a  poor  man  of  business  ?  You  perceive 
that  even  in  the  simple  duty  of  cultivating  flowers,  she 
is  early  at  work,  and  makes  a  pleasure  of  that  which  is 
oftentimes  imposed  on  the  servants  of  the  household. 
Would  a  life  partnership  with  such  a  lady  come  within 
your  idea  of  the  judicious?' 

"  There  are  two  sides  to  every  wall.  Thai  lady  lives 
in  a  splendid  mansion.  Doubtless  she  is  heiress  to  a 
mine  of  wealth.  If  her  father  is  alive,  he  must  be  rich, 
and  if  he  has  shuffled  oil  this  mortal  coil,  she  stands 
unquestionably  in  her  own  right,  and  not  by  reversion 
or  remainder,  the  mistress  of  a  competence  complete. 
But — can  she  do  any  other  more  valuable  work  than 
that  in  which  she  is  now  engaged?  It  is  sweet  and 
commendable,  and  counts  highly  in  her  praise,  this 
early  rising  to  tend  the  flower-stands;  but  can  she 
bake  or  brew,  wash  or  mend  ?  These,  I  grant,  are 
homely  qualifications  ;  most  young  ladies,  nowadays, 
would  laugh  you  to  scorn  upon  such  a  proposition. 
Yet  there  is  force  and  effect  even  in  this  homeliness, 
for  when  you  meet  with  one  of  nature's  noblewomen, 
be  assured  you  have  found  a  brilliant  of  the  first  water 
—one  combining  the  utile  cum  dulce— one  that 
in  play,  in  dancing, 

In  suffering  courtship,  in  requiting  kindness, 

In  nse  of  places,  hours  and  companies, 

Free  as  the  sun,  and  nothing  more  corrupted ; 

ABckcumspect  as  Cynthia  in  her  vows, 


And  constant  ae  the  centre  to  observe  them.' " 

"Upon  my  gallantry,  you  grow  eloquent  on  this 
theme !  Pray  suggest  the  habitation  and  the  name  of 
such  a  treasure." 

"  With  all  the  pleasure  in  life.  I  shall  be  at  your 
service  in  this  behalf,  any  evening  you  may  be  pleased 
to  set'  apart  for  such  a  praiseworthy  object.  And  let 
me  promise  you  an  acquaintance  with  the  loveliest  of 
her  sex — one  who  is  accomplished  as  the  world  phra- 
ses it,  and  one  who  can,  in  addition  to  the  accomplish- 
ments, manufacture  her  own  bonnets!" 

"Perhaps  she  is  not  a  member  of  the  respectable  sis- 
terhood of  milliners?" 

"  By  no  means ;  though  if  she  did— but  no  matter: 
you  shall  see  and  judge  for  yourself." 

The  two  friends  had  parted  at  the  post-office,  and 
each  took  his  way  to  his  business.  The  married  men 
had  business;  but  the  young  bachelor  sat  himself 
down  in  his  office  to  spend  the  lonely  hours  as  best  he 
might,  in  waiting  for  clients  1  And  what  a  heart-try- 
ing existence  is  this  to  one  who  is  conscious  of  the 
possession  of  talents  and  abilities ;  one  who  feels  his 
power  to  be  commensurate  only  with  his  ambition! 
To  sit  day  after  day  like  a  spider  in  his  web,  anxiously 
looking  for  the  arrival  of  victims !  We  will  not  do  in- 
justice to  the  members  of  an  honorable  profession  by 
classing  all  clients  among  the  victims ;  for  there  are 
those  who  engage  in  the  contests  of  the  law  to  make 
fortunes,  not  to  dissipate  them.  But  no  man  who  has 
not  tried  the  lonely  and  heart-crushing  probation  of 
waiting  for  clients,  day  after  day,  or  rather  from  mo- 
ment to  moment,  can  form  the  most  feeble  idea  of  the 
wear  and  tear  of  energy  and  spirit  imposed  by  the  pro- 
cess. It  is  terrible !  Why  does  he  not  occupy  the 
wearisome  hours  In  studying  the  ponderous  tomes  of 
legal  knowledge  which  he  may  peruse  and  welcome? 
Why  does  he  not  read  and  digest  the  stores  of  learning 
accumlated  by  the  mighty  intellects  of  by-gone  ages? 
It  is  because  he  imagines  himself  the  possessor  of 
learning  enough  for  ordinary  and  perhaps  extraordina- 
ry cases,  and  feels  an  earnest  desire  for  opportunities 
to  practice  some  of  the  legal  theories  with  which  his 
mind  is  filled  to  overflowing.  He  is  tired  with  accu- 
mulative knowledge,  and  wishes  for  those  happy  chan- 
ces of  imparting  the  results  of  his  researches  to  the 
judges  and  juries  of  the  courts.  Reading  or  writing 
do  not  pay  in  the  available  currency  for  which  all  men 
are  expending  their  time  and  energif  s.  He  looks  from 
the  windows  of  his  cage,  and  is  a"passive  and  power- 
Jess  observer  of  the  busy  world.  He  sees  that  "  all  the 
world's  a  stage,  and  all  tho  men  and  women  merely 
players;"  but  at  the  same  time  he  imagines  everybody 
more  prosperous  than  himself.  They  all  play  a  part- 
he  alone  plays  without  hope  and  without  reward!  His 
prospects  diminish,  according  to  his  view,  in  the  same 
ratio  as  other  men's  increase.  Clients  seem  to  retain 
other  lawyers,  until  their  offices  are  perfect  hives  of 
industry  and  thrift!  Why,  oh,  why  do  not  some  of 
these  inquiring  gentlemen  find  the  way  up  three  flights 
of  stairs  to  his  office  ?  He  is  not  known— he  is  not 
properly  appreciated ;  and  all  because  no  profitable  cli- 
ent has  yet  ascertained  his  merits,  and  in  the  fullness 
of  an  appreciating  disposition,  afforded  him  the  long 
desired  opportunity  of  displaying  himself  in  the  courts! 
A  thousand  times  he  has  petulantly  asked  himself  what 
folly  could  have  prompted  him  to  "adopt  the  law?" 
Fancy  has  said, — had  it  happened  otherwise — were  yon 
a  tenant  of  the  sacred  desk,  a  professor  of  pills,  a  met- 
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chant,  m  farmer,  a  blacksmith  or  a  carman,  surely  the 
most  complete  success  would  have  blessed  your  efforts 
long  since !    And  he  believes  with  fancy. 

A  man  must  have  a  sprightly  and  vigilant  sool  to 
discern  and  lay  hold  on  favorable  junctures—  to  look 
ahead  and  descry  opportunities  at  a  distance,  keep  his 
eye  constantly  upon  them,  observe  all  the  motions  they 
make  toward  him,  make  himself  ready  for  their  ap- 
proach, and  when  he  is  quite  sure  his  lime  has  come, 
lay  fast  hold  and  not  let  go  again  till  he  has  done  his 
business.  Our  young  disciple  of  Coke's  mysteries  had 
often  discerned  favorable  junctures  for  improving  his 
worldly  prospects  in  the  way  of  a  matrimonial  alliance, 
but  he  had  never  laid  hold  on  them;  he  had  observed 
all  the  motions  made  by  the  other  parties  toward  him, 
bad  been  thoroughly  prepared  for  their  approach,  and, 
although  his  time  had  more  than  once  come  in  reality, 
bis  soul  was  not  sufficiently  vigilant  or  sprightly  to 
animate  a  fast  hold.  Any  time  for  six  years  he  had 
been  in  a  position  to  marry  fortune,  and  yet  he  would 
not  permit  it  to  be  buckled  on  his  back.  The  idea  of 
marrying  a  money-box  and  not  a  lovely  woman,  was 
abhorrent  to  his  sense  of  self  love  and  propriety.  It  is 
true  he  had  no  special  objection  to  a  fixed  and  certain 
amount  of  lucre,  if  it  were  joined  to  ua  person  and  a 
smooth  dispose"  calculated  to  make  life  enjoyable. 
But  why  is  it,  that  in  a  majority  of  cases,  these  heir- 
eases  are  subjected  to  drawback  in  some  shape  or  an- 
other? Why  are  they  not  perfect  in  all  other  essen- 
tials as  well  as  in  the  money  department?  A  lady  in 
her  own  right,  or  in  honest  expectancy  worth  almost 
bar  weight  In  gold,  or  in  valuable  deeds,  bonds  and  va- 
rious sorts  of  conveyances,  may  have  hair  of  that  color 
which,  according  to  historians,  was  the  abomination 
of  the  Egyptians— her  temper  may  be  vinegarish— her 
disposition  haughty  and  proud,  and  of  that  cast  which 
prompts  the  wife  to  say,  "I  brought  you  all  the  money 
'  you  are  worth!"  This  suggestion  from  the  lips  of  a 
wife  has  a  tendency  to  obscure  the  most  radiant  per- 
sonal charms ;  it  makes  home,  or  a  boarding  house,  a 
thorough  prison;  it  embitters  those- moments  which 
ought  to  be  the  most  joyous  of  life,  and,  in  a  word,  it 
has  a  direct  purpose  to  transform  the  poor  imbecile 
hosband — if  he  ever  had  it  in  his  power  to  aspire  to  the 
character  of  a  man— it  transforms  him  into  a  brute ! 
We  have  known  this  to  be  the  case,  and  equivocation 
cannot  undo  us,  for  we  speak  in  this  matter  by  the 
card.  In  tome  cases  out  of  ten,  the  man  who  "  mar- 
ries a  fortune"  makes  a  palpable  miss,  instead  of  a  for- 
tunate hit. 

It  is  all  men's  office  to  speak  patience 
To  those  that  wring  under  the  load  of  sorrow, 
But  no  man's  virtue,  nor  sufficiency 
To  be  so  moral  when  he  shall  endure 
The  like  himself.       *       •       *       * 
Among  the  sciences  which  our  young  friend,  Mr. 
Wanderford,  had  attempted  to  master,  was  the  science 
of  humanity,  uthe  noblest  study  of  mankind."    He 
had  not  devoted  so  much  time  to  this  pleasing  and  in- 
structive research  as  to  neglect  the  greater  and  more 
important  business  of  his  life,  for  he  had  made  the 
daughters  of  Eve  a  lesson,  conned  principally  from 
books— from  law  books.    To  any  one  who  will  devote 
the  necessary  patience  and  time  to  the  perusal,  a  vast 
amount  of  instruction  and  amusement  will  accrue  from 
the  pages  of  the  books  containing  the  chancery  and 
law  reports  from  the  days  of  Alfred  down.    Here  we 
have  full  particulars  of  woman's  character,  not  painted 


with  Fancy's  pencil}  but  drawn  from  life,  neither  ex* 
tenuated  nor  set  down  in  malice,  but  solemn  authenti- 
cated truth. 

Virtue  is  ever  sowing  of  her  seeds 
In  the  watchful  study  of  the  scholar  1 
and  in  these  time  honored  books,  the  softer  sex  are 
portrayed  In  various  positions  and  under  every  possi- 
ble contingency,  where  virtue  or  "vice  may  have  sway. 
In  the  contests  for  estates,  the  title  to  property,  in 
cases  of  divorce,  either  as  principal  or  witness — we  can  • 
hardly  turn  a  page  wherein  women  are  not  as  much 
interested  as  are  men.  In  law  books,  therefore,  human 
nature  as  it  has  been  developed  in  various  ages  may 
be  very  profitably  studied.  But  it  is  not  intimated 
that  Mr.  Wanderford  had  only  seen  and  heard  of  the 
sex  in  the  books  of  his  profession.  We  would  not  give 
him  credit  overmuch.  In  every  part  of  the  country 
he  had  mingled  in  society,  and  was  sufficiently  vein 
to  believe  that  he  could  read  a  woman  with  much  the 
same  facility,  and  with  less  thought  than  was  neces- 
sary to  bestow  upon  any  abstruse  book.  But  whether 
his  opinions  in  this  behalf  can  meet  the  approbation 
of  others,  who  have  devoted  themselves  to  the  same 
study,  is  a  question.  This  science  "  the  noblest  study 
of  mankind,"  is  precisely  one  of  the  most  deceptive  in 
the  calender.  When  one  has  the  idea  that  he  under- 
stands the  mind  and  character  of  his  neighbor,  he  is 
more  than  likely  to  be  in  the  first  stages  of  his  study. 
Wanderford  had  gladly  consented  to  be  introduced  by 
his  experienced  married  friend  to  a  practical  young 
lady,  as  much  with  the  view  of  taking  another  lesson 
in  the  science  of  human  nature,  as  for  any  other  reason 
which  first  at  the  time  he  could  imagine.  Remote 
from  his  mind  was  any  idea  of  being  captivated  or 
caught,  for  he  had  been  many  times  in  perilous  situa- 
tions, and  flattered  himself  with  the  possession  of  un- 
common ability  in  escaping  from  any  vexation  of 
spirit  to  be  expected  from  a  pair  of  bright  eyes.  Lat- 
terly he  had  not  mingled  in  society,  but  under  the  im- 
pression that  he  was  advancing  in  his  profession  slow- 
ly and  surely,  he  had  measurably  despised  the  soft 
allurements  of  the  sex,  preserving  his  dignity  as  a 
learned  man,  and  pluming  himself  upon  his  exemp- 
tion from  the  frailties  of  his  fellows.  "  Who  can  con- 
trol his  fate  ?" 

Wanderford  accepted  the  offer  of  his  married  friend, 
and  in  his  company  made  a  first  call  at  the  house  of 
William  Slingerland,  Esq.,  a  gentleman  of  great  wealth, 
a  long  line  of  ancestors,  not  a  trifle  proud,  and  the 
father  of  some  eight  children,  four  of  whom  were 
daughters.  The  mansion  of  Mr.  Slingetland,  was  one 
of  the  most  elegant  and  tasteful  in  the  country.  Na- 
ture had  done  much,  and  all  the  appliances  of  art  had 
been  brought  into  requisition  to  beautify  and  adorn  the 
house  of  a  gentleman  who  "  lived  on  his  income." 
In  fact,  for  our  country,  it  seemed  worthy  to  be  called 
a  palace,  and  fit  for  the  residence  of  men  high  in  de- 
gree. Everything  which  comfort  or  luxury  could  de- 
mand was  to  be  met  with  in  and  around  the  residence 
of  Mr.  Slingerland. 

Mr.  Wanderford  having  been  presented  in  due  form 
and  after  the  most  approved  manner,  to  the  ladies  of 
the  household,  set  upon  the  task  of  making  himself  as 
agreeable  as  possible,  being  not  a  little  envious  of  a 
pleasant  reputation  wherever  he  permitted  himself  to 
take  the  necessary  steps  for  becoming  acquainted. 
The  evening  passed  very  delightfully,  and  the  parties 
had  encroached  nearly  upon  the  small  hours,  before 
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leave- taking  had  been  thought  necessary  aa  a  matter 
<of  course. 

(<  Well,  my  young  friend,  what  do  you  thlok  of  the 
sex  by  this*  time?"  was  the  inquiry  of  our  married 
man,  when  the  street  door  had  (airly  cloaed  upon  the 
guests. 

44  When  I  have  seen  more  of  the  specimens  presented 
to-night,  I  shall  be  better  qualified  to  express  an  opin- 
ion. At  present  I  think  they  will  do  very  well  with 
certain  stipulations." 

"  Stipulations !" 

"  Yes,  I  »aid  stipulations." 

"  Why,  my  dear  air,  you  speak  of  these  things  in  a 
truly  business  like  manner.  You  surely  have  not  the 
audacity  to  suppose  that  ladies  are  articles  to  be  traf- 
ficked for,  to  be  made  the  subject  of  bonds  and  deeds?" 

14  No,  not  precisely  as  you  understand  bonds  and 
deeds.  But  in  a'l  things,  whether  belonging  to  mar- 
riage or  other  relations,  the  old  saying  comes  timely 
Into  play :  "  business  is  business  ?" 

11 1  shall  not  attempt  to  dispute  such  a  self-evident 
and  universally  recognized  proposition;  but  in  the  pre- 
sent stage  of  our  negociations  I  cannot  appreciate  it? 
force  or  application.'7 

11  Very  well  at  present ;  on  some  future  occasion  you 
shall  be  made  thoroughly  au  fail  upon  the  force  and 
application.  I  flatter  myself  (I  say  it  with  humility.) 
that  a  man  with  only  half  an  eye  can  gather  much  food 
for  pleasant  thoughts  from  the  opera  ions  of  this  even 
ing.  In  any  event  you  must  accept  my  warmest  thanks 
for  an  introduction  to  such  an  amiable  family." 

14  So  then  you  are  gratified  ?•' 

11  Unqueai ion  «b'y :  what  nn  exquisite  voice  has  Miss 
Elizabeth  ?  and  what  a  skilful  musician  she  is  1" 

*4  Precisely  ;  ami  yet  she  makes  her  own  bonnrt9 !" 

"  And  entrenous;  did  you  observe  with  what  discre- 
tion and  judgment  she  spoke  of  the  poets  and  the  liler- 
atcurs  of  am-Lnt  and  modern  fame?" 

"  And  she  can  bake  as  excellent  bread  aa  ever  graced 
a  feast !» 

14  But  f  must  confess  I  did  not  fancy  the  learned  and 
doimatical  opinions  she  expressed  about  this  clerical 
controversy.  Women  ought  not  to  meddle  in  such 
miners.  4  In  the  religion  of  the  bible  there  is  a  beauty 
and  purity  which  commend  it  almost  instinctively  to 
the  enlightened  and  refined  intellect.'  As  such  I  re- 
joice to  see  our  wives  nud  sisters  participators  in  its 
blessings.  In  no  position  is  woman  more  beautiful 
than  when  bending  in  prayer.  But  from  these  petty 
quarrels  about  terms  and  'dogmas,'  and  the  political 
questions  of  the  day  which  divide  men  into  sects  and 
parties — women  ought  to  be  distinct  and  separate." 

"  And  I  am  credibly  informed  that  In  addition  to  all 
her  good  qualities— she  is  one  of  the  best  practical 
housewives  in  the  compass  of  all  our  eovcrelgnticF.*1 
That  intelligent  lady  can  *bake  and  brew,  wash  and 
mend  !*  Perhaps  It  Is  not  dignified ;  but  yet  she  can 
and  will  do  all  these  menial  services.  Is  she  any  the 
less  worthy  of  admiration?" 

11  Not  a  jot,  my  good  fiiend.  On  the  contrary,  from 
what  I  have  seen  and  heard  this  evening,  1  think  Mi-s 
Elizabeth  U  just  one  of  that  class  who,  without  the 
useful  and  homely  accomplishments  which  seem  to 
fill  yon  attention,  would  serve  to  make  any  man  a 
most  excellent  wife.  Besidt  s,  in  her  posi  Ion  I  cannot 
appreciate  the  necessity  of  knowing  how  to  make  and 
mend,  to  brew  and  bake.  Poor  girls  should  under- 
stand these  matters,  for  to  them  they  are  absolutely  in- 


dispensable. But  the  subject  of  our  present  considera- 
tion s  haa  all  the  means  aod  appliances  of  wealth." 

14  That  is  very  true  at  present ;  but  there  Is  yet  aa* 
other  homely  and  proveibial  s*)ing  about  4  the  wings 
of  lichee.'  According  to  all  ap|>earances,  and  the  re- 
putation furnished  by  the  woild,  Mr.  Slingerland  is 
possessed  of  unknown  wealth.  Yet  it  may  happen 
that  time  will  disappoint  the  promise  of  the  present— 
he  may  even  now  be  a  poor  man.  Appearances  ait 
deceitful }  (for  all  men  live  by  seeming.' " 

14  Well,  if  I  thought— but  no  matter.  It  is  well  to  en- 
joy the  present  hour,  nor  anticipate  unpleasant  event?." 

If  we  can  sleep,  says  Franklin,  without  dreaming, 
it  fs  well  that  painful  dreams  are  avoided.  If,  while 
we  sleep,  we  can  have  any  pleating  dream*,  it  is  aa  the 
French  say, /an/ gagnt^  so  much  added  to  the  pleasure 
of  life.  Wanderford  gained  much  In  his  dreams— for 
in  those  forgetful  hours  everything  was  well  and  pros- 
perous with  him.  His  '4  cage,"  or  office,  which  had 
been  accessible  only  by  mounting  three  flights  of  stairs, 
was  now  on  a  first  floor  front.  The  vacant  walls  had 
given  place  to  elegant  cases,  well  stored  with  valuable 
and  costly  books,  and  from  morning  till  ni-ht  his  eyes 
were  greeted  with  the  pleasing  view  of  suitors  aod 
clients  in  crowds.  These  dreams  were  heavenly  I  aod 
then,  too,  he  was  conscious  of  the  peculiar  emotions 
resulting  from  a  most  brilliant  forensic  effort  in  a  case 
of  vast  importance.  He  had  the  satisfaction  ot  reading 
a  most  glowing  description  of  the  proceedings  in  court, 
and  more  than  all,  /its  argument  was  spoken  of  in  such 
terms  of  piaise,  that  he  almost  felt  his  face  suffused 
with  a  lawyet's  blush ! 

That  sober  wakefulness  and  reality  should  have  the 
power  to  difpel  such  visions! 

Wanderford  uas  sitting  as  usual  in  his  office  with 
the  last  volume  of  Hill's  reports  open  before  him,  aod 
any  one  might  have  supposed  his  mind  to  be  deeply 
intent  thereon.  But  he  was  thinking  over  the  events 
of  the  last  evening  and  uttering  involuntary  blessings 
upon  the  deceptive  nature  of  ditams.  He  could  not 
blame  sleep  on  this  account,  for  it  seemed  that  he  had 
been  olten  dreaming  with  open  eyes.  He  was  par- 
tially aroused  from  his  position  by  a  knock  at  the  door 
of  his  office,  and  a  gentleman  of  business  (fortunate 
sight !)  entered  the  quiet  room. 

41  Pray  be  seated  sir." 

44 Mr.  Wanderford  1  believe?— I  have  been  recom- 
mended to  call  on  you  in  relation  to  an  investment  I 
am  desirous  to  make  upon  bond  and  mortgage.  The 
property  appears,  from  what  1  know  at  present,  to  be 
valuable;  and  I  think  I  may  make  the  loan  asked  for, 
with  safely.  I  wish  you  to  make  the  necessary  and 
usual  searches  of  title,  and  if  you  should  be  satisfied 
upon  that  point,  you  will  be  good  enough  to  draft  the 
required  papers." 

The  onchor  of  hope  with  a  long  cable  of  patience, 
has  at  length  found  bottom!  thought  our  young  dis- 
ciple of  Blackstone  as  he  replied, 

44  It  will  afford  me  pleasure  to  be  of  service  to  yon, 
sir." 

44  Thank !  you,  sir.  You  will  learn  the  position  and 
description  of  the  property  by  referring  to  this  map  and 
paper  which  I  will  leave  in  your  possession.  By  the 
day  offer  to-morrow,  I  will  coll  on  you ;  and  hope  the 
papers  will  be  in  readiness.  Good  morning  sir:'*  and 
the  business  gentleman  took  his  leave. 

Wanderford  had  not  passed  along  without  having 
some  business  to  lighten  the  weariness  of  the  com- 
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mencemeot  of  a  professional  life;  but  such  a  task  as 
had  been  placed  in  his  hands  that  moment,  seemed 
really  to  promise  the  dawning  or  a  more  auspicious 
perljj.  I:  sounded  U&y  \o  t#e  ;o!i  aboa:  search^ 
after  titles,  bonds  and  deeds;  there  was  in  the  employ- 
ment itself  a  certain  "  relish  of  the  ealtness  of  time," 
which  savored  highly  of  magnificent  fees,  and  dignifi- 
ed employment.  There  was  in  this  description  of 
business  none  of  that  small  and  trifling  fagging-out  of 
one's  mental  and  corporeal  energies,  in  the  thankless 
service  demanded  of  a  professional  mon  who  practices 
In  the  minor  courts,  or  about  the  prisons.  In  fact  this 
task  was  precisely  of  that  species  of  which  Wander- 
ford  was  specially  desirous  and  envious. 

While  engaged  In  looking  over  the  records  in  search 
of  the  title  to  the  property,,Wanderford,  much  to  hi* 
astonish  men  t,  of  en  saw  Mr.  Slingeiland's  name.  This 
happened  in  the  records  of  mortgages  nnd  judgments 
more  frequently  than  comported  with  his  view  of  what 
a  "rich  man"  should  permit ;  and  with  reference  to  the 
object  of  his  search,  he  found  the  present  title  to  rest 
without  encumbrance  in  Mr.  Slingerland ;  so  that  it 
seemed  he  was  about  to  place  another  most  valuable 
piece  of  property  in  that  situation  where  by  a  fore- 
closure in  accordance  with  law,  it  mi^ht  pass  from 
him  and  his  forever!  and  yet  this  was  not  partictilaily 
a  matter  which,  just  at  the  time,  was  of  any  special  in- 
terest to  him.  Prospectively  it  was  of  importance.  It 
might  be,  however,  that  Mr.  Slingerland  was  so  very 
wealthy,  as  ho  had  the  reputation  of  being,  that  a 
mortgage  for  twenty  thousand  dollars  upon  property 
worth  double  the  sum,  would  be  a  trifle,  not  worthy  of 
a  moment's  serious  consideration.  It  is?  a  pleasant 
thing  to  be  the  owner  of  a  bit  of  land,  or  a  pile  of  bricks 
and  mortar,  upon  the  security  of  which  the  small  sum 
of  twenty  thousand  dollars  can  be  had  in  an  emer- 
gency. Many  men  think  so.  There  aro  few  who  can 
bless  themselves  with  such  a  consoling  reflection. 
Wanderford  had  not  been  a  sufficiently  long  time  in 
the  maxes  of  legal  business  to  understand  that  a  gen- 
tleman "  living  on  his  income,"  might  be  in  mortgages 
«p  to  his  eyes,  and  yet  pass  for  a  rich  man.  It  seemed 
to  him  that  there  was  a  decaying  symptom  in  the  body 
of  any  business,  which  required  so  many  sncri6ces  of 
money  to  keep  it  vigorous.  However,  these  were 
matters  foreign  to  his  present  pursuit. 

His  search  completed,  the  necessary  papers  were 
drafted,  and  the  eyes  of  the  young  practitioner  were 
gratified  with  the  view  of  a  check,  for  an  amount  large 
enough  to  pay  his  office  rent  for  a  year!  It  was  not 
less  gratifying  than  astonishing— surh  unusual  gen- 
erosity In  the  requital  of  services.  His  client  upon 
leaving  his  office  with  the  papers,  assured  him  that  at 
an  early  day,  he  should  have  occasion  to  require  his 
professional  aid  in  various  business  transactions,  and 
should  be  happy  moreover  to  be  the  medium  of  intro- 
ducing other  valuable  clients ! 

Wanderford  sat  down  in  his  offico  with  a  bounding 
heart— for  he  was  conscious  of  that  real  pleasure  flow- 
ing from  money  honestly  and  laudably  earned.  Here 
was  a  small  sum,  and  yet  a  large  one ;  for  he  was  more 
than  paid  for  the  tabor  he  had  expended  in  the  service 
of  his  client.  But  he  had  earned  the  money.  It  was 
Dot  an  inheritance  nolens  rofens,  but  the  lawful  pay 
ment  for  time  a'td  labor  expended  in  his  profession 
No  one  who  has  not  received  a  first  fee,  however  small, 
can  Imagine  the  pleasant  sensations  arising  therefrom. 
The  Jlrtt  success  after  years  devoted  to  preparation 


and  study,  is  perhaps  the  most  agreeable  reward  expe- 
rienced by  a  professional  man  in  his  whole  caieer. 
This  success  caused  Wanderford  to  redouble  his  exer* 
:iens  ;  It  imparled  r.a.v  energy  :«.  &U  3C'J^r.9,  ar.i  not 
many  weeks  had  passed  away  ere  he  found  himself  al- 
most overwhelmed  with  business.  His  calls  at  the  re- 
sidence of  Mr.  Slingerland,  originating  more  from  cu- 
tiosity  than  from  any  desire  to  be  considered  one  mo- 
ving in  society,  were  become  frequent  and  exceeding- 
ly agreeable.  Without  entering  very  minutely  into 
those  details  so  well  known  to  people  who  have  at 
anytime  "  fancied  each  other,"  it  is  enough  to  say  that 
after  the  lapse  of  a  reasonable  time  Mr.  Wanderford 
wns  actually  conscious  of  a  sentiment  nearly  allied  to 
love.  Notwithstanding  all  his  excellent  qualities  of 
head  and  heart,  no  member  of  the  profession  was  more 
diffident  in  his  nature.  The  object  of  his  passion  must 
have  perceived  this— for  she  permitted  no  occasion  to 
pass  without  intimating  in  very  intelligible  modes  that 
he  might  make  Wis  declaration  in  this  suit,  without  fear 
of  a  demurrer  or  an  adverse  plea.  But  Eliza  was  a  du- 
tiful child  ;  and  when  Wanderford  had  the  courage  to 
express  his  sentiments,  he  was  referred  in  the  most 
kind  and  amiable  manner. to  Mr.  Slingerland.  This 
was  somewhat  of  a  refrigeration,  for  with  one  or  two 
exceptions,  it  bad  never  been  his  fortune  to  be  thrown 
into  contact  Vilih  the  gentleman  who  •*  lived  on  his  in- 
come," and  he  was  doubtful  about  the  reception  he 
might  meet. 

The  chlefest  action  for  a  man  of  spirit  is  never  to  br 
out  of  action,  and  Wanderford  having  bestowed  a  rea- 
sonable amount  of  reflection  upon  the  subject  engros- 
sing the  greater  portion  of  his  attention,  resolved  to 
get  over  a  serious  looking  obstacle  in  the  easiest  pos- 
sible manner.  He  addressed  a  studied  letter  to  the 
father  of  *'  his  E'izabeth,"  setting  forth  at  somfflengih 
his  anxiety  to  become  a  member  of  his  household. 
Some  days  elapsed  after  his  letter  had  been  regularly 
delivered  according  to  its  address,  when  about  the  hour 
of  twelve,  the  father  of  "his  Elizabeth"  honored  the 
office  of  Mr.  Wanderford  with  a  visit.  He  proved  to 
be  a  most  Inquisitive  gentleman,  and  expressed  a  lau- 
dob!e  desire  to  be  informed  of  the  grounds  upon  which 
a  suitor  for  the  favor  might  stand.  Like  a  practical 
man,  as  It  seemed  he  was,  he  wished  to  know  how 
Mr.  Wanderford  proposed  to  support  himself,  not  to 
say  anything  of  the  expense  he  must  undergo  as  a 
married  man.  In  a  word  he  wished  to  know  all  about 
the  business.  Wanderford  replied  to  all  the  interroga- 
tors as  best  he  might.  He  to'd  Mr.  Slingerland  of 
some  things  already  known  to  him;  such  for  example 
as  that  he  was  regularly  admitted  to  the  bar,  and  li- 
censed to  practice  in  all  the  courts— that  he  depen- 
ded entirely  on  his  own  exertions— that  the  success  of 
such  exertions  was  mainly  dependent  on  the  number 
and  capabilities  of  his  clients — that  just  at  the  present 
time,  like  alt  of  hi.*  profession  in  the  early  days  of  a 
business  life,  he  was  compelled  to  struggle  manfully 
against  n  variety  of  vexations — that  he  was  poor,  and 
many  other  scrap*  of  information  calculated  to  con- 
vince any  reasonable  mind  that  o'  a*l  men  he  was  per- 
haps in  the  n<o*t  un  prop  it  o  s  situation  to  contract 
the  proposed  alliance.    Ve»  h°  was  In  lov<  ! 

Mr.  Slingerland  heard  hfm  with  commendable  pa- 
tience, and  was  plensed  to  assure  Mr.  Wanderford, 
that  under  ordinary  circumstances,  and  with  prudent 
v|ew%  nothing  could  give  him  more  pleasure  than  to 
accept  the  flattering  proposal  5  but  his  solicitude  lor 
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the  welfare  and  happiness  of  his  daughter,  added  to  his 
desire  not  to  embarrass  the  rising  fortunes  of  Mr. 
Wanderford,  must  form  his  excuse  for  giving  a  most 
distinct  and  positive  negative.  It  was  painful,  yet  he 
knew  that  Mr.  Wanderford's  good  sense  would  readily 
acquiesce  in  the  propriety  and  prudence  of  the  decision. 
He  sincerely  hoped  however  that  this  decision  would 
not  have  the  effect  to  prevent  the  friendly  and  social 
intercourse  with  his  family,  which  he  understood  had 
heretofore  been  entertained.  When  Mr.  Slingerland 
had  taken  his  leave,  Wanderford  mentally  abjured  all 
intercourse  with  society  except  in  the  way  of  business. 
He  would  have  married  Miss  Slingerland  on  the  in 
slant,  but  he  was  well  assured  of  her  thorough  disap- 
proval of  any  such  step  in  opposition  to  the  wishes  ol 
a  father  who  had  made  her  his  idol  from  her  youth  up 
to  womanhood.  Although  he  was  a  strenuous  advo- 
cate of  law  and  order,  he  would  have  carried  an  elope- 
ment, but  he  knew  the  principal  party  would  not  con- 
sent In  the  first  hours  of  desire  and  disappointment 
he  would  have  committed  almost  any  rash  or  violent 
act  to  possess  himself  of  the  treasure  he  had  so  long 
coveted.  But  he  resolved  wisely  to  put  a  bridle  upon 
the  headstrong  passions  which  agitated  him,  and  let 
events  shape  themselves  after  their  own  fashion.  He 
was  almost  furious  against  the  decision  of  Mr.  Slinger- 
land, and  although  he  could  not  but  acknowledge  its 
justice,  he  would  not  see  the  benefit  of  it.  He  sought 
his  friend,  poured  the  cup  of  his  sorrows  into  his  ear, 
made  him  his  confidant,  and  asked  his  advice.  As  is 
ever  the  case  this  friend  spoke  of  patience,  the  lapse  ol 
time,  the  constancy  of  a  flection,  and  all  those  other 
matters  so  easily  spoken,  but  followed  with  so  much 
difficulty.  And  as  a  salve  to  his  wounded  hopes,  he 
intrusted  an  important  matter  to  his  direction,  and 
flattered  him  with  brilliant  promises  of  what  be  would 
do  for  him  by  means  of  his  influence  among  men  ol 
business.  And  the  date  of  his  failure  in  the  negotia- 
tiation  with  Mr.  Slingerland  proved  to  be  the  begin- 
ning of  a  new  order  of  things  in  his  business  rela- 
tions; for  from  that  time  he  had  more  claims  upon  his 
attention  than  he  could  master.  He  was  gradually 
making  his  way  to  the  possession  of  a  competence,  it 
not  to  fortune.  He  became  celebrated  at  the  bar,  he 
won  a  reputation ;  and  upon  the  strength  of  this  his 
business  was  more  than  flourishing. 

Of  Mr.  Slingerland  and  his  family  he  saw  but  little. 
Occasionally  he  made  a  call  of  ceremony,  but  from  no 
word  or  act  could  any  indication  of  hh  disappoint- 
ment be  drawn.  Time  rolled  on  :  Mr.  Slingerland  had 
Invested  large  sums  of  money  in  profitless  and  ruinous 
speculations,  and  there  were  rumors  beginning  to  be 
heard  that  he  was  sorely  pressed  to  meet  his  payments, 
albeit  he  was  a  very  rich  man.  In  fact  such  was  the 
difficulty  of  his  position  that  he  was  eventually  una- 
ble to  meet  the  instalments  of  interest,  due  upon  some 
of  his  bonds.  Mr.  Wanderford's  client,  who  had  loan- 
ed him  twenty  thousand  dollars,  was  a  very  kind  and 
amiable  man,  and  yet  he  was  desirous  of  becoming 
the  owner  of  the  mortgaged  property,  which  In  his 
eyes  had  a  peculiar  value.  He  was  therefore  unusual 
]y  urgent  as  to  the  payment  of  the  interest  money. 
When  he  ascertained  that  this  was  not  forthcoming 
according  to  the  condition  of  the  bond,  he  gave  Mr. 
Wanderford  instructions  to  take  the  steps  necesssary 
for  a  foreclosure  of  the  mortgage.  Perhaps  it  was  cul 
,  pable  in  him  not  to  follow  the  directions  of  his  client 
without  delay— but  he  addressed  a  note  to  Mr.  Slin- 


gerland, with  a  view  to  prevent  the  saciifice  of  i 
valuable  property,  and  was  a  second  time,  under  differ- 
ent circumstances,  honored  with  a  call  ftom  the  man 
who  "  lived  on  his  income."  There  was  a  sensible 
difference  in  his  manner  and  tone.  He  begged  for  a 
little  time  "  to  turn  round"— and  stated,  that  at  the 
moment,  he  did  not  for  his  life  know  how  or  where  to 
raise  the  small  amount  due  as  interest.  Should  the 
fact  of  this  foreclosure  become  known  it  would  jeopar- 
dize his  all.  Wanderford  sympathized  with  him  hear- 
tily, but  was  compelled  to  assure  him  that  his  instruc- 
tions were  explicit  and  positive,  and  that  he  was  even 
then  acting  in  bad  faith  with  his  client.  One  course 
suggested  itself.  Mr.  Wanderford  had  in  bank  a  small 
amount  of  money ;  not  much,  but  sufficient  to  dis- 
charge the  existing  liability  ;  if  Mr.  Slingerland  would 
avail  himself  of  it  he  might  do  so  and  welcome,  giv- 
ing his  promissory  note  as  a  memorandum. 

Here  was  a  position  for  a  gentleman  who  "lived on 
his  income  !"  But  under  the  circumstances  he  was 
truly  grateful,  and  accepted  the  generous  offer  with 
alacrity,  assuring  his  "  young  fiiend"  that  he  should 
not  be  a  loser  by  the  transaction.  u  Want  makes 
strange  bedfellows,"  and  the  cramps  of  business  are 
potent  in  softening  the  tempers  of  the  most  proud  and 
stubborn.  The  difficulty  was  passed,  and  Mr.  Slinger- 
land at  home,  snugly  seated  in  his  arm-chair,  could 
not  refrain  in  the  fullness  of  his  hesrt  from  dwelling  at 
some  length,  and  with  apparent  pleasure,  upon  the 
self  denial  and  generosity  displayed  by  the  "  young 
shark."  He  spoke  of  the  loan  of  two  thousand  dollars 
in  such  perilous  times  upon  no  other  security  than  a 
promissory  note,  as  being  in  his  opinion  a  moat  bold 
venture.  His  wife  and  daughter,  not  so  well  versed  in 
business  as  himself,  regarded  the  lender  in  the  most 
favorable  light,  and  Miss  Elizabeth  vowed  in  her  heart 
that  "  let  pa  say  what  he  pleased,  she  would  many 
Mr.  Wanderford  if  she  ever  had  another  opportunity  P' 

The  other  opportunity  was  not  far  distant ;  for  Wan- 
derford being  in  a  situation  to  afford  the  expense  and 
vexation  of  marriage,  renewed  his  application  to  Mr. 
Slingerland,  and  received  his  unqualified  and  willing 
approval  In  the  course  of  time,  snd  before  the  day 
set  apart  for  the  celebration  of  the  nuptials,  the  clouds 
that  for  a  time  had  obscured  the  sun  of  prosperity 
were  rolled  away,  and  Mr.  Slingerland  was  in  fact  once 
more  a  man  of  wealth,  and  really  "  living  on  his  in- 
come."   His  property  was  released  from  encumbrance. 

On  the  morning  of  his  marriage  a  package  was  pla- 
ced in  the  hands  of  Wanderford,  and  he  was  not  less 
amazed  than  gratified  at  the  sight  of  a  deed  of  gilt 
conveying  in  due  form  to  him  and  his  heirs  forever, 
the  very  identical  property  he  had  once  saved,  if  not 
by  equity  of  redemption,  at  least  by  the  equity  of  gen- 
erosity and  magnanimity. 
New  York,  May,  1844. 


Reading. — Reading,  says  Lord  Bacon,  serves  for 
delight,  for  ornament,  and  for  ability;  it  perfects  na- 
ture, and  is  perfected  by  experience.  The  crafty  con- 
tempt it,  the  simple  admire  it,  snd  the  wise  use  it. 
Reading  makes  a  full  man,  conference  a  ready  one, 
and  writing  an  exact  man.  He  that  writes  little,  needs 
a  great  memory;  he  that  confers  little,  a  present  wit; 
and  he  that  reads  a  little,  needs  much  cunning  to  make 
him  stem  to  know  that  which  he  does  not. 
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THE  BLIND  BEGGARS. 

BT   A.&THUB  MOH.BBLL. 

By  the  side  of  the  busy  thoroughfare 

Sat  a  beggar  old  and  weak ; 
Pew  and  thin  were  his  locks  of  hoary  hair, 

And  wrinkled  his  brow  and  cheek ; 
Outstretch'd  was  his  wither' d  and  feeble  hand, 

Trembling  like  a  leaf  in  the  wind; 
I  sigh'd  as  the  mournful  face  I  scann'd— 

For  the  poor  old  man  was  blind. 

Oh,  bright  was  the  day,  and  many  a  fair 

And  beauteous  form  went  by; 
Full  many  a  happy  face  was  there — 

Joy  beam'd  in  every  eye ; 
Yet  they  heeded  not  the  outstretch'd  hand 

Of  the  beggar  they  left  behind; 
And  I  sigh'd  again,  as  his  face  I  scann'd— 

For  the  poor  old  man  was  blind. 

Now  a  man  of  wealth,  moving  proudly  by, 

Unconsciously  nears  the  spot; 
Now  he  hears  at  his  feet  th*  imploring  sigh, 

But,  oh,  shame  1  he  heeds  it  not. 
And  onward  he  moves  to  his  princely  hail, 

The  comforts  of  life  to  find ; 
Tet  he  heedeth  not  the  poor  beggar's  call, 

And  that  beggar,  too,  is  blind. 

The  next  that  I  mark'd  was  a  playful  child— 

She  was  bright  as  a  summer's  day; 
She  paused— something  fell  in  the  old  man's  hand, 

Then  lightly  she  trip'd  away. 
Heaven's  choicest  blessings  for  aye  attend 

The  path  of  a  child  thus  kind ! 
There's  a  hand  above  will  reward  the  friend 

Of  the  old,  the  lame,  the  blind. 

Thither  stray'd  I  again,  by  pity  led, 

But  the  beggar  I  saw  no  more ; 
I  learn'd  that  the  poor  old  man  was  dead — 

He  had  died  but  the  day  before. 
Now  a  feeble  young  boy  was  in  the  place 

That  the  old  man  had  left  behind ; 
And  I  sigh'd  as  I  viewM  his  mournful  face, 

Fur,  alas  1  he,  too,  was  blind. 

"Oh,  my  poor  grandpapa  lies  cold  and  dead, 

And  my  mother  she  mourns  by  his  side ; 
No  friends  had  we— no  fire — no  bread— 

The  day  my  poor  grandpa  died. 
Oh,  the  day  was  cold,  it  was  bitter  cold, 

And  loud  howl'd  the  northern  wind; 
But  our  sad  tale  is  not  yet  ali  told— 

My  poor  mother,  too,  is  blind." 

With  a  faltering  lip  and  feeble  breath, 

Thus  the  boy  his  story  told ; 
But  his  mother  and  he  now  sleep  in  death, 

By  the  side  of  the  beggar  old. 
Oh.  this  i9  a  cold,  unfeeling  world — 

Few  indeed  to  the  poor  are  kind ; 
But  there  is  another  and  better  land. 

Where  those  three  are  no  longer  blind. 


The  following  article  is  from  an  old  Philadelphia  mag- 
azine published  thirty  years  ago. 
ORIGIN  OF  THE  GRAY  MARE  BEING  THK 
BETTER  HORSE. 

I  had  lately  the  pleasure  of  passing  a  very  agreeable 
evening  in  a  mixed  company  ot  both  sexes,  where  the 
conversation  happening  to  turn  upon  the  propriety  of 
that  power  which  men  usually  arrogate  to  themselves 
of  ruling  over  their  wives  with  despotic  swny,  a  young 
lady  of  wit  and  humor,  then  present,  replied,  "it  might 
possibly  be  so  sometimes,  but  much  oftener  the  gray 
mare  is  the  better  horse!"  and  very  obligingly  entertain- 
ed the  company  with  the  following  account  of  the  rise 
of  that  proverbial  saying,  which  is  made  use  of  when 
a  woman  governs  her  husband. 

A  gentleman  of  a  certain  county  in  England  having 
married  a  young  lady  of  considerable  fortune,  and  with 
many  other  charms,  yet  fiudiog,  in  a  very  short  time, 
that  she  was  of  a  high  domineering  spirit,  and  always 
contending  to  be  mistress  of  him  and  his  family,  he 
was  resolved  to  part  with  her.  Accordingly  he  west 
to  her  father  and  told  bim  he  found  his  daughter  of 
such  a  temper,  and  he  was  so  heartily  tired  of  her,  that 
if  he  would  take  her  home  again,  he  would  return  eve- 
ry penny  of  her  fortune. 

The  old  gentleman  having  inquired  into  the  cause  of 
his  complaint,  asked  him  "why  he  should  be  more  dis- 
quieted at  it  than  any  other  married  man,  since  It  wis 
the  common  case  with  them  all,  and  consequently  no 
more  than  he  ought  to  have  expected  when  he  entered 
into  the  marriage  state?"  The  young  gentleman  de- 
sired to  be  excused,  If  he  said  he  was  so  far  from  giv- 
ing his  assent  to  this  assertion,  that  he  thought  him- 
self more  unhappy  than  any  other  man,  as  his  wife  hid 
a  spirit  no  way  to  be  quelled ;  and  as  moat  certainljr 
no  man,  who  had  a  sense  of  right  and  wrong,  could 
ever  submit  to  be  governed  by  his  wife. 

"Son,"  said  the  old  man,  "you  are  but  little  ac- 
quainted with  the  world,  If  yon  do  not  know  that  all 
women  govern  their  husbands,  though  not  all,  indeed* 
by  the  same  method.  However,  to  end  all  dispute* 
between  us,  I  will  put  what  I  have  said  on  this  proof; 
if  you  are  willing  to  try  It :  1  have  five  horses  In  my 
stable ;  you  shall  harness  these  to  a  cart,  In  which  I 
shall  put  a  basket  containing  one  hundred  eggs;  and 
if,  in  passing  through  the  county,  and  making  a  strict 
inquiry  into  the  truth  or  falsehood  of  my  assertion,  and 
leaving  a  horse  at  the  house  of  every  man  who  is  mas- 
ter of  his  famUy,  and  an  egg  only  where  the  win  go- 
verns, you  will  find  your  eggs  gone  before  your  horses, 
I  hope  you  will  then  think  your  own  case  net  i 
mon,  but  will  be  contented  to  go  home,  and  look  t 
your  own  wife  as  no  worse  than  her  neighbors.  If,  on 
the  other  hand,  your  horses  are  gone  first,  I  will  cake 
my  daughter  back  again,  and  you  shall  keep  her  fef* 
tune. 

This  proposal  was  too  advantageous  to  be  rejected* 
our  young  married  man,  therefore,  set  out  with  great 
eagerness  to  get  rid,  as  he  thought,  of  hie  horses  and 
his  wife. 

At  the  first  house  he  came  to,  he  heard  a  woman, 
with  a  shrill  and  angry  voice,  call  to  her  husband  to  go 
to  the  door.  Here  he  left  an  egg,  you  may  be  sure, 
without  making  further  inquiry;  at  the  next  he  met 
with  something  of  the  same  kind ;  and  at  every  house, 
in  short,  until  bis  eggs  were  almost  gone,  when  he  ar- 
rived at  the  seat  of  a  gentleman  of  family  and  figure  tn 
the  county.    He  knocked  at  the  door,  and  Inquiring** 
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the  master  of  the  bouse,  was  told  by  a  servant  that  his 
master  was  not  yet  siining,  but.  it*  he  pleased  to  walk 
la,  his  lady  was  in  the  parlor.  The  lady,  with  gnat 
complaisance,  desired  him  to  seat  himself,  and  said,  ii 
bis  business  was  very  urgent,  she  would  wake  her  nut- 
band  to  let  him  know  it,  but  had  much  rather  not  dis- 
turb him. 

"Why,  really,  madam,"  said  he,  "my  business  is 
only  to  ask  a  question,  which  you  can  solve  as  well  as 
your  husband,  if  you  will  be  ingenuous  with  me.  You 
will,  doubtless,  think  it  odd,  and  it  may  be  deemed  im- 
polite fur  any  one^  much  more  a  stranger,  to  ask  such  a 
question;  but  as  a  very  considerable  wager  depends 
upon  if,  and  it  may  be  some  advantage  to  yourself  to 
declare  the  truth  to  me,  1  hope  these  considerations 
"Villi  plead  my  excuse.  It  is,  madam,  to  desire  to  be 
Informed  whether  you  govern  your  husband,  or  he  rules 
over  you  7" 

44 indeed,  sir,"  replied  the  lady,  ••this  question  is 
rather  odd  *  but,  as  I  think  no  one  ought  to  be  ashamed 
of  doing  their  duty,  I  shall  make  no  scruple  to  say  that 
I  have  always  been  proud  to  obey  my  husband  in  all 
things;  but,  if  a  woman's  own  word  is  to  be  suspected 
in  such  a  case,  let  him  answer  for  me,  for  here  he 
comes." 

The  gentleman  at  that  moment  entering  the  room, 
and,  after  some  apologies,  being  made  acquainted  with 
the  business,  confirmed  every  word  his  obedient  wife 
bad  reported  in  her  own  favor ;  upon  which  he  was  in- 
cited to  choose  which  horse  in  the  team  he  liked  best, 
and  to  accept  of  it  as  a  present. 

A  black  gelding  struck  the  fancy  of  the  gentleman 
most;  but  the  lady  desired  he  would  choose  the  gray 
mare,  which  she  thought  would  be  very  fit  for  her  side- 
aaddle;  her  husband  gave  substantial  reasons  why  the 
black  horse  would  be  most  useful  to  them;  but  madam 
•till  persisted  in  her  claim  to  the  gray  mare. 

44  What !"  she  exclaimed,  "  and  will  you  not  take  her, 
then?  But  I  say  you  shall;  for  I  am  sure  the  gray 
mare  is  much  the  better  horse.** 

M  Well,  my  dear,"  replied  the  husband,  "if  it  must 
bean » 

"You  must  take  an  eg*,"  replied  the  sen  tleman  car- 
ter, "and  I  must  take  all  my  horses  back  again,  and 
I  must  endeavor  to  live  happy  with  my  wife." 

EENO  POHTFOUO. 


LOCAL  8EETCHE8. 

An  unfortunate  son  of  the  Emerald  Isle  has  lately 
crossed  our  path,  whose  forlorn  appearance  excited 
our  sympathies,  and  whose  mental  capabilities  could 
not  but  attract  our  respectful  notice.  We  know  no- 
thing of  his  history  or  of  his  real  merits,  but  be  his 
merits  large  or  small,  we  will  endeavor  what  we  can 
to  minister  to  his  jrood.  He  is  suffering  from  physical 
derangement  of  his  system,  and  almost  entire  destitu- 
tion of  pecuniary  resources;  and  yet  he  Fits  down 
and  writes  such  a  sketch  as  here  follows,  evincing 
graphic  powers  of  description,  ready  use  of  language, 
and  much  of  the  depth  of  human  sympathy.  W," 
ahould  not  he  surprized  if  our  readers  should  hereafter 
bscome  better  acquainted  with  him. 

The  Battery  at  Evening.  Night,  and  Morning. 

BT  J    8..  A  BOW  OF  TBI  IM1RALD  18 LB 

Though  art  has  not  been  sufficiently  munlficient. 
nature  has  made  the  battery  the  most  delightful  retreat 
that  adorns  any  city  in  the  union.    Not  only  the  beauty 


of  the  scene  it  presents  gives  food  to  the  meditative 
mind,  but  the  variety  of  characters  which  resort  ihera 
moves  thephilanthropistandphiloepner  with  sympathy 
pleasure,  pain  aud  pity. 

The  moon  seems  gliding  fast  amidst  a  host  of  twink- 
ling stars,  yet  makes  no  headway,  and  thin  fleecy 
clouds,  like  the  light  covering  of  some  fashionable 
danseuse,  endeavor  in  vain  to  hide  her  shape  and 
beauty.  The  oars  of  many  boa:s  rise  from  the  water, 
and  bright  topaz  drops  fall  from  them.  The  walk*  am 
crowded  with  beauty,  fashion  and  aristocracy— spruce, 
long  haired,  dry-goods  clerks,  and  the  cream  of  board- 
ing houses,  who  meditate  a  treat  at  Castle  Garden. 
Along  the  benches  sit  a  mo'ly  group— ted  thaw  led 
Irish  servant  girls  in  care  of  unruly  children— *  bite 
frocked  colored  ones,  accompanied  by  their  Sambos, 
bursting  in  light  kneed  pants  and  small  dress  coat*. 
There  stands  a  ring  of  chattering  politicians,  settling 
the  affairs  of  the  nation  ;  making  it  no  longer  a  mystety 
why  one  party  won  and  another  lost.  A  Utile  further 
on  is  a  knot  of  mustachioed  French  or  Italians,  shrug- 
ging up  their  shoulders  and  puffing  ihtir  serais.  Here 
are  two  leaning  against  the  rails  and  gazing  on  tha 
waters,  who  seem  alone  in  the  midst  of  many.  Aie 
they  unhappy  ?  The  crowd  passes  by  Kn noticed,  nor 
does  that  rocket,  which  is  the  brightest,  highest  and 
most  varied  in  its  colors,  attract  their  attention,  though 
all  around  exclaim  "  beautiful."  No,  the  joy  knowo 
only  by  the  young,  and  that  but  once,  ia  theirs. 

I  see  the  quiet,  almost  melancholy  look  of  pleasure, 
which  spiingRfrom  deep  seated  gratification,  light  up  her 
countenance,  and  the  pride  of  returned  affection  in  hia 
smile.  Long  pent-up  feeling  has  had  its  vent  in  words 
few,  bro  en,  and  incoherent ;  but  peihaps  of  more  im- 
portance to  those  two,  in  the  twin  selfishness  of  love, 
than  the  rise  and  fall  of  empires. 

There  glides  the  wary  lynx-eyed  pickpocket,  feeling 
for  his  prey,  and  near  him  struts  well  dressed  vulgarity 
with  the  sauntering  6teady  man  of  substance,  immers- 
ed in  calculation.  The  courtezan,  with  dreadful  efforts 
to  attract,  sweeps  by  the  innocent  beamy  Look  around 
—faces  of  all  casts,  all  colors  meet  your  view.  Such 
is  the  battery  on  a  summer's  evening. 

The  night  draws  on  apace,  and  the  chilling  dew  falla 
heavily.  The  lights  go  out  in  Casile  Garden,  and  that 
which  before  dazzled,  now  looks  gloomy.  Th«  walks 
are  deserted  by  wealth  and  fashion  for  a  new  tribe  to 
take  possession.  Parties  of  reckless  young  men,  wild 
wiih  exciiing  drink,  in  noisy  merriment  pass  through 
the  gates;  making  the  poor  lingering  outcasts  of  vice 
tremble.  Drunkenness  comes  to  sleep  a  wny  its  fume*, 
and  houseless  poverty  creeps  into  the  shadow  of  some 
tree  to  elude  observation  ;  while  predatory  loafers  peer 
in  the  sleepei's  faces,  looking  for  a  last  hope  of  plunder. 
At  length  all  is  still,  and  nothing  moves  except  the 
heavenly  bodies  in  their  noisless  course.  No  sound 
breaks  the  breathless  silence,  save  the  distant  watch- 
man's beat,  a  voice  from  some  far  off  ship,  or  a  tiny 
ripple  in  the  waters.  But  hark  1  Even  at  this  late 
hour  a  sweet  strain  mingled  harmoniously  with  voices 
and  mellowed  by  distance,  sometimes  will  steal  upon 
the  ear,  though  you  may  look  in  viiin  towatd  the 
shadowy  islands  for  its  source.  It  is  as  well  yoa 
cannot  see  ii;  for  if  aught  destroys  the  pleasing  sensa- 
tion made  by  music,  it  is  the  frivolous  btiuga  who 
make  it. 

"  The  morn  is  op  again,  the  dewy  morn,  with  breath 
all  incense  and  with  cheek  all  010001."    Tha  1 
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again  starts  into  life,  and  nature  puts  on  a  fresh  dress 
enT  beamy.  Steamboats  puff,  and  white  sails  make 
their  graceful  evolutions,  obedient  to  the  helm.  Again 
the  walks  are  oeopled— a  few  ladies  in  elegant  undress 
accompanied  by  prudent  gentlemen,  come  to  enjoy  a 
morning  walk,  and  patronize  the  news-boys— children 
play  at  hoop,  while  pretty  nurses  watch  them,  and 
cradles  roll  on  wheels  drawn  by  domestic  fathers.  But 
what  character  is  this,  who  proceeds  with  such  an 
aimless  gait  and  shy  wandeiing  look  ?  He  has  escap- 
ed attention  in  the  crowd  at  night,  but  view  him  now. 
Hi*  clothes  are  shabby,  mean,  yet  seem  as  if  they  once 
might  have  become  gentility— his  face  is  clean,  and  hb 
thin  hands  look  pale  and  feverish— he  sits  him  down 
and  gazes  into  vacancy.  In  vain  the  skies  look  blue, 
•nd  smiling  beauties  pass  him  by  and  childhood's 
jocund  mirth  rings  in  his  ears ;  they  have  no  charm 
Sot  him— his  eyes  are  heavy  and  he  seems  as  if  he 
eoulJ  pawn  his  soul  for  one  hour's  undisturbed  repose; 
yet  an  innate,  uuquenched  decency  forbids  him  to  ex 
pose  hid  actual  want  to  public  view— he  shivers,  starts 
up  and  walks  again. 

What  is  he?  A  reduced  gentleman — one  who  has 
keen  reared  in  the  lap  of  luxury,  laughed  wiih  the  light, 
and  reveled  wich  the  gay ;  but  whom  calamitous  cir- 
cumstances have  reduced  by  degrees,  so  slow  yet  sure, 
as  to  liitter  all  away  his  strength  of  mind,  or  else  ere 
this  he  might  have  found  a  grave.  He  has  lost  caste, 
and  belongs  now  to  no  class  of  society — that  laborer 
there,  with  nothing  but  his  striped  shirt,  canvas  trow- 
eers,  rimless  hat,  spotted  with  white-wash,  and  red 
lime-burned  shoes,  is  a  happy  man,  while  this  poor 
wretch  is  misery  personified.  He  must  drink?  He 
does,  and  the  burning  draught  that  renders  him  insen- 
sible, he  deems  his  greatest  friend— Alas,  drunkenness 
b  sometimes  the  consequence  and  not  the  cause  of 
abject  poverty !  if  the  rich  and  heedless  could  but 
feel  fur  one  day  the  self  degrading  pang  of  poverty,  and 
learn  to  palliate  another's  weakness  as  they  do  their 
own,  they  would  exclaim  with  Lear  in  his  adversity, 
when  he  views  the  looped  and  windowed  wretched- 
ness of  poor  Tom,  "Oh!  I  have  taken  too  little  care 
•f  this."  New  York,  May,  1844. 


WHAT  IS  LIFE? 
What  is  life  ?    'Tis  a  morning  cloud, 

Ruddy  with  Aurora's  light, 
Which,  gath'ring  sullenness  and  gloom, 

Weeps  away  in  tears  ere  night. 

What  is  life  ?    'Tis  a  fitful  dream, 

Lighted  at  ambition's  fires, 
Which,  mocking  with  its  phantom  joys, 

Too  soon  an  empty  cheat  expires. 

What  is  life?    'Tis  a  fresh  ope'd  rose, 
Rir*h  in  odor,  bright  in  dyes— 

Which  offers  incense  for  a  day, 
Then  fades  away,  and  droops  and  dies. 

What  is  life ?    It  is  a  bubble 
Cast  upon  a  dashing  stream ; 

Though  prism  like  hues  Illume  its  crest, 
'Tis  empty  as  a  baseless  dream. 

Wha  t  is  life  ?    On  earth  a  vapor, 

D*rk  and  rife  with  misery— 
In  Heaven  'tis  all  of  Wt»  and  truth. 
Expanding  through  ttcrniiy  ! 
Nmo  York,  May,  1314. 


THE  EibENHAMMER. 

FOUHD1D  ON  A  OBftlf  AH  FACT. 

It  would  have  been  difficult,  and  perhaps  impossible} 
ihioughuu:  ail  Germany,  ;ofina  a  nooumanmou  bo- 
loved  and  idolized  by  his  tenantry  and  vassals,  than 
Wilhelm,  Count  of  Severn.  A  warrior  in  the  field, 
and  a  profound  statesman  in  the  cabinet,  his  subjects 
tind  retainers  rewarded  the  exertions  he  had  made  lo 
increase  their  prospeiity  and  happiness  with  the  most 
devoted  affection  and  unshaken  fidelity.  The  ten  i lory 
of  Severn  under  his  dominion  became  the  most  flour- 
ishing tract  of  land  in  all  Germany,  and  a  perfect  para- 
dise in  comparison  with  the  desolate  and  uncultivated 
provinces  by  which  it  was  surrounded,  and  it  was  ever 
wiih  an  erect  mein,  a  proud  air,  and  a  swelling  chest, 
that  an  inhabitant  of  this  part  of  the  world  declared 
himself  a  follower  of  the  noble  house  of  Savern. 

The  happy  and  prosperous  condition  of  his  vassals, 
the  high  cultivation  of  his  lauds,  and  the  devoted  at- 
tachment of  all  around  to  his  person,  plainly  declared 
him  to  be  a  wise  and  sagacious  ruler.  There  seldom 
was  crime  committed  in  his  dominions,  but  when  such 
did  occur,  the  criminal  found  the  avenging  sward  of 
justice  speedily  and  invariably  overtake  him,  and  it 
was  remarkable  that  no  crime  committed  in  the  boun- 
daries of  Savern,  had  ever  yet  escaped  unpunished  or 
unrevenged.  His  love  of  peace  was  great,  but  in  those 
ttirbuleut  times,  war  often  became  absolutely  necessa- 
ry, and  it  was  not  the  wont  of  the  house  of  Savern  to 
allow  their  privileges  to  be  encroached  on,  or  to  suffer 
indignity  or  insult  from  the  proudest  prince  in  Chrie- 
tiatidom. 

Some  three  years  previous  to  the  peiiod  In  which 
our  tale  commences,  Wilhelm  was  compelled  to  pro- 
ceed to  Vienna  on  business  intimately  connected  with 
the  interests  of  the  province.  George,  Count  of  Rau- 
berschloss,  claimed  a  town  belonging  to  Wilhelm  of 
Savern,  and  by  mutual  agreement  the  two  candidates) 
placed  the  decision  of  their  respective  claims  in  the 
hands  of  Maximilian  II.  Emperor  of  Austria. 

This  dispute  called  Wilhelm  to  Vienna,  and  he  bad 
already  passed  some  days  In  this  capital,  when  one 
evening,  while  engaged  in  preparing  some  papers  rela- 
tive to  the  discussion,  a  horseman  galloped  into  tha 
court-yard  of  his  hotel,  threw  himself  from  his  foaming 
steed,  and,  without  an  instant's  delay,  hurried  up  tha 
narrow  and  winding  stairs,  and  burst  into  the  chamber 
of  the  lord  of  Savern. 

"Sigismund,  by  Heaven !"  cried  the  astonished  no- 
bleman. 

Sigismund  threw  himself  on  a  bench  exhausted  froat 
fatigue. 

"  What  tidings,  good  Sigismund— what  tidings?* 

•*  ill  tidings,  my  lord,  from  your  good  town  of  Trea- 
stadt." 

"  Speak,  Sigismund— out  with  them,  man." 

uTreustadt  is  in  the  possession  of  George  of  Raa- 
berschloss." 

The  count  leaped  from  his  seat,  drew  his  hand  serosa, 
his  brow,  and  then,  with  one  mighty  effort  mastering 
his  feelings,  he  camly  requested  Sigismund  to  pro- 
ceed. 

The  Count  of  Savern  heard  him  to  the  end  of  his 
tale,  which  was  a  melancholy  one.  Four  days  after 
that  nobleman's  departure,  George  of  Rauber*chloaa 
assembled  his  vassals  and  retainers,  and  sallied  out 
against  T  reus  tad  t,  determined  to  take  advantage  of 
Wilhelm's  absence,  and  sieze  upon  that  town  b/  ferce* 
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to  which  his  claims  and  pretensions  in  equity  would 
never  have  entitled  him;  succeeded  in  surprizing  the 
town  and  citadel,  but  the  inhabitants,  with  the  chiel 
magistrate  at  their  head,  a  fat  but  honest  and  gallant 
man,  ran  to  arms  and  attacked  the  intruders  with  such 
desperation  and  fury,  that  it  required  the  whole  forct 
of  the  trained  and  warlike  bands,  and  the  powerful 
arm  and  assistance  of  George  of  Rauberschloss  him- 
self to  compel  these  civic  assailants  to  retire,  and  the 
many  lifeless  corses  which  covered  the  hauptstrasse 
plainly  told  that  the  steel  of  the  men  of  Truestadt,  un 
accustomed  as  they  were  to  wield  the  sword  and  tht 
spear,  could  bite  deep  through  helm  and  corslet  when 
fighting  for  their  country  and  their  homes.  The  citi 
zens  were  overpowered,  and  Gerard  Dickbauch,  the 
magistrate,  was  forced,  with  the  remnant  of  his  com 
mand,  which  had  suffered  severely  in  the  bloody  fray, 
to  retire  toward  Savern,  where  preparations  for  war 
were  already  begun;  and  Sigismund  concluded  his 
narrative  by  informing  him  that  his  return  was  looked 
forward  to  with  the  greatest  anxiety. 

"  Cold  tidings,  indeed,"  cried  the  count.  "  I  trust, 
good  Sigismund,  there  is  naught  more  to  relate  7" 

"  There  is  more  ill  yet,  my  lord— George  of  Rauber- 
schloss has  taken  the  castle  of  Edelstein." 

"And  the  Lady  Adelheid?"  faultered  out  the  count. 

"  Carried  to  Rauberschloss,  by  directions  of  its  dar- 
ing and  reckless  lord." 

Wilhelm  stood  for  a  few  minutes  immovable,  this 
last  news  appearing  quite  to  overpower  him — he  stood 
fixed  as  a  statue,  then  suddenly  shouting  to  his  atten- 
dants for  horses,  himself  and  Sigismund  five  minutes 
after  were  galloping  along  the  streets  of  Vienna,  at  a 
pace  which  placed  the  emperor's  subjects  in  most  imnii 
nent  danger. 

The  people  of  Savern  were  in  a  state  of  the  greatest 
excitement,  their  rage  and  indignation  knew  no  bounds, 
and  it  was  with  boiling  blood  and  ready  hearts  that 
they  waited  for  the  arrival  of  their  beloved  chief,  who 
might  now  be  hourly  expected.  The  warder  even  now 
had  blown  a  blast  upon  his  horn,  announcing  the  ap- 
proach of  some  stranger,  and  every  eye  was  strained, 
every  look  directed  to  the  road  which  led  to  Vienna, 
along  which  two  horsemen  were  seen  urging  their 
steeds  with  the  velocity  of  the  wind,  and  a  loud  and 
ringing  shout  rent  the  air  as  the  gazers  recognized  in 
one  of  the  cavaliers  William  of  Savern.  A  few  seconds 
brought  the  chief  into  the  midst  of  his  people ;  he  bow- 
ed low  to  the  renewed  burst  of  triumph  which  broke 
from  the  lips  of  his  adherents,  and  calling  for  fresh 
horses  for  himself  and  Sigismund,  he  ordered  his  ban- 
ner to  be  unfurled,  put  himself  at  the  head  of  his  re- 
tainers, and  instantly  began  his  march  on  Treustadt. 
Gerard  Dickbauch  gave  a  lamentable  account  of  the 
destruction  of  property,  the  loss  of  life,  and  the  strength 
■of  the  invaders,  but  the  firm  and  decided  meln  of  their 
•chief,  his  known  abilities  and  approved  valor,  sustain- 
ed the  hearts  of  the  less  courageous,  and  increased  the 
ardor  and  anxiety  of  the  more  valiant  to  come  to  an 
engagement,  when  they  might  show  their  lawless  foes 
with  what  rigor  and  interest  an  insult,  offered  to  the 
house  of  Savern,  was  repaid. 

It  is  not  my  wish  to  lead  thee,  dear  reader,  through 
the  scenes  of  blood  and  slaughter  which  now  followed 
each  other  in  quick  succession ;  suffice  it  to  say,  that 
after  a  sanguinary  engagement  at  Treustadt  between 
the  two  bands,  George  was  compelled  to  retreat  to  his 
hitherto  considered  impregnable  castle  of  Rauber- 


schloM,  which  had  endured  Beige  after  scige,  leagaer 
after  leaguer,  and  still  remained  proud  and  towering, 
laughing  at  the  impotent  exertions  of  its  beseigera. 
But  on  this  occasion  it  was  otherwise.  Whether  Wil- 
helm possessed  a  greater  share  of  military  talent  than 
fell  to  the  Jot  of  its  former  assailants,  or  whether  the 
castle  had  been  weakened  by  previous  assaults,  er 
whether  the  thought  of  the  Lady  Adelheid,  a  prisoner 
in  the  fortress,  drove  the  Savern  chief  to  deeds  of  great- 
er daring,  I  will  not  pretend  to  say,  but  this  much  I 
know,  that  three  days  after  his  appearance  before  it, 
the  castle  of  Rauberschloss  became  his  own,  its  lord 
having  perished  by  the  hand  of  him  of  Savern  ;  three 
wecJcs  after,  the  town  of  Treustadt  did  not  show  a  ve§- 
tige  of  the  bloody  warfare  which  had  desolated  her 
streets;  three  months  aftcr%  Adelheid  ot  Edelstein  be- 
came the  beloved  wife  of  Wilhelm  of  Savern ;  and 
thru  years  after  brings  us  to  the  period  to  which,  gen- 
tle reader,  I  am  about  to  introduce  thee. 

These  three  years  had  been  a  period  to  the  Count 
and  Countess  of  Savern  of  the  most  unchequered  hap- 
piness; their  marriage  had  already  been  blessed  with 
a  son  and  daughter;  adored  by  their  own  domestic  cir- 
cle, and  idolized  by  their  vassals,  it  seemed  as  if  Hea- 
ven were  showering  down  blessing  on  blessing,  benefit 
on  benefit,  to  repay  them  for  former  trials  and  former 
dangers.  Fortune  smiled  on  them,  and  they  were 
happy. 

Among  all  her  household  there  was  not  one  who  had 
received  such  marked  favor  and  oistinguished  honor 
from  Lady  Adelheid  as  a  youth,  named  Fridolin,  who 
was  ardently  and  devotedly  attached  to  her  service. 
The  kindness  he  experienced  from  his  generous  mis- 
tress only  tended  to  increase  bis  excessive  devotion, 
and  Fridolin  always  considered  a  smile,  and  a  kind 
word  from  the  Lady  Adelheid  as  more  than  an  equiva- 
lent reward  for  hours  of  labor,  and  days  of  toil.  From 
the  lowest  desciiption  of  menial  service,  he  had  suc- 
cessively mounted  the  ladder  of  promotion,  and  was 
now  placed  at  the  head  of  the  household  of  his  adored 
lady.  Conquered  and  disarmed  of  envy,  by  his  gentle 
manner,  and  unassuming  deportment,  the  other  leaf 
favored  servants,  with  one  exception,  had  seen  him 
tise  to  his  present  comparatively  high  station  with 
feelings  of  pleasure  rather  than  of  jealousy.  The  soli- 
tary exception  was  Robert,  chief  huntsman  to  Wil- 
helm, who  viewed  Fridolin's  good  fortune  with  eyes  of 
envy,  malice,  and  all  those  malignant  feelings  which 
can  animate  a  vicious  man,  on  seeing  another  honored 
and  preferred  beyond  himself.  He  had  often  sought  a 
quarrel  with  his  more  fortunate  fellow-servant,  but  in 
this  he  was  always  repulsed  by  the  other's  natural  af- 
fability and  peaceable  disposition.  Fridolin's  ready 
wit  was  always  sufficient  to  make  tho  bitter  and  invi- 
dious sarcasms  of  Robert  glide  from  his  shoulders,  and 
fall  harmless  to  the  ground,  and  the  huntsman  soon 
found  that  all  the  malicious  speeches  which  he  launch- 
ed at  his  hated  rival,  not  only  missed  their  mark,  but 
recoiled  with  a  sharper  and  keener  edge  against  him- 
self. On  one  occasion,  and  that  quite  recently,  he  had 
managed  to  rouse  the  gentle  spirit  of  Fridolin  into  all 
the  fury  of  a  Numidian  lion.  One  day  the  laugh  of  his 
companions  being  decidely  against  him  in  a  wordy 
war  with  the  steward,  and  not  being  able  to  put  him 
out  of  temper,  his  fierce  passion  so  far  mastered  him, 
that  he  said  aloud.  "  You  dare,  sir  steward,  to  say 
anything,  conscious  and  certain  as  you  are  of  protec- 
tion from  Lady  Adelheid,  your  paramour." 
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The  words  had  scarcely  passed  his  lips,  when  the 
usually  passive  Piidolin  sprang  to  his  feet  wiih  the 
leap  of  a  tiger,  and  one  well-directed  blow,  from  the 
hand  of  the  suipling,  felled  the  slandering  giant  to  the 
earth.  Robert  rose,  his  countenance  black  as  night, 
his  eyes  glaring  wildly,  his  teeth  clenched,  his  right 
hand  grasping  a  large  andean  de  chasxc,  and  looking 
the  very  demon  that  he  was.  Fridolin,  on  the  other 
hand,  stood  collected,  a  small  dagger  in  his  hand,  car- 
ried more  for  ornament  than  use,  watching,  with  a 
quick  eye,  the  movements  of  his  antagonist,  and  ready 
with  confidence  to  oppose  bis  slight  and  tender  frame 
to  the  towering  gigantic  bulk  of  the  other,  who  fiercely 
panted  for  revenge.  Robert  stood  for  a  moment,  as  if 
determining  where  to  strike,  and  then  sprang  on  the 
gallant  youih.  Each  seized  the  armed  hand  of  the 
other,  and  the  struggle  became  dreadful  between  brute 
force  and  inconceivable  agility.  For  a  long  time  the 
contest  was  doubtful;  at  length  Robert  made  a  slip, 
and  his  antagonist,  aiding  it  with  his  whole  force,  the 
huntsman  again  measured  his  length  upon  the  pave- 
ment, and  the  recreant  only  saved  his  dastard  life  by 
declaring  the  speech  he  had  made  was  a  diabolical,  black, 
and  slanderous  lie. 

Even  while  this  confession  passed  his  lips,  he  made 
an  inward  vow,  and  sealed  it  by  a  solemn  oath,  that  he 
would  work  out  Fridolin's  destruction,  and  he  retired 
to  brood  over  some  plan  of  revenge,  determined  that 
nothing  less  than  the  heart's  blood  of  his  foe  should 
atone  for  his  late  defeat  and  mortification.  On  his  way 
to  his  apartment  he  picked  up  a  scrap  of  paper,  and 
seeing  on  it  the  hand-writing  of  Fridolin,  he  made  bold 
to  read  its  contents,  and  found  a  few  verses,  not  ill- 
written,  wherein  the  youthful  author  expressed  his 
devotion  and  attachment  to  his  noble  mistress,  and  his 
gratitude  for  the  hi?h  honors  and  favor  she  had  con- 
tinually bestowed  upon  him.  On  reading  this,  a  smile, 
quite  demoniac,  played  upon  his  dark  and  swarthy 
features,  and  carfully  introducing  the  scrap  into  his 
pocket,  he  exclaimed—"  You'll  find  it  a  difficult  task, 
»y  young  master,  to  escape  me  now— and  if  I'm  not 
out  in  my  reckoning,  you'll  not  live  to  see  to-morrow's 
tun ;"  and  with  another  sardonic  grin,  gleaming  on 
his  ill-omened  countenance,  the  huntsman  prepared  to 
follow  his  lord  to  the  chace. 

The  hunt  was  unsuccessful,  and  during  their  return 
home,  Robert  determined  to  commence  his  plans  of 
revenge  by  instilling  into  the  count's  breast  doubts  of 
his  good  and  virtuous  wife.  After  some  conversation, 
in  which  he  had  been  showing  how  happy  all  the 
blessings  he  enjoyed  should  render  him,  he  continued, 

"  There  is  besides  one  more  blessing,  my  lord,  which 
I  have  not  enumerated." 

"  Indeed ;  and  what  is  that?" 

"It it  the  Lady  Adelheid,  Countess  of  Sa vera,  high- 
born,  noble,  generous,  and  amiable." 

"  You  are  eloquent  in  her  praise,  good  Robert." 

11  Not  eloquent,  my  lord,  but  just.  You,  my  lord, 
are  never  troubled  by  that  arch-fiend  jealousy?" 

11  No,  indeed ;  I  know  Adelheid  too  well,  far  too  well ; 
but  how  came  you  with  the  question?" 

Robert  hesitated. 

"  How  came  you  with  the  question  ?" 

"You  can  lie  down,  my  lord,  upon  your  pillow,  fully 
trusting  in  your  noble  lady's  honor  and  discretion  ?" 

"What  mean  you,  Robert,  with  these  demands? 
The  Lady  Adelheid » 


"Is  chaste,  I'll  swear;  trust  me,  my  lord,  he  never 
can  seduce  her." 

The  blood  rushed  from  Wilhelra's  heart,  hit  eye 
Mashed ;  scarcely  able  to  contain  himself,  the  count 
commanded  him  to  speak. 

"  I  do  not  say,  my  lord,  that  he  has  dared." 

"Dared!  I  think  not.  Seducer  in  Savern  there 
may  be,  but  one  who,  in  his  wildest  dreams,  could  raise 
his  thoughts  to  Adelheid  of  Savern,  lives  not." 

"Right,  my  lord— forget  the  slave  who  dares " 

"  And  does  he  live  ?  name  him." 

"  A  slave,  my  lord,  a  low  born  slave." 

"In  mercy  name  him." 

"  Merits  contempt  and  scorn,  disdain " 

"  Name  him— or  you  die." 

"  Fridolin,  the  steward." 

It  was  with  difficulty  the  count  kept  himself  la  his 
paddle.  Robert  felt  that  he  had  the  fate  of  his  enemy 
in  his  hands,  he  continued. 

"  The  boy  owns  a  pretty  face,  and  is  much  famed 
for  great  success  among  the  fair  sex.  How  strange, 
my  lord,  you  never  marked  him— his  eyes  ne'er  leave 
her,  and  when  at  table,  he  forgets  his  lord  is  present, 
and  stands  as  if  enchained  at  his  lady's  side." 

The  count  in  silence  drank  in  his  poisonous  dis- 
course ;  he  was  fast  losing  all  command  of  his  impetu- 
ous passion. 

"  More  proof,"  he  gasped,  "  more  proof;  before  I  slay 
the  traitor." 

Robert  triumphantly  produced  the  verses.  The  count 
perused  them  rapidly,  uttered  a  cry  of  despair,  dashed 
his  spurs  deep  in  his  horse's  flanks,  and  galloped  off 
in  the  direction  of  the  adjacent  forest. 

The  good  steed  carried  him  on  at  a  gallant  pace,  and 
a  few  minutes  had  elapsed  before  he  reached  the  Eisea- 
hammer,  situated  in  the  thickest  and  closest  part  of 
the  whole  forest.  This  place  completely  beggars  de- 
scription :  no  words  can  give  the  reader  an  adequate 
idea  of  its  honors. 

There  was  a  large  and  open  space,  surrounded  by 
ancient  trees,  which  reared  high  their  lofty  heads,  and 
seemed  to  kiss  the  clouds,  their  thick  foliage  guarding 
the  spot  from  every  ray  of  light.  Day  was  banished, 
and  darkness  held  her  reign.  It  was  the  principal  seat 
of  the  iron-works,  which  are  carried  on  to  a  great  ex- 
tent in  that  country.  The  ore  is  melted  in  large  fur- 
naces; night  and  day  they  are  fed  with  fuel;  ever 
watched,  ever  flourished,  the  fire  is  never  suffered  to 
decay.  A  strong  and  powerful  stream  rushes  impetu- 
ous through  the  area,  and  in  its  course,  with  power 
irresistible,  puts  in  motion  mighty  wheels  attached  to 
mightier  mills.  The  roaring  of  the  stream,  the  con- 
tinued ringing  of  the  ponderous  hammers,  the  sparks 
of  fire  emitted  from  the  heated  iron  on  each  successive 
blow,  all  contributed  to  render  the  appearance  of  the 
place  infernal,  drear,  and  devilish. 

Such  the  place— now  for  the  inhabitants;  and  I  err 
much  if  the  reader  can  trace  great  resemblance  to  man 
in  my  short  description?  for  the  honor  of  the  human 
race,  I  hope  little,  if  any,  will  be  found.  Virgil's  Idea 
of  Cyclops,  may  with  great  propriety  be  applied  to 
them  of  the  Eisenhammer. 

Monatrum  horrendum  inform*  ingens  cui  lumen  ad" 
emptum,  which  is  perfectly  correct,  with  the  exception 
of  cut  lumen  ademplum,  for  each  of  the  gentlemen  now 
in  question  possessed  two  red  and  bloodshot  orbs, 
which  claimed  the  denomination  of  eyes. 
Reader,  imagine,  if  thy  imagination  will  permit  thee, 
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a  creature  utterly  devoid  of  symetry  and  proportion, 
above  six  feet  high,  raw-boned,  blear-eyed,  shaggy 
brows,  long  red  hair,  matted  and  entangled,  streaming 
dowi  thy  back,  the  face  begrimed  with  smoke  ar?c 
filth,  bull-necked,  of  herculean  build,  powerful  and  un- 
wieldy as  the  elephant,  and  say  if  this  be  aught  human 
— this  a  man. 

The  minds  of  these  beings  correspond  with  their 
outward  appearance ;  shut  out  from  all  converse  with 
mankind,  they  had  not  imbibed  a  feeling  of  thai  kind 
ness  which  generally  animates  the  breast  of  man. 
Their  hearts  were  hard  as  the  metal  which  ihey  work- 
ed, and  the  pleasure  which  they  took  in  cruelty  and 
crime,  showed  the  natural  deptavity  of  their  minds. 

Wiihelm  rode  into  the  midst  of  these  rude  inhabi- 
tants of  the  forest,  and  was  saluted  by  each  with  n 
growl  of  recognition  which  remained  unanswered  by 
their  lord,  who  appeared  utterly  regardless  of  the  scene. 
The  works  went  bueily  on,  the  noise  of  the  rushing 
stream  as  it  dashed  impetuously  along  its  course,  and 
the  ringing  of  the  hammers  continued,  but  Wiihelm 
sat  his  horse  as  if  he  was  incapable  of  motion  —sud- 
denly he  raised  his  eyes,  and  some  short  time  elapsed 
before  he  could  collect  hi*  thoughts  and  ideas—he 
seemed  surprized  to  find  himself  at  the  Eisenham- 
mer;  he  gazed  round  with  amazement  at  the  vns»  fur- 
naces, and  wondered  how  he  could  have  strayed  eight 
miles  from  the  hunt— he  saw  his  favorite  steed  cover- 
ed with  foam,  and  his  memory  began  to  return ;  he 
found  a  paper  crushed  up  in  his  right  hand,  he  looked 
at  it,  with  the  speed  of  lightning  all  flashed  upon  his 
mind. 

"Audacious  vassal,  in  grate  Fridolin!"  he  cried, 
"  thy  doom  is  death,  but  death  were  far  too  merciful." 
His  eyes  suddenly  fell  upon  a  furnace,  which  two  of 
the  giants  were  replenishing  with  fuel;  a  savage  joy 
sparkled  in  his  eyes,  and  he  beckoned  the  two  to  ap- 
proach. 

"  Missgestalt,  your  services  are  needed." 

Mii*?gest*lT  put  himself  in  a  posture  of  attention. 

"  You,  Krebs,  will  aid  him." 

Krebs  attempted  to  bow. 

44  A  man  will  come  here  from  Savern— he  dies." 

The  hands  of  the  monsters  instinctively  grasped 
their  knives. 

41  Not  so,  Missgestalt,  not  so,  good  Krebs;  he  must 
suffer— suffer  much." 

The  eyes  of  the  two  beamed  with  delight. 

•'Throw  him  in  yon  heated  furnace." 

The  giants  testified  their  readiness,  and  Missgestalt 
Inquired — "How  know  we  the  victim?" 

The  count  bethought  himself.  "  The  first  man  who 
comes  from  Savern,  and  asks  if  my  commands  he  exe- 
cuted; him  cast  ye  in,  and  remember  that  prayers  or 
entreaties  avail  him  not." 

The  monsters  retired  to  their  furnaces  with  savage 
glee,  again  fed  the  fire ;  the  count  was  satisfied,  and 
galloped  homewards. 

Arrived  at  Savern,  Fridolin  was  summoned  to  his 
presence,  and  the  count  charged  him  to  proceed  im- 
mediately to  the  Eisenhammer,  and  inquire  of  Miss- 
gestalt if  his  orders  had  been  executed.  The  unsus- 
pecting youth  charged  himself  with  the  comu»i>fi.»n 
and  retired,  but  before  mounting  his  horse,  thinking 
the  Lady  Adelheid  in  the  interim  miuhl  stand  in  need 
of  hi  «  services,  he  proceeded  to  her  apartments,  and 
informed    er  of  his  destination. 

MMy  boy  is  ill,"  said  the  countess,  "or I  should, 


this  morning,  hsve  gone  to  mass;  but  do  thou,  Frido- 
lin,  before  thy  ride  to  the  Eisenhammer,  enter  the 
chapel  of  the  Heilige  Trau,  and  say  a  short  prayer  for 
thy  mistress  and  her  sick  boy." 

Fridolin  bowed  low,  kissed  her  fair  hand,  and  was 
soon  on  his  road  to  the  chapel  which  lay  full  two  miles 
out  of  the  direct  path  to  the  Eisenhammer.  "  But 
what  matter  1"  said  the  steward,  "'tis  for  the  Lady 
Adelheid." 

Wishing  to  assure  himself  of  the  fate  of  his  victim, 
the  count  informed  Robert  of  his  oiders  to  Missgestalt 
and  Krebs,  to  throw  the  devoted  Piidolin  into  the  fur- 
nace, und  the  triumph  which  shone  in  the  countenance 
of  the  huntsman  woulo*  have  inevitably  betrayed  him, 
had  not  the  count  been  too  much  blinded  and  occupied 
by  his  own  thirst  for  revenge  to  heed  the  looks  of  the 
oiher. 

44  A  few  short  minutes,"  thought  the  count,  «  and  he, 
who  would  touch  mine  honor,  is  no  more." 

44  A  few  short  minutes,"  thought  the  huntsman, 
44  and  my  hated  tlval  is  undergoiug  such  torment,  thai 
even  I  can  wish  him  no  worse." 

44  Missgestait  can  never  fail,"  said  Robert. 

"Impossible,"  replied  the  count;  "my  directions 
were  clear,  decided,  peremptory  ;  no  mistake  can  pos- 
sibly occur.  By  this  time,  indeed,  is  Piidolin  oo 
more." 

"  Suppose,  my  lord,  I  ride  and  learn  from  Missges- 
tait." 

44  Do  so,  Robert— yet  'tis  nseless ;  ask  him  If  my 
commands  have  punctually  been  executed." 

"I  will,  my  lorcT." 

Fiidolin  anived  at  the  chapel,  and  uttered  a  long 
and  fervent  prayer  for  the  health  and  happiness  of  his 
mistress  and  her  son — he  rose  from  his  knees,  mourn- 
ed his  horse,  and  endeavored,  in  some  degree,  to  re- 
gain by  speed,  at  least  some  part  of  the  time  he  had 
exhausted  in  his  pious  mission.  But  misfortune 
seemed  to  follow  him — his  horse  stumbled  and  broke 
his  knee.  Fridolin  dismounted,  and  was  compelled  to 
walk  ten  minutes  before  he  could  procure  another 
steed.  He  repressed  the  curse  which  arose  on  his 
lips  at  this  unfortunate  delay,  and  consoling  himself 
with  "  everything  that  happens  is  for  the  best,"  rode 
on.  He  soon  reached  the  Eisenhammer,  and  called 
aloud  to  Missgestait— "  Have  Count  Wilhelm's  oiders 
been  obeyed  7" 

Missgestait  and  his  companion  pointed  to  the  glov- 
ing furnace  and  replied— "  Tell  your  lord  the  man  if 
cared  for,  and  his  slaves  await  their  reward." 

Fridolin,  astonished,  and  comprehending  the  answer 
as  little  as  he  did  the  question,  turned  his  horse's  head, 
and  left  the  Eisen hammer. 

The  count  walked  up  and  down  his  apartment,  his 
quick  untqul  step  served  to  show  the  uneven  state  of 
his  mind— he  was  wailing  the  arrival  of  Robert,  who, 
ere  now,  might  easily  have  returned.  Steps  were 
heard  in  the  corridor,  the  door  opened,  and  Frido.ia 
calmly  entered. 

The  count  could  scarcely  believe  the  evidence  of  bit 
eyes.    Recovt  ring  his  speech,  he  ciied, 

44  Whence  come  you,  Fridolin  ?" 

"From  the  Eisenhammer,  my  lord." 

44 1  in  possible — hast  tarried  by  the  way  7" 

44 1  veiled,  my  lord,  the  Chapel  of  the  Heilige  Tra* 
on  s  mission  from  the  Lady  Ad«  Iheid." 

44  Hast  been  to  the  Eisenhammer?" 

"A  have,  my  lord." 
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"  What  answer  dost  thou  bring?" 

"  The  answer's  dark,  my  lord,  I  understand  it  not." 

"Quick!  the  answer." 

"  The  man  is  cared  for ;  and  your  slave*  await  re- 
ward." 

"  And  Robert— hast  met  him  by  the  way  7" 

"  I  have  not,  my  lord."' 

The  count  remained  for  some  moments  with  his 
eyes  raised  to  heaven  and  then  exclaimed— ••  The 
guilty  one  has  perished,  and  the  innocent  is  saved." 
And  so  it  was.  Robert  impelled  by  his  own  bad  pas- 
sions and  anxiety  to  hear  his  enemy  was  destroyed, 
soon  reached  the  Eisen  hammer,  and  on  asking  Miss- 
gestalt  if  the  orders  of  the  Lord  of  Savern  had  been 
obeyed,  was  instantly  seized  by  that  monster  and  his 
relentless  confederate,  and,  in  spite  of  his  resistance, 
prayers,  and  entreaties,  was  hurled  into  the  furnace, 
where  he  soon  must  have  been  reduced  to  a  cinder. 
The  commission  Pridolin  had  received  from  his  lady, 
together  with  the  accident  that  had  occurred  to  his 
horse  had  been  the  means  of  occasioning  the  steward 
to  arrive  only  second  at  the  scene  of  death,  In  time  to 
hear  that  the  punishment,  destined  for  him,  had  fallen 
where  it  was  so  justly  due ;  and  the  high  honors  with 
which  he  was  immediately  loaded,  showed  that  hi* 
noble,  but  misled  lord,  was  making  amplo  reparation 
for  his  former  unjust  suspicions,  and  never  yet  did 
master  own  so  true  a  servant  as  Fridolin  the  steward, 
nor  servant  so  generous  a  master  as  Wilhelra  of  Se- 
vern. 

80NO. 
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Oh,  chide  me  not!— 1  cannot  bear 

Prom  thee  an  unkind  word  or  look — 
Nor  breathe,  with  cold  and  haughry  air, 

The  bitter  taunt  I  cannot  brook! 
A  tone,  a  smile,  wiih  kindness  fraught, 

May  bind  a  fetter  sure  and  fast, 
But  tension,  harsh  or  overwrought, 

Will  break  the  strongest  chain  at  last! 

Forbear !  I  know  thy  heart  is  warm 

And  gentle  as  the  summer  day — 
I  know  thou  art  too  kind  to  harm 

The  veilest  reptile  in  thy  way! 
Then  should  thy  tender  accents  be 

For  my  poor  ear  alone  unspoken! 
Or  heard,  but  as  the  memory 

Of  some  sweet  morning-dream  that's  broken? 

Ah,  cbide  not !  for  thy  harsh  words  full, 

Like  molten  lava,  on  my  heart— 
Nor  turn  the  honied  stream  to  gall 

Ere  from  my  bosom  it  depart ! 
Speak  kindly— and  my  eyelids  fill 

Wiih  sudden  and  delicious  tears; 
As  flowers  their  gentlest  dews  distil 

When  evening's  soothing  hour  appears! 

Thou  wilt!— thou  wiltt— for  in  thine  eye 

A  tear  and  smile  together  start — 
Ah,  traitor!  was  it  but  to  try 

The  weakness  of  my  woman's  heart! 
How  needless  was  the  cruel  test! 

How  bitter  was  the  answering  pain! 
Ah !  let  me  feel,  upon  thy  breast, 

That  all  is  reconciled  again ! 
iXmo  York,  May,  1844. 


CORRESPONDENCE  OF  THE  ROVER. 
The  following  extracts  of  a  lefter  from  an  officer  oa 
board  the  U.  S.  ship  Potomac  give  an  interesting  des- 
cription of  the  scenery  and  inhabitants  of  one  of  the 
loveliest  islands  in  the  West  Indies ;  besides  some  sea- 
scenes,  which  being  connected  with  one  of  our  nation- 
al ships,  have  more  than  ordinary  interest. 

U.  S.  Ship  Potomac.  ) 
At  sea  of  West  end  St.  Domingo,  March  5, 1844  J 
Mr  deab  fhiend — I  promised  to  write  you  a  letter 
on  condition  of  rinding  one  from  you  at  Havana,  and 
also  under  expectation  that  we  should  have  an  oppor- 
tunity of  visiting  the  interior  of  Cuba,  a  description  of 
which  might  interest  you.  But  now  it  is  quite  uncer- 
tain whether  we  do  more  than  send  a  boat  into  Ha- 
vana, and  if  we  do  not  anchor  there  1  could  have  no 
'hue  to  answer  any  communication  you  might  send 
me,  therefore  I  will  wiite  you  now,  if  you  have  writ- 
ten me,  well,  if  not  you  will  please  consider  yourself 
punished  by  reading  this. 

Let  me  tell  you  that  after  leaving  Boston  we  were  in 
a  gale  of  wind  for  several  days,  a  fair  wind,  and  the 
way  our  ship  rolled  cannot  be  imagined  by  the  unini- 
tiated, nor  understood  by  those  who  have  never  sailed 
in  the  Potomac.  Sometimes  it  seemed  as  if  it  were 
impossible  for  her  to  come  up— that  she  must  turn  over. 
Vou  can  imagine  how  the  crockery  stood  it ;  I  never 
before  knew  exactly  how  much  music  there  is  in  plates, 
cups  and  saucers,  and  the  like,  when  duly  operated  on. 
F,  very  thing  that  was  not  well  fastened  *•  fetched  away." 
Almost  every  chair  in  the  ward- room  was  wrecked. 
One  day  a  sea  boarded  us  and  carried  away  our  dinner, 
including  a  fine  fat  goose.  We  did  not  attempt  to  sit 
at  table  save  at  dinner,  and  that  we  had  to  take  with- 
out soup.  Wasn't  the  weather  cold?  1  had  rheuma- 
tism so  severely  that  1  could  hardly  wash  myself.  We 
had  the  misfortune  to  lose  a  fine  young  man  overboard 
the  first  night  out,  while  tending  ihe  lead  line.  It  was 
blowing  a  giiie  at  the  time,  and  impossible  to  save  him. 
Our  ship  was  uncomfortable  near  a  fortnight,  duiing 
which  time  the  main  deck  was  constantly  wet  and  pre- 
vented our  taking  necessary  exercise.  Let  me  hero 
remark  that  the  same  mystery  as  to  lime  when  and 
place  where  that  distin&uished  nur  former  commodore, 
characterizes  this.  After  running  south  of  Baibadots 
we  stood  north  and  came  down  the  north-west  side  of 
Martinique.  A  boat  was  ordered  to  be  got  ready,  offi- 
cers were  told  they  would  have  an  opportunity  of  sen- 
ding letters  Into  St.  Pierre ;  but  when  we  got  off  the 
harbor  about  eight  miles  distant,  the  commodore 
changed  his  mind,  and  the  ship  stood  on  to  Grenada 
about  12°  N. ;  then  we  tacked  and  stood  for  the  Virgin 
Islands.  We  came  to  off  the  harbor  of  St.  Thomas, 
13th  February,  and  anchored  7  miles  from  the  town, 
and  sent  in  a  boat  with  letters.  The  next  day  about 
night  we  set  sail  for  Santa  Cruz  and  were  moored  in 
the  harbor  of  Frederick  staed  about  noon  on  the  15th. 
You  may  have  heard  from  Mr.  M.  the  beauties  of 
this  delightful  island,  the  garden  of  the  West  Indies, 
and  for  that  reason  anything  I  may  say  about  it  will  be 
tame,  but  though  at  the  risk  of  this  I  will  take  yen 
along  with  me  to  Dr.  Stevens's  cottage  on  Carleton 
estate.  The  fleet  surgeon  and  myself  were  invited  to 
breakfast  with  the  Dr.t  so  early  in  the  morning  we  left 
the  ship;  and  on  landing  found  a  carriage  which  we 
had  previously  engaged,  waiting  for  us.  Abraham  was 
directed  to  drive  o«i  to  Carleton  by  the  pleasanteat 
toad. 
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After  turning  ton*  half  doien  comers,  and  passing 
through  as  many  streets,  we  found  ourselves  out  of 
town  on  one  of  the  most  perfect  roads  I  ever  saw ;  made 
of  limestone  and  as  smooth  and  solid  as  a  railroad. 
We  passed  along  near  a  mile  with  tall  luxuriant  cane 
fields  on  each  side,  when  a  turn  in  the  road  brought  us 
In  full  view  of  the  open  sea,  a  magnificent  prospect. 
From  this  point  for  a  long  distance  we  rode  along  in 
sight  of  the  ocean,  reminding  one  strongly  of  the  fore- 
side  road  between  North  Yarmouth  and  Portland,  ex- 
cepting the  island.  And  now  after  riding  three  miles 
we  are  up  to  Carle  ton,  and  must  turn  at  the  left,  for 
the  the  doctor's  residence  is  that  cottage— the  top  of 
which  you  can  just  see  buried  in  orange,  tamarind, 
mango  and  almond  trees.  As  you  passed  along  you 
noticed  these  tall  graceful  trees,  limbless,  with  a  tuft  of 
long  leaves  pulling  out  from  the  top  of  the  trunk  twen- 
ty-five to  thirty  feet  from  the  ground ;  you  thought 
them  cocoa-nut  trees,  but  look  at  the  trunk ;  you  per- 
ceive it  resembles  a  cabbage  stump,  and  if  you  will 
examine  the  top  you  will  find  no  fruit.  It  is  the  moun- 
tain cabbage,  and  gives  an  original  feature  to  the  land- 
scape. The  road  for  miles  is  lined  on  each  side  with 
these  trees  and  the  cocoa-nut;  and  when  these  disap- 
pear the  road  i9  completely  embowered  with  a  tree  like 
our  locust,  called  the  tibbet  tree.  You  would  believe 
yourself  riding  up  the  avenue  of  a  gentleman  of  fortune 
rather  than  the  king's  highway.  Here  we  go  up  to 
the  doctor's,  the  tall  cane  waving  on  each  side  of  us ; 
now  we  turn  about  to  the  left,  now  to  the  right  and 
here  we  are  just  at  the  edge  of  the  garden,  passing 
over  a  pretty  little  bridge,  and  now  what  a  beautiful 
sight,  fruit  and  flowers  in  the  middle  of  February ! 
The  orange  trees  are  almost  breaking  down  with  fruit, 
the  air  is  loaded  with  the  fragrance  of  sweet-smelling 
flowers !  what  a  paradise !  We  will  look  through  the 
garden.  Here  we  find  growing  the  clove,  nutmeg, 
cinnamon,  almond,  orange,  apple,  mango,  and  many 
other  trees  and  shrubs  that  I  am  not  acquainted  with. 
The  doctor  has  many  rare  plants,  among  which  1  re- 
member the  one  from  which  Croton  oil  is  extracted. 
A  plenty  of  roses  in  bloom,  the  tube  rose  among  them. 
Look  up  into  that  wide  spreading  tamarind  tree  and 
observe  the  large  congregation  of  fan- tailed  pigeons, 
and  here  is  a  cage  of  birds,  two  canaries,  a  goldfinch 
and  a  mule,  (a  bird  between  the  linnet  and  the  canary.) 

The  doctor  is  a  bachelor  of  some  55  years  of  age, 
and  has  one  of  those  pigeons  for  a  pet,  who  when  he 
hears  the  carriage  coming  will  fly  down  the  avenue  to 
meet  him,  and  will  alight  in  his  lap.  Now  we  will  as- 
cend this  long  flight  of  steps  and  enter  the  house  in 
the  second  story,  for  the  first  one  seems  little  used 
here.  Just  look  at  the  prospect  that  is  before  us  from 
this  front  door.  How  rich,  beautiful  and  variegated 
the  foilage  is,  how  luxuriantly  the  cane  grows  in  those 
broad  fields  yonder,  and  beyond  all  observe  the  broad 
blue  ocean  sparkling  and  bright.  But  there  are  carria- 
ges coming,  filled  with  epaulettes  and  lace,  the  captain 
of  the  Potomac  and  a  number  of  officers  on  their  way 
t)  dine  with  the  Gov.  Van  Scholten ;  they  too  are  to 
breakfast  with  us.  At  nine  we  sat  down,  the  doctor 
and  eight  guests,  to  a  very  respectable  breakfast  for  a 
bachelor  to  give,  which  we  despatched  in  an  hour  and 
a  halt  It  was  a  real  gander  party,  and  of  course  want- 
ing in  that  refinement  which  the  fair  sex  always  throw 
over  everything  with  which  they  are  connected.  It 
the  widow  or  some  equally  interesting  personage  had 
been  present  to  have  sauntered  among  ttjose  beautiful 


groves  and  gathered  with  me  some  of  those  beaufal 
flowers,  it  might  have  added  much  to  the  pleajue  of 
the  excursion.  It  is  positively  horrible  to  be>h  so  de- 
lightful a  place  and  have  no  one  to  be  sentimental  with 
except  some  indifferent  man,  who  is  as  dead  to  the 
beauties  of  the  place  as  the  dry  leaves  you  crash  under 
your  feet.  He  sees  no  particular  beauty  in  anything 
but  a  ripe  orange  or  some  delicious  fruit  which  is  aboat 
to  melt  in  his  mouth— practical  man  ;  a  rose  has  no 
charms  for  him  only  as  he  associates  with  it  the  Idea 
that  it  is  good  for  Inflamed  eyes.  I  was  delighted  with 
everything  around  me,  and  after  satisfying  my  eye*  as 
much  as  they  ever  can  be  by  seeing,  we  returned 
homeward,  and  stopped  at  Concordia  on  our  way  to 
see  them  make  the  best  sugar  that  is  made  on  the  Isl- 
and. 

The  cane  is  brought  from  the  fields  on  the  backs  of 
mules  generally,  and  is  "dumped"  at  the  windmill 
door,  where  blacks  stand  ready  to  feed  it  into  the  ma- 
chine which  presses  out  the  juice  so  perfectly  that  the 
cane  comes  out  nearly  dry,  and  is  used  for  fuel  after 
lying  some  months.  The  juice  passes  from  the  mill 
to  the  clarifiers  through  two  seives— from  the  clarlfiers 
through  a  huge  flannel  strainer  into  the  cauldrons, 
where  it  is  boiled,  one  hour,  down  to  sugar — thence 
into  large  wooden  receivers,  trays,  to  cool,  thence  into 
hogsheads  standing  on  the  heads  with  holes  in  them. 
The  drainings  of  these  hogsheads  is  molasses,  which 
together  with  the  skimming  during  the  process  of 
clarifying  and  boiling,  the  washings  of  the  cauldrons, 
&c.,  is  converted  into  rum — the  famous  St.  Croix  rum. 
After  the  hogsheads  have  drained  sufficiently  they  are 
headed  up  and  shipped  to  New  York  and  elsewhere. 

Tho  Concordia  sugar  Is  very  white  and  bright,  and 
commands  in  the  market  12  to  I  cent  per  pound  more 
than  other  sugars.  The  process  of  manufacturing 
seems  to  be  neat,  and  I  begin  to  think  the  story  they 
used  to  tell  us  about  there  being  "  nigger's  toes"  in  the 
sugar  is  rather  problematical,  particularly  as  I  noticed 
no  deficiencies  in  those  useful  appendages  of  the  foot 
Speaking  of  feet  calls  back  to  my  mind  that  disgus- 
ting disease  called  elephantiasis  of  which  I  saw  a 
number  of  cases  on  the  road,  the  ancle  resembling  in 
a  most  remarkable  degree  that  of  the  elephant 

It  requires  a  year  to  ripen  cane,  and  in  order  to  grind 
it  when  it  is  ripe  they  plant  in  January,  and  thence  on 
till  July,  so  that  they  manufacture  sugar  during  those 
months,  or  till  the  hurricane  months  set  in.  Wind- 
mills are  often  greatly  damaged  by  squalls  and  of  course 
they  are  useless  in  a  calm.  This  makes  the  steam  • 
mill  of  value,  and  already  there  are  four  on  the  island. 
When  it  is  calm  all  the  hands  are  idle  on  an  estate 
where  there  is  only  a  windmill,  but  with  steam  they 
cannot  only  continue  work,  but  calculate  just  how 
much  they  can  do  in  a  day ;  which  greately  facilitates 
all  operations.  They  know  when  they  will  have  one 
hundred  hogsheads  of  sugar  made,  and  can  make  con- 
tracts with  a  certainty  of  fulfilling  them  at  the  time. 
But  I  am  not  interesting  you. 

The  Danish  possessions  in  the  West  Indies  are  St. 
Croix,  St.  Thomas  and  St  John,  and  the  governor 
resides  at  Christianstsed,  St  Croix,  15  miles  from 
where  we  lay  at  anchor.  The  purser  and  myself  called 
on  him,  and  not  understanding  Danish  we  did  not 
learn  the  fact  of  his  sickness  till  we  were  ushered  into 
his  bed- room,  where  his  excellency  lay  stretched  out 
on  an  immense  bed  eight  or  ten  feet  wide,  severely 
afflicted  with  gout    He  had  several  very  interesting 
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Id  the  few  minutes  we  were  with  him,  and  I 
thought  to  myself  if  this  is  the  penalty  of  high  living, 
give  roe  plain  fare.  A  few  days  after,  he  got  op  from 
his  bed,  and  entertained  some  thirty  persons,  our  com- 
modore  and  several  officers  among  the  number. 

Governor  Van  Scholten  is  a  very  hospitable  person, 
and  on  a  salary  of  $15,000,  has  the  means  of  entertain- 
ing in  a  princely  style.  On  his  table  was  some  of  Lord 
Nelson's  plate.  The  inhabitants  are  very  hospitable 
people,  and  did  all  they  could  to  make  us  pass  our 
time  pleasantly.  The  death  of  the  first  man  on  the 
island— a  man  who  was  related  to  most  of  the  better 
families  on  the  island,  prevented  many  attentions  that 
under  other  circumstances  we  should  have  received. 
His  name  was  Semplo.  The  Episcopalians  remarked 
that  they  were  about  entering  upon  lent,  and  therefore 
were  less  gay  than  at  other  seasons. 

On  the  22d  February,  the  ship  having  been  put  in 
fine  order,  we  returned  the  civilities  of  the  inhabitants 
by  giving  them  a  kind  of  ball  and  supper  on  board  ship. 
Sixty  to  eighty  persons  availed  themselves  of  the  in- 
ritatJon,  aud  after  looking  at  every  part  of  the  ship, 
they  tripped  it  on  the  light  fantastic  toe  till  supper,  and 
after  that,  about  11  o'clock — a  six  hours  visit,  they  left 
the  ship.  They  seemed  to  enjoy  dancing  very  much, 
and  appeared  quite  au  fait  at  the  business.  Of  the 
whole  company  there  was  but  one  lady  that  attracted 
attention,  and  she  would  have  compelled  it  anywhere. 
Mrs.  Rohte  came  here  from  Copenhagen  three  years 
since,  and  though  she  has  lost  that  freshness  and 
bloom  which  made  her  beautiful  exceedingly,  and 
which  all  lose  who  live  in  that  climate,  she  retained 
handsome  features,  a  firm  black  eye,  a  slightly  aque- 
.  line  nose,  a  perfectly  formed  mouth,  and  teeth  "like 
a  flock  of  sheep  just  from  the  washing,"  a  firm,  noble, 
form  and  a  mien  of  empery.  Any  company  would  be 
graced  by  her  presence.  She  reminded  me  strongly  of 
an  old  flame  of  mine  who  is  now  a  widow  for  the 
second  time.  Had  she  been  unmarried  I  should  have 
been  quite  excusable  in  falling  in  love  with  her,  more 
especially  if  she  had  been  the  proprietress  of  a  large 
estate.  But  so  far,  I  am  true  to  the  widow,  and  shall 
remain  so  till  I  have  a  favorable  opportunity  to  be  off. 
These  Danes  seem  very  hospitable,  and  when  you 
are  their  guests,  appear  almost  over  anxious  that  you 
should  enjoy  yourself.  The  purser  and  myself  dined 
on  shore  with  the  comptroller  of  customs.  He  invited 
8 3 me  of  his  friends,  and  made  a  party  of  eighteen  or 
twenty,  including  several  ladies.  We  sat  down  at 
half  past  5  o'clock,  and  arose  from  the  table  at  half 
past  9,  making  only  four  hours  in  discussing  turtle  soup 
and  stake,  Copenhagen  geese  and  hams,  with  an 
abundance  of  everything  (too  numerous  to  mention,) 
in  addition  to  settling  the  old  important  subject  of 
matters  and  things  in  general.  We  arose  at  the  same 
instant  and  commenced,  as  we  passed  away  from  the 
table,  the  interesting  Danish  custom  of  shaking  hands 
all  round,  and  at  the  same  time  wishing  that  the  re- 
past might  do  them  good.  "Much  good  may  it  do 
yon."  The  ceremony  is  gone  through  with  in  a  man- 
ner, and  with  a  squeeze  that  assures  you  it  is  all  meant, 
and  is  from  the  heart. 

The  remainder  of  the  evening  till  ten  o'clock,  was 
spent  in  dancing  to  the  music  of  a  pair  of  fiddles,  and 
a  tambourine,  played  by  very  dark  looking  darkies, 
with  an  unction  that  belongs  alone  to  the  sable  sons 
of  Adam.  I  was  greatly  amased  at  one  of  the  fiddlers, 
who  when  he  had  become  much  fatigued,  occcasionally 


fell  into  a  fit  of  somnolency,  when  his  hand  would 
falter  and  bring  his  bow  from  a  very  animated  motion, 
gradually  down  to  a  dead  stand  still,  and  then  on  being 
aroused  would  dash  away  into  the  tune,  and  apparently 
at  the  right  place,  with  a  spirit  and  energy  which  Ols 
Bull  might  covet.  The  wagging  of  the  tambourine 
players  had  demonstrated  in  a  remarkable  degree,  the 
truth  of  those  beautiful  lines  of  the  poet, 

Music  hath  charms  to  sooth  the  savage, 

Blow  a  rock,  or  split  a  cabbage. 
At  half  past  1  o'clock  we  found  ourselves  safely  return- 
ed to  the  ship;  and  on  the  whole  favorably  impressed' 
with  Danish  hospitality. 

Before  I  proceed  any  further  in  this  long  yarn  which 
I  am  almost  unconsciously  spinning  out  to  yon,  and 
of  which  I  fear  you  will  become  very  tired  before  you 
finish  reading  it,  let  me  say  that  it  is  now  Saturday 
evening,  March  9th,  and  that  we  are  off  Grand  Cayman 
where  we  have  purchased  several  huge  turtles  out  of 
boats  that  have  come  alongside.  We  have  now  been 
two  weeks  out  of  Santa  Cruz,  and  the  weather  has 
been  most  delightful,  and  the  sea  so  smooth  that  we 
have  had  our  airports  open  which  is  a  comfort  you 
can  have  no  idea  of,  till  you  have  been  boxed  up  in  a 
little  state-room  like  ours,  in  a  tropical  climate.  So 
much  by  way  of  disgussion,  now  for  St.  Croix  again. 
The  climate  is  remarkable  for  the  evenness  of  its 
temperature,  varying  from  seventy-five  to  eighty-eight 
degrees.  Invalids  enjoy  a  remarkable  uniformity  of 
temperature,  during  the  months  they  remain  at  St. 
Croix.  In  the  early  morning,  or  very  early  evening, 
say  6  P.  M.  they  ride  out,  but  avoid  the  htat  of  the 
noon-day.  I  met  several  interesting  gentlemen  of  this 
close  of  visitors ;  one  was  Woodbridge  the  geography- 
maker,  and  another  a  nephew  of  our  late  President 
Harrison,  a  Presbyterian  minister  from  Virginia.  They 
are  hunting  after  health.  It  struck  me  that  a  congre- 
gation of  invalids,  would  have  an  unfavorable  effect  on 
each  other's  recovery. 

THE  AMERICAN  SCULPTOR  POWER8. 
Extract  of  a  letter  from  Mrs.  Trollope,  to  an  Ameri- 
can gentleman  in  London. 

"In  my  opinion  there  is  no  studio  in  Florence 
which  so  well  deserves  repeated  visits  as  that  of  Pow- 
ers the  truth-inspired  sculptor  of  Ohio.  I  should,  per- 
haps, express  this  opinion  with  less  confidence,  had  I 
not  heard  the  great  Thorwalsden  pronounce  such  a 
judgment  upon  this  trans-atlantic  Apelles,  as  may  well 
justify  it.'  In  a  conversation  upon  arts  and  artists, 
which  I  had  with  this  great  man,  at  Rome,  two  years 
ago,  his  eye  kindled  at  the  mention  of  Powers;  and 
he  said  :  '  I  consider  the  birth  of  this  young  man  as 
an  epoch  in  the  art  of  sculpture.1  This  word  from 
Thorwslsden  is  worth  a  million  of  minor  voices,  and 
therefore  well  deserves  respect  But,  if  there  ever 
was  an  artist  who  might  set  all  words  of  praise  at  de- 
fiance, it  is  Powers;  for  nature  and  truth  speak  for 
him  in  his  own  eloquent  marbles.  He  is  in  sculpture 
what  Shakspere  is  in  poetry.  In  neither  do  you  find 
the  '  faultless  monster  that  the  world  ne'er  saw,'  but 
such  strength,  such  beauty,  and  such  grace  as  nature 
invented,  and  to  attempt  surpassing  which  is  about  the 
worst  blunder  that  either  poet,  painter  or  sculptor  can 
commit.  Powers  has  finished  modeling  a  young  Greek 
female  slave,  in  a  tone  of  such  deep  feeling,  if  foe  ex- 
pression may  be  permitted,  and  with  each  exquisite 


/ 

.44 


80NG. 


truth  of  youthful  innocence  and  womanly  beauty,  that 
few  marbles  I  have  ever  teen,  (less  than  two  thousand 
years  old  or  so,)  could  stand  beside  it  without  running 
a  terrible  risk  of  being  overlooked.  The  young  girl 
■lands  in  no  theatrical,  no  melodramatic  pose.  Her 
attitude  is  as  simple  as  innocence  and  sorrow  can 
make  it,  all  lovely  as  she  is,  one  thinks  less  of  her 
beauty  while  gazing  at  her,  than  of  her  melancholy 
fete.  Powers  was  born  a  poet)  there  can  be  no  doubt 
about  it  j  but  he  writes  with  a  chisel  instead  of  a  pen. 
Even  in  his  portrait  busts,  notwithstanding  their  in- 
conceivable truth  of  resemblance,  there  is  poetry.  For, 
where  a  matter-of  fact,  prosaic  eye,  would  only  see  u 
nose  or  a  lip,  short  or  long,  thin  or  thick,  Powers 
catches  the  impression  which  the  workings  of  the 
spirit  have  left  upon  the  countenance,  and  connives 
to  give  a  more  sulking  character  of  moral  individuali- 
ty to  every  head,  than  I  have  ever  found  i,n  marble  por- 
traits before.  I  doubt  much  if  the  United  States  are 
yet  aware  of  the  value  of  the  noble  specimen  of  na- 
tive genius  which  they  have  sent  forth ;  for  notwith- 
standing the  wealth  of  many  of  the  States,  I  cannot 
find  that  any  work  of  this  great  artist  has  yet  been  or- 
dered to  adorn  either  of  the  numerous  public  buildings 
of  his  native  coun'ry,  with  the  exception  of  the  bust 
of  Chief  Justice  Marshall,  which,  if  I  mistake  not,  is 
placed  in  some  public  building  at  Washington.  His 
majestic  Eve  still  remains  in  his  6tudio,  nor  has  the 
matchless  Greek  slave  yet  found  o  master.  Tiaveling 
nobles  and  gentles  cannot  always  be  caught  as  they 
gallop  across  the  land,  and,  in  fact,  the  higher  labois 
•f  the  sculptor  can  rarely  be  purchased,  Rave  by  crown- 
ed heads,  or  public  bodies  of  men.  Our  own  admira- 
ble Gibson  Mould  not,  and  could  not  have  reached  the 
commanding  elevation  on  which  he  stands,  had  his 
genius  been  encouraged  by  private  patronage  alone 
But  it  is  to  be  hoped,  that  the  great  and  yearly  increa- 
sing number  of  intelligent  Americans,  who  are  per- 
petually visiting  Italy,  will,  in  time,  make  the  name 
of  Powers  known,  as  it  ought  to  be,  from  Maine  to 
Georgia;  and  then  this  highly  gifted  man  will  receive 
his  fame  and  reward  from  the  quarter,  whence,  I  think, 
he  would  most  rejoice  to  welcome  it. 

"  Yours,  very  truly,  pbancis  tbollope. 

BONO. 

BT  O.   D     STUART. 

Tub  bark  is  parted  from  the  shore, 

One  lingering  look,  one  sad  adieu; 
And  swiftly  on,  the  gale  before,  ^ 

It  lightly  cleaves  the  ocean  blue  I 
The  tear  is  trembling  on  my  cheek, 

My  heart  is  yearning  o'er  the  sea ; 
And  thoughts  that  lips  may  never  speak, 

Are  swelling  up,  my  friend,  for  thee  1 
I  would  have  bound  thee  with  a  chain, 

Had  love  been  stong  to  hold  thee  here; 
But  nay,  I  will  not  give  thee  pain, 

By  one  regret,  or  idle  tear  1 
May  fairer  fates,  and  bluer  skies, 

And  better  friends  be  henceforth  thine ; 
Though  I  must  bear  the  sacrifice 

That  burns  within  this  heart  of  mine! 
Yet.  once  again  the  sad  adieu, 

The  starting  tear,  the  bitter  moan ; 
And  thou  art  far  upon  the  blue, 

And  i  am  left  alone,  alone  I 
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Fulton  street,  from  the  commencement  of  the  wo:k,  fa 
single  numbers,  monthly  parts,  or  bound  vol  units. 
Single  copies  sent  to  any  part  of  the  country  for  three 
dollars  a  year,  in  advance ;  two  copies  for  five  dollars, 
or  five  copies  for  ten  dollars.  The  Rover  is  quietly  and 
steadily  winning  its  way  to  public  favor.  Its  carter 
thus  far  has  been  like  those  children  who  are  not 
"  brought  up,"  but  "  come  up  alone."  No  enterpilze 
of  the  kind  could  have  labored  under  greater  embar- 
rassments, or  have  been  less  favored  with  extia  aid  or 
influence.  But  it  still  lives  and  grows  and  fiouikhes; 
and  not  unfrequently  our  exchange  papers  tell  us  the 
Rover  is  the  "  best  Magazine  in  the  country.1' 

Wemustrequeatourcorrespondentstohave  patience 
with  us  yet  a  little  longer.  We  have  been  in  theswfr 
two  or  three  weeks  past,  suffering  under  thedeilgi.tfui 
epidemic,  that  visits  New  York  annually  about  this 
season  of  the  year— the  moving  fever.  But  having  got 
nearly  settled,  we  will  soon  bring  up  arrearages  again. 

The  greater  portion  of  the  present  number  is  original, 
both  prose  and  fjoetry ;  its  quality  speaks  for  uself. 

THE  ROVER  BOOK-TABLE. 
Life  in  the  New  World,  or  sketdic*  of  American 

society.    By  Seatsfield. 

J.  Winchester,  New  World  press,  30  Ann  street,  Is 
publishing  this  remarkable  work  in  numbers.  It  is 
having  a  run,  like  the  works  of  Fredeiika  Bremer  and 
Eugene  Sue.  The  author  is  a  German,  who  spent  a 
few  years  in  this  country,  and  since  his  return  hums 
has  been  electrifying  his  countryman  by  his  strong 
and  oiiginal  sketches  of  life  in  the  new  woild. 

Mr.  Winchester  is  also  publishing  in  handsome  style, 
with  engravings,  The  Highlands  of  Ethioi  ia,  descubtd 
during  eighteen  months  residence  of  a  Biiii>h  embas- 
sy at  the  Christian  court  of  Shoa,  by  Major  W.  C.  Har- 
ris. This  is  a  work  of  undoubted  value  and  strong  in- 
terest, relating  to  a  people  of  whom  but  vety  Utile  has 
before  been  known. 

Among  other  works  recently  published  at  the  New 
World  press,  are  a  Narrative  and  Recollections  of  Van 
Diemau's  Land,  duting  a  three  yflars  captivity  of  Ste- 
phen S.  Wright;  and  "The  cruise  of  the  Somers"  un- 
der Commander  Mackenzie,  at  the  time  of  the  mutiny. 

The  cheapest  cheap  literature  yet.— Six  new 
novels  for  twenty- five  cents!  We  have  before  us  "The 
Omnibus  No.  2  of  Modern  Romance,"  edited  by  Epes 
Sargent,  and  published  by  James  Mowatt,  at  174 
Broadway,  corner  of  Muiden  Lane.  It  contains  The 
Game  of  Life,  by  Leigh  Ritchie;  Marrying  for  Mo- 
ney, by  Mrs.  Gore ;  the  Omen,  by  John  Gait ;  ins 
Loaded  Dice,  by  John  Banim ;  Murder  will  out.  by 
Mrs.  Opie;  and  Bertrand  de  la  Croix,  by  G.  P.  R. 
James.  All  valuable  stoties  from  popular  authors,  ia 
one  compact  volume,  with  clear  good  type,  large 
enough  to  read  without  spoiling  the  eyest  and  all  for 
twenty-five  cents. 

A  postscript  in  the  last  letter  from  our  friend,  the 
Major,  says,  "  This  ere  Omnibus,  that  carries  *slx  in- 
side,' will  knock  all  the  shilling  novels  into  the  middle 
•if  next  January.  Stow  close  and  put  the  fare  down, 
that's  the  way  to  go  ahead.  Folks  never  mind  stow- 
ing close,  if  you  have  all  good  company.  Tell  Mow- 
ait  to  send  me  another  load  as  soon  as  possible ;  them 
■hat  he  sent  afore,  went  off  as  quick  as  a  cat  could  l«ck 
btrear." 
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8ABAT0GA  LAKE. 
Our  engraving  this  week  is  a  rich  and  beautiful  speci- 
men of  the  art,  and  the  subjoined  illustration  from  the 
"  sister  art,"  by  Bishop  Doane,  is  equally  delicate  and 
beautiful. 

Linea  by  the  Lake -Side. 

BT  BISHOP  DOANB. 

This  placid  iake,  my  gentle  girl, 

Be  emblem  of  thy  life, 
As  full  of  peace  and  purity, 

As  free  from  care  and  strife ; 
No  ripple  on  Its  tranquil  breast, 

That  dies  not  with  the  day, 
No  pebble  in  its  darkest  depths, 

But  quivers  in  its  ray. 

And  see,  how  every  glorious  form 

And  pageant  of  the  skies, 
Reflected  from  its  glassy  face, 

A  mirror' d  image  lies, — 
So  be  thy  spirit  ever  pure, 

To  God  and  virtue  given, 
And  thought,  and  word,  and  action  bear 

The  imagery  of  Heaven. 
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BT    NATHANIEL    HAWTHORNS. 

A  grave  figure  with  a  pair  of  mysterious  spectacles 
on  his  nose  and  a  pen  behind  his  ear,  was  seated  at  a 
desk,  in  the  corner  of  a  metropolitan  office.  The 
apartment  was  fitted  up  with  a  counter  and  furnished 
^ith  an  oaken  cabinet  and  a  chair  or  two,  in  simple 
sod  business-like  style.  Around  the  walls  were  stuck 
advertisements  of  articles  lost,  or  articles  wanted,  or 
articles  to  be  disposed  of;  in  one  or  another  of  which 
classes  were  comprehended  nearly  all  the  convenien- 
ces, or  otherwise,  that  the  imagination  of  man  has 
contrived.  The  interior  of  the  room  was  thrown  into 
shadow,  partly  by  the  tall  edifices  that  rose  on  the  op- 
posite side  of  the  street,  and  partly  by  the  immense 
show-bills  of  blue  and  crimson  paper,  that  were  ex- 
panded over  each  of  the  three  windows.  Undisturbed 
by  the  tramp  of  feet,  the  rattle  of  wheels,  the  hum  of 
voices,  the  shout  of  the  city- crier,  the  scream  of  the 
news-boys,  and  other  tokens  of  multitudinous  life  that 
surged  along  in  front  of  the  office,  the  figure  at  the 
desk  pored  diligently  over  a  folio  volume,  of  ledger- 
like size  and  aspect.  He  looked  like  the  spirit  of  a 
record — the  soul  of  his  own  great  volume — made  visi- 
ble in  mortal  shape. 

But  scarcely  an  instant  elapsed  without  the  appear- 
ance at  the  door  of  some  individual  from  the  busy  po- 
pulation whose  vicinity  was  manifested  by  so  much 
buzz,  and  clatter,  and  outcry.  Now  it  was  a  thriving 
mechanic,  in  quest  of  a  tenement  that  should  come 
within  his  moderate  means  of  rent ;  now,  a  ruddy 
Irish  girl  from  the  banks  of  Killarney,  wandering  from 
kitchen  to  kitchen  of  our  land,  while  her  heart  still 
hung  in  the  peat-smoke  of  her  native  cottage ;  now  a 
single  gentleman,  looking  out  for  economical  board; 
and  now — Cor  this  establishment  offered  an  epitome 
of  wordly  pursuits— It  was  a  laded  beauty  inquiring 
Youths  III.— No  10. 


after  her  lost  bloom ;  or  Peter  Schlemil  inquiring  for 
his  lost  shadow;  or  an  author,  often  years  standing, 
for  his  vanished  reputation ;  or  a  moody  man  for  yes- 
terday's sunshine. 

At  the  next  lifting  of  the  latch  there  entered  a  per- 
son with  his  hat  awry  upon  his  head,  his  clothes  per- 
versely ill-suited  to  his  form,  his  eyes  staring  in  direc- 
tions opposite  to  their  intelligence,  and  a  certain  odd 
unsuitableness  pervaded  his  whole  figure.  Wherever 
he  might  chance  to  be,  whether  in  palace  or  cottage, 
church  or  market,  on  land  or  sea,  or  even  at  his  own 
fireside,  he  must  have  worn  the  characteristic  expres- 
sion of  a  man  out  of  his  right  place. 

"This,"  inquired  he,  putting  his  question  in  ths 
form  of  an  asservation,  "  this  is  the  Central  Intelli- 
gence Office  7" 

"  Even  so,"  answered  the  figure  at  the  desk,  turn- 
ing another  leaf  in  his  volume ;  he  then  looked  the 
applicant  in  the  face,  and  said  briefly—'1  Your  busi- 
ness ?" 

"  I  want,"  said  the  latter,  with  tremulous  earnest- 
ness, "  a  place !" 

"A  place!  and  of  what  nature  1"  inquired  the  In- 
telligencer. "  There  are  many  vacant,  or  soon  to  be, 
some  of  v»hich  will  probably  suit,  since  they  range 
from  that  of  a  footman  up  to  a  seat  at  the  council- 
board,  or  in  a  cabinet,  on  a  throne,  or  a  presidential 
chair." 

The  stranger  stood  pondering  before  the  desk,  with 
an  unquiet  dissatified  air— a  dull,  vague  pain  of  heart, 
expressed  by  a  slight  contortion  of  the  brow — an  ear- 
nestness of  glance,  that  asked  and  expected,  yet  con- 
tinually wavered,  as  if  distrusting.  In  short,  he  evi- 
dently wanted,  not  in  a  physical  or  intellectual  sense, 
but  with  an  urgent  moral  necessity  that  is  the  hardest 
of  all  things  to  satisfy,  since  its  knows  not  its  own  ob- 
ject. 

4 'Ah,  you  mistake  me!"  said  he  at  length,  with  a 
gesture  of  nervous  impatience.  "  Either  of  the  places 
you  mention,  indeed,  might  answer  my  purpose — or, 
more  probably,  none  of  them,  I  want  my  place  1  my 
own  place !  my  true  place  in  the  world !  my  proper 
sphere !  anything  to  do,  which  nature  intended  me  to 
perform  when  she  fashioned  me  thus  awry,  and  which 
1  have  vainly  sought,  all  my  lifetime !  Whether  it  be 
a  footman's  duty,  or  s  king's  is  of  little  consequence, 
so  it  be  naturally  mine.    Can  you  help  me  here?" 

"I  will  enter  your  application,"  answered  the  Intel- 
ligencer, at  the  same  time  writing  a  few  lines  in  his 
volume.  "  But  to  undertake  such  a  business,  I  tell 
you  frankly,  is  quite  apart  from  the  ground  covered  by 
my  official  duties.  Ask  for  something  specific,  and  it 
may  doubtless  be  negotiated  for  you,  on  your  com- 
pliance with  the  conditions.  But  were  1  to  go  further, 
I  should  have  the  whole  population  of  the  city  upon 
my  shoulders ;  since  far  the  greater  proportion  of  them 
are,  more  or  less  in  your  predicament," 

The  applicant  sank  into  a  fit  of  despondency,  and 
passed  out  of  the  door  without  again  lifting  his  eyes ; 
and,  if  he  died  of  the  disappointment,  he  was  proba- 
bly buried  in  the  wrong  tomb ;  inasmuch  as  the  fatality 
of  such  people  never  deserts  them,  and,  whether  alive 
or  dead,  they  are  invariably  out  of  place. 

AUnost  immediately,  another  foot  was  heard  on  the 
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threshold.  A  youth  entered  hastily,  and  threw  a 
fiance  around  the  office  to  ascertain  whether  the  man 
of  intelligence  was  alone,  He  then  approached  close 
to  the  desk,  blushed  like  a  maiden,  and  seemed  at  a 
tats  bow  to  broach  his  business. 

"  You  come  upon  an  affair  of  the  heart,"  said  the 
official  personage,  looking  into  him  through  his  mys- 
terious spectacles.  "  State  it  in  as  few  words  as  may 
be." 

"  You  are  right,"  replied  the  youth  "  I  have  a  heart 
to  dispose  of." 

"You  seek  an  exchange?"  said  the  Intelligencer. 
"Foolish  youth,  why  not  be  contented  with  your  own  1" 

"  Because,"  exclaimed  the  young  man,  losing  his 
embarrassment  in  a  passionate  glow—"  because  my 
heart  burns  me  with  an  intolerable  fire ;  it  tortures 
me  all  day  long  with  yearnings  for  I  know  not  what, 
and  feverish  throbbings,  and  the  pangs  of  a  vague  sor- 
row; and  it  awakens  me  in  the  night-time  with  a 
quake,  when  there  is  nothing  to  be  feared !  I  cannot 
endure  it  any  longer.  It  were  wiser  to  throw  away 
such  a  heart,  even  if  it  brings  me  nothing  in  return !" 

"  Oh,  very  well,"  said  the  man  of  office,  making  an 
entry  in  his  volume.  "  Your  affair  will  be  easily  tran- 
sacted. This  species  of  brokerage  makes  no  inconsi- 
derable part  of  my  business ;  and  there  is  always  a 
large  assortment  of  the  article  to  select  from.  Here, 
if  I  mistake  not,  comes  a  pretty  fair  sample." 

Even  as  he  spoke,  the  door  was  gently  and  slowly 
thrust  ajar,  affording  a  glimpse  of  the  slender  figure 
of  young  girl,  who  as  she  timidly  entered,  seemed  to 
bring  the  light  and  cheerfulness  of  the  outer  atmos- 
phere into  the  somewhat  gloomy  apartment.  We 
know  not  her  errand  there ;  nor  can  we  reveal  whether 
the  young  man  gave  up  his  heart  into  her  custody.  If 
so,  the  arrangement  was  neither  better  nor  worse  than 
in  ninety-nine  cases  out  of  a  hundred,  where  the  pa- 
rallel sensibilities  of  a  similar  age,  importunate  affec- 
tions, and  the  easy  satisfaction  of  characters  not  deep- 
ly conscious  of  themselves,  supply  the  place  of  any 
profounder  sympathy. 

Not  always,  however,  was  the  agency  of  the  pas- 
sions and  affections  an  office  of  so  little  trouble.  It 
happened — rarely,  indeed;  in  proportion  to  the  cases 
that  came  under  an  ordinary  rule,  but  still  it  did  hap- 
pen— that  a  heart  was  occasionally  brought  hither,  of 
such  exquisite  material,  so  delicately  attempered,  and 
so  curiously  wrought,  that  no  other  heart  could  be 
found  to  match  it.  It  might  almost  be  considered  a 
misfortune,  in  a  worldly  point  of  view,  to  be  the  pos- 
sessor of  such  a  diamond  of  the  purest  water ;  since 
in  any  reasonable  probability  it  could  only  be  exchang- 
ed for  ordinary  pebble,  or  a  bit  of  cunningly  manufac- 
tured glass,  or,  at  least,  a  jewel  of  native  richness,  but 
ill-set,  or  with  some  fatal  flaw,  or  an  earthly  vein  run- 
ning through  its,  central  lustre.  To  choose  another 
figure,  it  Is  said  that  hearts  which  have  their  well- 
spring  in  the  infinite,  and  contain  inexhaustible  sym- 
pathies, should  ever  be  doomed  to  pour  themselves  into 
shallow  vessels,  and  thus  lavish  their  rich  affections 
on  the  ground.  Strange,  that  the  finer  and  deeper  na- 
ture, whether  in  man  or  woman,  while  possessed  of 
every  other  delicate  instinct,  should  so  often  lack  that 
most  invaluable  one,  of  preserving  itself  from  contami- 
nation with  what  is  of  a  baser  kind !  Sometimes  it  is 
trae,  the  spiritual  fountain  is  kept  pure  by  a  wisdom 
within  Itself,  and  sparkles  into  the  light  of  heaven, 
without  a  stain  from  the  early  strata  through  wMehit 


has  gushed  upward.  And  sometimes,  even  here  on. 
earth,  the  pure  mingles  with  the  pure,  and  the  inex- 
haustible is  recompensed  with  the  infinite.  But  these 
miracles,  though  he  should  claim  the  credit  of  them, 
are  far  beyond  the  scope  of  such  a  superficial  agent  in 
human  affairs,  as  the  figure  In  the  mysterious  specta- 
cles. 

Again  the  door  was  opened,  admitting  the  bustle  of 
the  city  with  a  fresher  reverberation  into  the  Intelli- 
gence Offiee.  Now  entered  a  man  of  wo-begone  and 
downcast  look ;  it  was  such  an  aspect  as  if  he  had  lost 
the  very  soul  out  of  his  body,  and  had  traversed  all 
the  world  over,  searching  in  the  dust  of  the  highways, 
and  along  the  shady  footpaths,  and  beneath  the  leaves 
of  the  forest,  and  among  the  sands  of  the  sea- shore, 
in  hopes  to  recover  it  again.  He  had  bent  an  anxious 
glance  along  the  pavement  of  the  street  as  he  came 
hitherward ;  he  looked,  also,  in  the  angle  of  the  door- 
step, and  upon  the  floor  of  the  room ;  and,  finally, 
coming  up  to  the  man  of  Intelligence,  he  gazed  through 
the  inscrutable  spectacles  which  the  latter  wore,  as  if 
the  lost  treasure  might  be  hidden  within  his  eyes. 

"  I  have  lost—"  he  began ;  and  then  he  paused. 

"Yes,"  said  the  Intelligencer,  "  I  see  that  you  have 
lost— but  what  7" 

"I  have  lost  a  precious  jewel,"  replied  the  unfortu- 
nate person  "  the  like  of  which  is  not  to  be  found 
among  any  prince's  treasures.  While  I  possessed  it, 
the  contemplation  of  it  was  my  sole  and  sufficient 
happiness.  No  price  should  have  purchased  it  of  me;, 
but  it  has  fallen  from  my  bosom,  where  I  wore  it,  In 
my  careless  wanderings  about  the  city." 

After  causing  the  stranger  to  describe  the  marks  of 
his  lost  jewel,  the  Intelligencer  opened  a  drawer  of  the 
oaken  cabinet,  which  has  been  mentioned  as  forming  a 
part  of  the  furniture  of  the  room.  Here  were  deposi- 
ted whatever  articles  had  been  picked  up  in  the  streets,, 
until  the  right  owner  should  reclaim  them.  It  was  a 
strange  and  heterogeneous  collection.  Not  the  least 
remarkable  part  of  it,  was  the  great  number  of  wed- 
ding-rings, each  one  of  which  had  been  riveted  upon 
the  finger  with  holy  vows,  and  all  the  mystic  potency 
that  tho  most  solemn  writes  could  attain,  but  had,  ne- 
vertheless, proved  too  slippery  for  the  wearer's  vigi- 
lance. The  gold  of  some  was  worn  thin,  betokening 
the  attrition  of  years  of  wedlock  :  other*,  glittering 
from  the  jeweller's  shop,  must  have  been  lost  within 
the  honey- moon.  There  were  ivory  tablets,  the  leaves 
scribbled  over  with  sentiments  that  had  been  the  deep- 
est truths  of  the  writer's  earliest  years,  bat  which  were 
now  quite  obliterated  from  his  memory.  So  scrupu- 
lously were  articles  preserved  in  this  depository,  that 
not  even  withered  flowers  were  rejected;  white  roses, 
and  blush  roses,  and  moss-roses,  fit  emblems  of  virgin 
purity  and  shameracedness,  which  had  been  lost  or 
flung  away,  and  trampled  into  the  pollution  of  the 
streets ;  locks  of  hair— the  golden,  and  the  glossy  dark 
—the  long  tresses  of  woman  and  the  crisp  curls  of 
man — signified  that  lovers  were  now  and  then  so  heed- 
less of  the  faith  entrusted  to  them,  as  to  drop  its  sym- 
bol from  the  treasure-place  of  the  bosom.  Many  or 
these  things  were  imbued  with  perfumes;  and  per- 
haps a  sweet  scent  had  departed  from  the  lives  of  their 
former  possessors,  ever  since  they  had  so  wilfully  or 
negligently  lost  them.  Here  were  gold  pencit-casesv 
little  ruby  hearts  with  golden  arrows  through  them, 
boeom-plns,  pieces  of  coin,  and  small  articles  of  every, 
description,  compriatag  nearly  all  tfytt  hare  been  Ipsv 
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flfcMt  a  long  white  ago.  Moit  of  them,  doubtless,  had 
a  history  and  a  meaning,  if  there  were  time  to  search 
H  oat  and  room  to  tell  it.  Whoever  has  missed  any- 
thing valuable,  whether  out  of  his  heart,  mind,  or 
pocket,  would  do  well  to  make  inquiry  at  the  Central 
Intelligence  Office. 

And,  in  the  corner  of  one  of  the  drawers  of  the  oaken 
cabinet  after  considerable  research,  was  found  a  great 
pearl,  looking  like  the  soul  of  celestial  purity,  congeal- 
ed and  polished. 

"There  is  my  jewel!  my  very  pearl!"  cried  the 
stranger,  almost  beside  himself  with  rapture.  "  It  is 
mine !    Give  it  me — this  moment !  or  I  shall  perish  I" 

"I  perceive,"  said' the  Man  of  Intelligence,  exam- 
ining it  more  closely,  "  that  this  is  the  Pearl  of  Great 
Price." 

"  The  very  same,"  answered  the  stranger.  "  Judge 
then  of  my  misery  at  losing  it  out  of  my  bosom  1 
Restore  it  to  me !  I  must  not  live  without  it  an  in- 
stant longer." 

"Pardon  me,"  rejoined  the  Intelligencer,  calmly. 
u  Yon  ask  what  is  beyond  my  duty.    This  pearl,  as 


Nor  could  the  entree  ties  of  the  miserable  man — who 
saw  before  his  eyes  the  jewel  of  his  life,  without  the 
power  to  reclaim  it^-soften  the  heart  of  this  stern  being, 
impassive  to  human  sympathy,  though  exercising 
such  an  apparent  influence  over  human  fortunes.  Fi- 
nally, the  loser  of  the  inestimable  pearl  clutched  his 
hands  among  his  hair,  and  ran  madly  forth  into  the 
world,  which  was  affrighted  at  his  desperate  looks. 
There  passed  him  on  the  door-step  a  fashionable  young 
gentleman,  whose  business  was  to  inquire  for  a  da- 
mask rose-bud,  the  gift  of  his  lady- love,  which  he  had 
lost  out  of  his  button-hole  within  an  hour  after  receiv- 
ing it.  So  various  were  the  errands  of  those  who  visi- 
ted this  Central  Office,  where  all  human  wishes  seem- 
ed to  be  made  known,  and,  so  far  as  destiny  would  al- 
low, negotiated  to  their  fulfilment. 

Hie  next  that  entered  was  a  man  beyond  the  middle 
age,  bearing  the  look  of  one  who  knew  the  world  and 
hie  own  course  in  it.  He  had  just  alighted  from  a 
handsome  private  carriage,  which  had  orders  to  wait 


golden  days  undisturbed  by  the  ruggednesa  which  fate 
loves  to  fling  into  it. 

"  I  am  a  man  of  strong  will,"  said  he,  in  conclusion  | 
"  and  at  my  first  setting  out  in  life,  as  a  poor,  unfriend- 
ed youth,  I  resolved  to  make  myself  the  possessor  of 
such  a  mansion  and  estate  as  this,  together  with  the 
abundant  revenue  necessary  to  uphold  it.  I  have  suc- 
ceeded to  the  extent  of  my  utmost  wish.  And  this 
is  the  estate  which  I  have  now  concluded  to  dispose 
of" 

"And  your  terms?"  asked  the  Intelligencer,  after 
taking  down  the  particulars  with  which  the  stranger 
had  supplied  him. 

°  Easy— abundantly  easy !"  answered  the  success- 
ful man  smiling,  but  with  a  stern  and  almost  frightful 
contraction  of  the  brow,  as  if  to  quell  an  inward  pang. 
"  I  have  been  engaged  In  various  sorts  of  business— a 
distiller,  a  trader  to  Africa,  an  East  India  merchant,  a 
speculator  in  the  stocks— and,  in  the  course,of  these 
affaire,  have  contracted  an  incumbrance  of  a  certain 
nature.  The  purchaser  of  the  estate  shall  merely  be 
required  to  assume  the  burden  to  himself." 

"  I  understand  you,"  said  the  Man  of  Intelligence, 


you  well  know  is  held  upon  a  peculiar  tenure  j  and -ui      M  be^  hls  ear.    ..r  fear  that  no  b^. 

having  once  let  it  escape  from  your  keeping,  you  have 
no  greater  claim  to  it— nay,  not  so  great— as  any  other 
person.    I  cannot  give  it  back." 


in  the  street  while  its  owner  transacted  his  business.  <  tus  in  his  laboratory.    He  pretended  to  show  a  cer- 


Thie  person  came  up  to  the  desk  with  a  quick,  deter- 
mined step,  and  looked  the  Intelligencer  in  the  face 
with  a  resolute  eye ;  though,  at  the  same  time,  some 
secret  trouble  gleamed  from  it  in  red  and  dusky  light. 

"  I  have  an  estate  to  dispose  of,"  said  he,  with  a 
brevity  that  seemed  characteristic. 

"Describe it,"  said  the  Intelligencer. 

The  applicant  proceeded  to  give  the  boundaries  of 
his  property,  its  nature,  comprising  tillage,  pasture, 
woodland,  and  pleasure-grounds,  in  ample  circuit ;  to- 
gether with  a  mansion-house,  in  the  construction  of 
which  it  had  been  his  object  to  realize  a  castle  in  the 
air,  hardening  its  shadowy  walls  into  granite,  and  ren- 
dering ita  visionary  splendor  perceptible  to  the  naked 
eye.  Judging  from  his  description  it  was  beautiful 
enough  to  vanish  like  a  dream,  yet  substantial  enough 
to  endure  for  centuries.  He  spoke,  too,  of  the  gor- 
geous furniture,  the  refinements  of  upholstery,  and  all 
the  luxurious  artifices  that  combined  to  render  this  a 
MldeQce  where  life  might  flow  onward  in  a  stream  of 


gain  can  be  negotiated  on  these  conditions.  Very 
probably,  the  next  possessor  may  acquire  the  estate 
with  a  similar  encumbrance,  but  it  will  be  of  his  own 
contracting,  and  will  not  lighten  your  burden  in  the 
least." 

"  And  am  I  to  live  on,"  fiercely  exclaimed  the  stran- 
ger, "  with  the  dirt  of  these  accursed  acres,  and  the 
granite  of  this  infernal  mansion,  crushing  down  my 
soul  7  How  if  I  should  turn  the  edifice  into  an  alms- 
house or  an  hospital,  or  tear  it  down  and  build  a 
church  V9 

"You  can  at  least  make  the  experiment,"  said  the 
Intelligencer:  "  but  the  whole  matter  is  one  which  yon 
must  settle  for  yourself." 

The  man  of  deplorable  success  withdrew,  and  got 
into  his  coach,  which  rattled  off  lightly  over  the  wood* 
en  pavements,  though  laden  with  the  weight  of  muoh 
land,  a  stately  house,  and  ponderous  heaps  of  gold,  all 
compressed  into  an  evil  conscience. 

There  now  appeared  many  applicants  for  place*  | 
among  the  most  note-worthy  of  whom  was  a  small, 
smoke-dried  figure,  who  gave  himself  out  to  be  one 
of  the  bad  spirits  that  had  waited  upon  Doctor  Faus- 


tificate  of  character,  which,  he  averred,  had  been  gi- 
ven him  by  that  famous  necromancer,  and  counter- 
signed by  several  masters  whom  he  had  subsequently 
served. 

"  I  am  afraid,  my  good  friend,"  observed  the  Intel- 
ligencer, "that  your  chanee  of  getting  a  service  is  but 
poor.  Now-adays,  men  act  the  evil  spirit  for  them- 
selves and  for  their  neighbors,  and  play  the  part  more 
effectually  than  ninety-nine  out  of  a  hundred  of  your 
fraternity." 

But,  just  as  the  poor  fiend  was  assuming  a  vaporous 
consistency,  being  about  to  vanish  through  the  floor  in 
sad  disappointment  and  chagrin,  the  editor  of  a  politi- 
cal newspaper  chanced  to  enter  the  office,  in  quest  of 
a  scribbler  of  party  paragraphs.  The  former  servant 
of  Doctor  Paustus,  with  some  misgivings  as  to  his 
sufficiency  of  venom,  was  allowed  to  try  his  hand  in 
this  capacity.  Next  appeared,  likewise  seeking  a  ser- 
vice, the  mysterious  Han  in  Red,  who  had  aided  Bo- 
naparte in  his  ascent  to  the  Imperial  power.    He  was 


140 


THE  INTELLIGENCE  OFFICE. 


examined  as  to  his  qualifications  by  an  aspiring  politi- 
cian! but  finally  rejected,  as  lacking  familiarity  with 
the  cunning  tactics  of  the  present  day. 

People  continued  to  succeed  each  other,  with  as 
much  briskness  as  if  everybody  turned  aside,  out  of 
the  roar  and  tumult  of  the  city,  to  record  here  some 
want,  or  superfluity,  or  desire.  Some  had  goods  or 
possessions,  of  which  they  wished  to  negotiate  the  sale. 
A  China  merchant  had  lost  his  health  by  long  resi- 
dence in  that  wasting  climate ;  he  very  liberally  offer- 
ed his  disease,  and  his  wealth  along  with  it,  to  any 
physician  who  would  rid  him  of  both  together.  A  sol- 
dier offered  his  wreath  of  laurels  for  as  good  a  leg  as 
that  which  it  had  cost  him,  on  the  battle-field.  One 
poor  wretch  desired  nothing  but  to  be  accommodated 
with  any  creditable  method  of  laying  down  his  life ;  for 
misfortune  and  pecuniary  troubles  had  so  subdued  his 
spirits,  that  he  could  no  longer  conceive  the  possibili- 
ty of  happiness,  nor  had  the  heart  to  try  for  it.  Nev- 
ertheless, happening  to  overhear  some  conversation 
in  the  Intelligence  Office,  respecting  wealth  to  be  ra- 
pidly accumulated  by  a  certain  mode  of  speculation, 
he  resolved  to  live  out  this  one  other  experiment  of 
better  fortune.  Many  persons  desired  to  exchange 
their  youthful  vices  for  others  better  suited  to  the  gra 
vity  of  advancing  age ;  others,  we  are  glad  to  say, 
made  earnest  efforts  to  exchange  vice  for  virtue,  and, 
hard  as  the  bargain  was,  succeeded  in  effecting  it. 
But  it  was  remarkable,  that  what  all  were  the  least 
willing  to  give  up,  even  on  the  most  advantageous 
terms,  were  the  habits,  the  oddities,  the  characteristic 
traits,  the  little  ridiculous  indulgences,  somewhat  be- 
tween faults  and  follies,  of  which  nobody  but  them- 
selves could  understand  the  fascination. 

The  great  folio,  in  which  the  Man  of  Intelligence 
recorded  all  these  freaks  of  idle  hearts,  and  aspirations 
of  deep  hearts,  and  desperate  longings  of  miserable 
hearts,  and  evil  prayers  of  perverted  hearts,  would  be 
curious  reading,  were  it  possible  to  obtain  it  for  publi- 
cation. Human  character  in  its  individual  develope- 
ments — human  nature  in  the  mass — may  best  be  studi- 
ed in  its  wishes ;  and  this  was  the  record  of  them  all. 
There  was  an  endless  diversity  of  mode  and  circum- 
stances, yet  withal  such  a  similarity  in  the  real  ground- 
work, that  any  one  page  of  the  volume— whether  writ- 
ten in  the  days  before  the  Flood,  or  the  yesterday  that 
is  just  gone  by,  or  to  be  written  on  the  morrow  that 
is  close  at  hand,  or  a  thousand  ages  hence — might 
serve  as  a  specimen  of  the  whole.  Not  but  that  there 
were  wild  sallies  of  fantasy  that  could  scarcely  occur 
to  more  than  one  man's  brain,  whether  reasonable  or 
lunatic.  The  strangest  wishes— yet  most  incident  to 
me  who  had  gone  deep  into  scientific  pursuits,  and 
attained  a  high  intellectual  stage,  though  not  the  lofti- 
est— were,  to  contend  with  Nature,  and  wrest  from  her 
some  secret,  or  some  power,  which  she  had  been  fit  to 
withhold  from  mortal  grasp.  She  loves  to  delude  her 
aspiring  students,  and  mock  them  with  mysteries  that 
seem  but  just  beyond  their  utmost  reach.  To  concoct 
new  minerals— to  produce  new  forms  of  vegetable  life 
—to  create  an  insect,  if  nothing  higher  in  the  living 
scale— is  a  sort  of  wish  that  has  often  reveled  in  the 
breast  of  a  man  of  science.  An  astronomer,  who  lived 
far  more  among  the  distant  worlds  of  space  than  in 
this  lower  sphere,  recorded  a  wish  to  behold  the  op- 
posite side  of  the  moon,  which,  unless  the  system  of 
the  firmament  be  reversed,  she  can  never  turn  toward 
"  ~  earth.   On  the  same  page  of  the  volume,  was  writ- 


ten the  wish  of  a  little  child,  to  have  the  stars  for  play- 
things. 

The  most  ordinary  wish,  that  was  written  down  with 
wearisome  recurrence,  was,  of  course,  for  wealth, 
wealth,  wealth,  in  sums  from  a  few  shillings  up  to  un- 
reckonable  thousands.  But,  in  reality,  this  often  re- 
peated expression  covered  as  many  different  desires. 
Wealth  is  the  golden  essence  of  the  outward  world, 
embodying  almost  everything  that  exists  beyond  the 
limits  of  the  soul ;  and  therefore  it  is  the  natural  yearn- 
ing for  the  life  in  the  midst  of  which  we  find  ourselves, 
and  of  which  gold  is  the  condition  of  enjoyment,  that 
men  abridge  into  this  general  wish.  Here  and  there,  it 
is  true  the  volume  testified  to  some  heart  so  p reverted 
as  to  desire  gold  for  its  own  sake.  Many  wished  for 
power ;  a  strange  desire,  indeed,  since  it  is  but  another 
form  of  slavery.  Old  people  wished  for  the  delights  of 
youth ;  a  fop,  for  a  fashionable  coat;  an  idle  reader  for 
a  new  novel ;  a  versifier,  for  a  rhyme  to  some  stubborn 
word:  a  painter,  for  Titian's  secret  of  coloring;  a 
prince,  for  a  cottage ;  a  republican,  for  a  kingdom,  and 
a  palace ;  a  libertine,  for  his  neighbor's  wife ;  a  man  of 
palate,  for  green  peas ;  and  a  poor  man  for  a  crust  of 
'bread.  The  ambitious  desires  of  public  men,  elsewhere 
so  craftily  concealed,  were  here  expressed  openly  and 
boldly,  side  by  side  with  the  unselfish  wishes  of  the 
philanthropist,  for  the  welfare  of  the  race,  so  beautiful, 
so  comforting,  in  contrast  with  the  egotism  that  con- 
tinually weighed  self  against  the  world.  Into  the 
darker  secrets  of  the  Book  of  Wishes,  we  will  not  pene- 
trate. 

It  would  be  an  instructive  employment  for  a  student 
of  mankind,  perusing  this  volume  carefully,  and  com- 
paring  its  records  with  men's  perfected  designs,  as  ex- 
pressed in  their  deeds  and  daily  life,  to  ascertain  how 
far  the  one  accorded  with  the  other.  Undoubtedly,  in 
most  cases,  the  correspondence  would  be  found  re- 
mote. The  holy  and  generous  wish,  that  rises  like 
incense  from  a  pure  heart  toward  heaven,  often  lav- 
ishes its  sweet  perfume  on  the  blast  of  evil  times.  The 
foul,  selfish,  murderous  wish,  that  steams  forth  from  a 
corrupted  heart,  often  passes  into  the  spiritual  atmos- 
phere, without  being  concerted  into  an  earthly  deed. 
Yet  this  volume  is  probably  truer,  as  a  representation 
of  the  human  heart,  than  is  the  living  drama  of  action, 
as  it  evolves  around  us.  There  is  more  of  good  and 
more  of  evil  in  it ;  more  redeeming  points  of  the  bad 
and  more  errors  of  the  virtuous ;  higher  up-soarings, 
and  baser  degradation  of  the  soul ;  in  short,  a  more 
perplexing  amalgamation  of  vice  and  virtue,  than  we 
witness  in  the  outward  world.  Decency,  and  external 
conscience,  often  produce  a  far  fairer  outside  than  is 
warranted  by  the  stains  within.  And  be  it  owned,  on 
the  other  hand,  that  a  man  seldom  repeats  to  his  near- 
est friend,  any  more  than  he  realizes  in  act,  the  purest 
wishes,  which  at  some  blessed  time  or  other,  have 
arisen  from  the  depths  of  his  nature,  and  witnessed  for 
him  in  this  volume.  Yet  there  is  enough,  on  every 
leaf,  to  make  the  good  man  shudder  for  his  own  wild 
and  idle  wishes,  as  well  as  for  the  sinner,  whose  whole 
life  is  the  incarnation  of  a  wicked  desire. 

But  again  the  door  is  opened;  and  we  hear  the  tu- 
multuous stir  of  the  world— a  deep  and  awful  sound 
expressing  in  another  form,  some  portion  of  what  is 
written  in  the  volume  that  lies  before  the  Man  of  In- 
telligence. A  grandfatherly  personage  tottered  hastily 
into  the  office,  with  such  an  earnestness  in  his  infirm 
alacrity  that  his  whits  hair  floated  backward,  as  ha 
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•hurried  up  to  the  desk;  while  his  dim  eyes  caught  a 
momentary  lustre  from  his  vehemence  of  purpose. 
This  venerable  figure  explained  that  he  was  in  search 
of  To  morrow. 

"I  have  spent  all  my  life  in  pursuit  of  it,"  added  the 
sage  old  gentleman,  "  being  assured  that  To-morrow 
has  some  vast  benefit  or  other  in  store  for  me.  But  I 
am  now  getting  a  little  in  years,  and  must  make  haste ; 
for  unless  I  overtake  To-morrow  soon,  I  begin  to  be 
afraid  it  will  finally  escape  me  " 

"This  fugitive  To-morrow,  my  venerable  friend," 
•aid  the  Man  of  Intelligence,  c'is  a  stray  child  of  time, 
and  la  flying  from  his  father  into  the  region  of  the  in- 
finite. Continue  your  pursuit,  and  you  will  doubtless 
come  up  with  him ;  but  as  to  the  earthly  gifts  which 
you  expect,  he  has  scattered  them  all  among  a  throng 
of  Yesterdays." 

Obliged  to  content  himself  with  this  enigmatical 
response,  the  grandslre  hastened  forth,  with  a  quick 
clatter  of  his  staff  upon  the  floor :  and  as  he  disappear- 
ed, a  little  boy  scampered  through  the  door  in  chase  of 
a  butterfly,  which  had  got  astray  amid  the  barren  sun- 
shine of  the  city.  Had  the  old  gentleman  been  shrewd- 
er, he  might  have  detected  To-morrow  under  the  sem- 
blance of  that  gaudy  insect.  The  golden  butterfly  glis- 
tened through  the  shadowy  apartment,  and  brushed  its 
wings  against  the  Book  of  Wishes,  and  fluttered  forth 
again  with  the  child  still  in  pursuit. 

A  man  now  entered,  in  neglected  attire,  with  the 
aspect  of  a  thinker,  but  somewhat  too  rough- hewn  and 
brawny  for  a  scholar.  His  face  was  full  of  sturdy 
vigor,  with  some  finer  and  keener  attribute  beneath ; 
though,  harsh  at  first,  it  was  tempered  with  the  glow 
of  a  large  warm  heart,  which  had  force  enough  to  heat 
bis  powerful  intellect  through  and  through.  He  ad- 
vanced to  the  Intelligencer,  and  looked  at  him  with  a 
glance  of  such  stern  sincerity,  that  perhaps  few  secrets 
were  beyond  its  scope. 

"  I  seek  for  Truth,"  said  he, 

"  It  is  precisely  the  most  rare  pursuit  that  has  ever 
come  under  my  cognizance,"  replied  the  Intelligencer, 
as  he  made  the  new  inscription  in  his  volume.  "  Most 
men  seek  to  impose  some  cunning  falsehood  upon 
themselves  for  truth.  But  I  can  lend  no  help  to  your 
researches.  You  must  achieve  the  miracle  for  your- 
self! At  some  fortunate  moment,  you  may  find  Truth 
at  your  side — or,  perhaps,  she  may  be  mistily  discern- 
ed, far  in  advance— or,  possibly,  behind  you." 

"  Not  behind  me,"  said  the  seeker,  •*  for  I  have  left 
nothing  on  my  track  without  a  thorough  investigation. 
She  flits  before  me,  passing  now  through  a  naked  soli- 
tude, and  now  mingling  with  the  throng  of  a  popular 
assembly,  and  now  writing  with  the  pen  of  a  French 
philosopher,  and  now  standing  at  the  altar  of  an  old 
cathedra],  in  the  guise  of  a  Catholic  priest,  performing 
the  high  mass.  Oh  weary  search  !  But  I  must  not 
falter;  and  surely  my  heart-deep  quest  of  Truth  shall 
avail  at  last." 

He  paused,  and  fixed  his  eyes  upon  the  Intelligencer, 
with  a  depth  of  investigation  that  seemed  to  hold  com- 
merce with  the  inner  nature  of  this  being,  wholly  re- 
gardless of  his  external  developement. 

"  And  what  are  you?"  said  he,  "It  will  not  satisfy 
me  to  point  to  this  fantastic  show  of  an  Intelligence 
Office,  and  this  mockery  of  business.  Tell  me  what  is 
beneath  it,  and  what  your  real  agency  in  life,  and  your 
Influence  upon  mankind?" 

"Yours  Ian  mind!"  answered  the  Man  of  Intelli- 


gence, "before  which  the  forms  and  fantasies  that  con- 
ceal the  inner  idea  from  the  multitude,  vanish  at  once, 
and  leave  the  naked  reality  beneath.  Know,  then,  the 
secret.  My  agency  in  worldly  action— my  connection 
with  the  press,  and  tumult,  and  intermingling,  and 
developement  of  human  affairs — is  merely  delusive. 
The  desire  of  man's  heart  does  for  him  whatever  I 
seem  to  do.  I  am  no  minister  of  action,  but  the  Re- 
cording Spirit !" 

What  further  secrets  were  then  spoken,  remains  a 
mystery ;  inasmuch  as  the  roar  of  the  city,  the  bustle 
of  human  business,  the  outcry  of  the  jostling  masses, 
the  rush  and  tumult  of  man's  life,  in  its  noisy  and 
brief  career,  arose  so  high  that  it  drowned  the  words  of 
these  two  talkers.  And  whether  they  stood  talking  in 
the  Moon,  or  in  Vanity  Pair,  or  in  a  city  of  this  actual 
world,  is  more  than  I  can  say.— Democratic  Review. 


TWO  LOVES.— To  S. 

BT  A.  J.  H.  DDOAN51. 


Two  loves  within  me,  love,  there 
The  one  a  changing  flame, 

The  other  like  some  radiant  star 
That  ever  beams  the  same. 


The  first  love  is  a  mortal  fire, 

That,  mortal,  glows  and  dies— 
'Tis  chained  to  earth— to  earth's  desire, 

Hopes,  seeks,  yet  fails  to  rise. 

But  in  my  spirit's  heart— above 

The  world— a  ray  divine 
Has  lit  from  Heaven's  shrine  a  love— 

My  spirWs  love  for  thine. 
For  the  Rover— Boston,  May,  1844.  , 

THE  BLIND  PREACHER. 

BY    WILLIAM   WIRT. 

As  I  traveled  through  the  county  of  Orange,  my  eye 
was  caught  by  a  cluster  of  horses  tied  by  a  ruinous  old 
wooden  house,  in  the  forest  not  far  from  the  road  side. 
Having  frequently  seen  such  objects  before  in  travel- 
ing through  these  states,  I  had  no  difficulty  in  under- 
standing that  this  was  a  place  of  religious  worship. 

Devotion  alone  should  have  stopped  me,  to  join  in 
the  duties  of  the  congregation ;  but  I  must  confess  that 
curiosity  to  hear  the  preacher  of  such  a  wilderness, 
was  not  the  least  of  my  motives.  On  entering,  I  was 
struck  with  his  preternatural  appearance.  He  was  a 
tall  and  very  spare  old  man;  his  head,  which  was 
covered  with  a  white  linen  cap,  his  shriveled  hands, 
and  his  voice,  were  all  shaking  with  the  influence  of  a 
palsy— and  a  few  momenta  ascertained  me  that  he  was 
perfectly  blind. 

The  first  emotions  that  touched  my  breast  were  those 
of  mingled  pity  and  veneration.  But  how  soon  were 
all  my  feelings  changed !  The  lips  of  Plato  were  never 
more  worthy  of  prognostic  swarms  of  bees,  than 
were  the  lips  of  this  holy  man  1  It  was  the  day  of  the 
administration  of  the  sacrament— and  his  subject  was 
of  course,  the  passion  of  our  Saviour.  I  had  heard  the 
subject  handled  a  thousand  times— I  had  thought  It 
exhausted  long  ago.  Little  did  I  suppose  that  in  the 
wild  woods  of  America  was  I  to  meet  a  man,  whose 
eloquence  would  give  to  this  topic  a  new  and  more 
sublime  pathos,  than  I  had  ever  before  witnessed. 

As  he  descended  from  the  pulpit  to'  distribute  thr 
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mystic  symbols,  there  was  a  more  peculiar,  a  more 
than  human  solemnity  in  his  air  and  manner,  which 
made  my  blood  run  cold,  and  my  whole  frame  shiver. 
He  then  drew  a  picture  of  the  sufferings  of  our 
Saviour— his  trial  before  Pilate— his  ascent  up  Cal- 
vary to  the  crucifixion.  I  knew  the  whole  history 
•—but  never  till  then,  had  heard  the  circumstances  so 
selected,  so  arranged,  so  colored !  It  was  all  new — and 
I  seemed  to  have  heard  it  for  the  first  time  in  my  life. 
His  enunciation  was  so  deliberate,  that  his  voice  trem- 
bled on  every  syllable,  and  every  heart  trembled  in  uni- 
son. 

His  peculiar  phrase  had  that  force  of  description, 
that  the  original  scene  appeared  to  be  at  that  moment 
acting  before  our  eyes.  We 'saw  the  very  faces  of  the 
Jews  j  the  staring,  frightful  distortion  of  malice  and 
rage.  We  saw  the  buffet;  my  soul  kindled  with  a 
flame  of  indignation— and  my  hands  were  involuntarily 
and  convulsively  clenched. 

But  when  he  came  to  touch  on  the  patience,  the  for- 
giving meekness  of  our  Saviour — whom  he  drew  to 
the  life,  his  voice  breathed  to  Ood  a  soft  and  gentle 
prayer  of  pardon  on  his  enemies,  "  Father  forgive  them 
for  they  know  not  what  they  do"— the  voice  of  the 
preacher,  which  had  all  along  faltered,  grew  fainter 
and  fainter,  until  his  utterance  being  entirely  obscured 
by  the  force  of  his  feelings,  he  raised  his  handkerchief 
to  his  eyes,  and  burst  into  a  loud  irrepressible  flood  of 
grief.  The  effect  was  inconceivable.  The  whole  house 
resounded  with  the  mingled  groans,  and  sobs,  and 
shrieks  of  the  congregation. 

It  was  sometime  before  the  tumult  had  subsided  so 
far  as  to  permit  him  to  proceed.  Indeed  judging  by 
the  usual  but  fallacious  standard  of  my  own  weakness, 
I  began  to  be  very  uneasy  for  the  situation  of  the 
preacher.  For  I  could  not  conceive  how  he  would  be 
able  to  let  his  audience  down  from  the  height  to  which 
he  had  wound  them,  without  Imparing  the  solemnity 
and  dignity  of  the  subject,  or  perhaps  shocking  them 
by  the  abruptness  of  his  fall.  But— no,  the  desent  was 
as  sublime  as  the  elevation  had  been  rapid  and  enthu- 
siastic 

The  first  sentence  with  which  he  broke  the  awful 
silence,  was  a  quotation  from  Rouseau :  Socrates  died 
like  a  philosopher,  but  Jesus  Christ  like  a  God ! 

I  despair  of  giving  you  my  idea  of  the  effect  produ- 
ced by  this  short  sentence,  unless  you  could  perfectly 
conceive  the  whole  manner  of  the  man,  as  well  as  the 
peculiar  crisis  In  the  discourse.  Never  did  I  com- 
pletely understand  what  Demosthenes  meant  by  lay- 
ing such  stress  on  delivery. 

Ton  are  to  bring  before  you  the  venerable  figure  of 
the  venerable  preacher;  his  blindness  constantly  call- 
ing to  your  recollection  old  Homer,  Osgood  and  Milton, 
and  associating  with  his  performance  the  melancholy 
grandeur  of  their  geniuses;  you  are  to  imagine  that  you 
hear  slow,  solemn,  well-accented  enunciations  and  his 
voice  of  affecting  trembling  melody;  you  are  to  re- 
member the  pitch  of  passion  and  enthusiasm  which 
reigned  through  the  house ;  the  preacher  removing  his 
white  handkerchief  from  his  aged  face,  (even  yet  wet 
from  the  recent  torrent  of  his  tears,)  and  slowly  stretch- 
ing forth  his  palsied  hand  which  held  it,  begins  the 
sentence— "Socrates  died  like  a  philosopher"— then 
pausing,  and  raising  his  other,  with  warmth  and  en- 
ergy, to  his  breast,  lifting  his  "sightless  balls"  to 
freavenIand  pouring  bis  whole  eoul  into  his  tremulous 
fJeetoChiUtlikeaGod!" 


If  he  had  been  in  deed  and  in  truth  an  angel  of  sight, 
the  effects  could  scarcely  have  been  more  divine. 
Whatever  I  had  been  able  to  conceive  of  the  sublimity 
of  Massilon  or  the  force  of  Bourdaloue,  has  fallen  fin 
short  of  the  power  which  I  felt  from  the  delivery  of  this 
simple  sentence. 

If  this  description  gives  you  the  impression  that  this 
incomparable  minister  had  anything  of  a  shallow  the- 
atrical trick  in  his  manner,  it  does  him  great  injustice. 
I  have  never  seen  in  any  orator  such  a  union  of  sim- 
plicity and  majesty.  He  has  not  a  gesture,  an  atti- 
tude, or  an  accent,  to  which  he  does  not  seem  forced 
by  the  sentiment  he  is  expressing.  His  mind  is  too 
serious,  too  earnest,  too  solicitous,  and  at  the  same 
time,  too  dignified,  too  stoop  to  artifice. 

Although  as  far  removed  from  ostentation  as  a  man 
can  be,  yet  it  is  clear  from  the  train,  the  style  and  sub- 
stance of  his  thoughts,  that  he  is  not  only  a  polite 
scholar,  but  a  man  of  profound  erudition !  I  was  for- 
cibly struck  with  a  short  yet  beautiful  character  which 
he  drew  of  your  learned  and  able  countryman,  Sir, 
Robert  Boyle ;  he  spoke  of  him  as  if  "  his  noble  mind 
had,  ever  before  death,  divested  itself  of  all  influence 
from  his  frail  tabernacles  of  flesh,"  and  called  him,  in 
his  peculiar  emphatic  and  impressive  manner,  a  "pure 
intelligence ;  a  link  between  men  and  angels." 

This  man  has  been  before  my  imagination  almost 
ever  since.  A  thousand  times,  as  I  rode  along,  I  drop- 
ped the  reigns  of  my  bridle,  stretched  forth  my  hands, 
and  tried  to  imitate  his  quotation  from  Rosseau:  a 
thousand  times  I  abandoned  the  attempt  in  despair, 
and  felt  persuaded  that  his  peculiar  manner  and  power 
arose  from  an  energy  of  soul  which  nature  alone  could 
justly  copy.  As  I  recall  at  this  moment,  several  of  his 
awfully  striking  attitudes,  the  force  with  which  my 
blood  begins  to  pour  along  my  arteries,  reminds  me  of 
the  emotion  produced  by  the  first  sight  of  Gary's  in- 
troductory picture  of  his  Bard. 


LAKE  WONDEKS. 
On  various  lakes  in  different  parts  of  the  world,  there 
exist  phenomena  not  easily  accounted  for.  The  Lake 
Baikal  is  remarkable  from  its  waters,  at  certain  timet, 
though  not  a  breath  of  wind  is  stirring  in  the  neighbor- 
hood, being  agitated  to  foaming,  and  at  other  times, 
although  the  pines  on  the  hills  are  bowed  down  by  the 
blast,  Its  surface  is  almost  perfectly  calm.  There  ere 
heard  at  one  time  loud  moaning  sounds,  at  another 
sweet  sounds  like  those  of  the  jEolian  harp.  Similar 
agitations  and  sounds  are  frequently  observed  on  other 
lakes,  and  are  considered  to  be  owing  to  the  electrical 
state  of  the  atmosphere.  On  some  lakes  there  ere 
floating  islands ;  such  are  found  on  Derwent  Water 
and  Loch  Lomond,  and  there  is  a  remarkable  one  at 
Grerdan,  in  Russia  which  supports  one  hundred  head 
of  cattle.  These  islands  appear  and  disappear  from 
time  to  time,  and  are  found  to  be  formed  of  the  roots 
of  trees,  and  of  aquatic  plants,  which  are  sometimes 
dissengaged  from  the  adjoining  banks,  being  under- 
mined by  the  action  of  the  waves.  While  dry,  they 
float  upon  the  surface,  but  when  saturated  they  sink  to 
the  bottom.  Sometimes  lakes  have  double  bottoms. 
These  are  perhaps,  caused  by  a  tissue  of  roots  and 
aquatic  plants  being  raised  up  from  the  bottom  by  the 
gas  they  contain.  A  lake  of  this  kind  is  in  Anegeda, 
one  of  the  Virgin  Islands,  the  bottom  of  which,  stok- 
ing, sometimes  causes  the  death  of  men  end  cattle. 
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Some  lakes  ate  supposed  to  have  disappeared  alto- 
gether} one  of  these  existed  in  Bohemia,  and  covered 
that  country,  which  is  entirely  surrounded  by  moun- 
tains, until  by  some  means  a  passage  was  forced 
through  a  defile,  and  the  water  drained  off.  Several 
lakes  are  decreasing  in  size,  as  the  Lake  of  Mexico, 
which,  when  Cortez  conquered  that  country,  surround- 
ed a  large  part  of  the  city  of  Mexico,  giving  it  a  beau- 
tiful appearance;  now  however,  the  lake  has  retreated 
to  a  considerable  distance  from  the  city.  Among  these 
lakes  most  celebrated  is  the  Dead  Sea,  lying  between 
two  bleak  parallel  chains  of  mountains  on  the  borders 
of  Palestine,  with  no  sign  of  vegetation  about  it,  ex- 
cept a  few  stunted  shrubs.  It  is  chiefly  surrounded 
by  salt,  mud,  or  moving  sands.  Its  length  is  thirty 
miles,  and  its  waters  remarkably  clear,  and  strongly 
impregnated  with  salt.  It  was  said  by  former  travel- 
ers, that  no  fish  would  live  in  its  waters,  nor  birds  fly 
over  it  j  but  this  appears  a  mistake,  as  modern  travel- 
ers have  found  a  small  sp'ecies  of  fiah  in  the  lake,  and 
have  seen  swallows  skimming  along  its  surface.  This 
region  was  formerly  the  site  of  Sodom  and  Gomorrah. 
The  destruction  of  these  cities  is  supposed  by  some  to 
•have  been  caused  by  the  bursting  forth  of  a  volcano, 
bat  it  is  more  in  accordance  with  scripture  to  suppose 
that  the  lightning  from  heaven  may  have  fallen  upon 
the  bltuminious  substances  which  served  to  build  the 
houses  and  furnish  materials  for  the  conflagration. 
Ruins  are  still  to  be  seen  underneath  the  waters. 

Mephitic  lakes  sometimes  throw  up  gasses  which 
form  an  explosion  like  distant  thunder.  Similiar  gas- 
sea  arise  hi  certain  caves  and  valleys.  Carbonic  acid 
gas  will  not  rise  above  three  feet  above  the  ground,  so 
that  men  are  found  to  walk  in  safety  through  it,  while 
stray  sheep  perish.  There  is  a  valley  in  Java,  about 
half  a  mile  in  circumference,  strewed  with  bones,  bleach- 
ed as  white  as  ivory.  Some  are  the  bones  of  tigers, 
dogs,  peacocks,  and  some  of  men ;  yet  the  sides  of  the 
valley  are  covered  with  luxuriant  vegetation,  both  trees 
and  shrubs.  Near  the  bottom  is  perceived  a  noxious 
•mall  i  a  dog,  upon  being  forced  to  the  bottom,  died  in 
fifteen  minutes,  a  fowl  in  one  and  a  half  minutes,  and 
another,  which  was  thrown  down,  apparently  before 
it  reached  the  bottom.  On  the  opposite  side  is  seen 
the  skeleton  of  a  man,  with  his  head  resting  upon  his 
light  hand,  the  bones  bleached  perfectly  white.  They 
are  supposed  to  have  been  rebels,  and  who,  wandering 
without  knowing  the  country,  finding  themselves  seiz- 
ed with  a  sudden  attack,  had  sat  down,  and  lost  all 
presence  of  mind,  so  as  not  to  be  able  to  leave  that 
dreadful  region.  There  is  in  that  valley  no  smell  of 
sulphur,  though  the  region  is  highly  volcanic 
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A  vie  to  misanthropy!  said  I,  as  pushing  back  the 
lattice  of  a  window  overlooking  the  west,  I  saw  the 
vines  and  young  trees  tossing  their  leaves  in  a  dozen 
gardens,  and  felt  on  my  cheek  the  trembling  fingers  of 
the  soft  wind  laden  with  the  odor  of  myriad  flowers, 
all  glittering  with  morning  dew— a  fie  to  misanthropy, 
in  this  sweet  May-month,  this  delectable  spring-time. 
Yet  how  many  there  are,  who  profess  so  deep  a  hate 
for  the  world,  as  to  wish  themselves  out,  had  they  not 
father 

"  Suffer  the  ills  that  flesh  U  heir  to, 
Than  fly  to  others  that  they  know  not  of!" 


I  have  no  sympathy  with  their  lamentations,  for  the 
most  wo- begone  scamp  among  them,  though  thorough- 
ly inducted  into  all  the  desolation  of  "Five  Points" 
abandonment,  had  better  live  than  die,  for  to  die  were 
to  leave  the  past  but  darkness— to  live,  might  be  to 
atone.  Certainly  what  little  ill  they  bear  is  no  fault  of 
the  seasons,  and  instead  of  cursing  "  thorns  and  this- 
tles," which  they  have  busily  sown  themselves,  they 
might  even  in  their  maddest  mood  thank  God  for  fresh 
air,  and  flowers,  and  all  that— but  nay ;  and  all  the 
mischief  they  and  their  fellows  have  wrought,  is  a  poi- 
son for  which  they  curse  the  green  and  innocent  earth! 
Shut  them  up  in  a  dark  cage  for  a  twelve-month,  and 
feed  them  on  bread  and  water,  and  I  stake  my  faith 
that  they  will  come  out  real  lovers  of  May  mornings, 
and  by  no  means  turn  up  their  noses  at  a  dish  of 
"  greens."  The  truth  is,  our  world-haters  have  been 
Indulged  too  much,  and  have  come  to  look  upon  God's 
bounties  as  they  would  on  so  many  old  clothes !  Shut 
them  out,  and  I  wager  a  penny  that  their  misanthropy 
is  cured.  One  of  Milton's  devils,  up  to  the  chin  as  he 
was  in  sulphurous  flame  and  a  whole  "  hell  of  horrors," 
had  an  infinitely  better  estimate  of  life  than  these  an- 
thankful  ones,  who 

"  For  a  corn  upon  the  little  toe, 
Or  friendship  false,  or  loss  of  cash, 
Or  but  the  shadow  of  a  broken  heart, 
Their  loves,  their  duties,  and  their  lives  forego." 
He,  after  summing  up  the  chances  of  his  fate,  "Belial" 
as  he  was,  thus  reasons — 
14  To  be  no  more :  sad^cure !  for  who  would  lose, 
Though  full  of  pain,  this  intellectual  being, 
Those  thoughts  that  wander  through  eternity, 
To  perish  rather,  swallowed  up  and  lost 
In  the  wide  womb  of  uncreated  night, 
Devoid  of  sense  and  motion  ?" 

Keen  as  the  angels  tastes  must  have  been  for  good 
or  evil,  he,  rather  than  be  blotted  out,  would  bear  aa 
eternity  of  pain !  So  precious  "  this  intellectual  being*9 
—but  our  man  and  world-hater  thinks  life  hardly 
"value  received"  for  the  "ills  that  flesh  is  heir  to  I" 
I  mock  at  no  man's  grief,  his  unrest,  his  pain  and  de- 
spair, for  they  are  burdensome  enough  without  addi- 
tional torment  j  but  as  virtue  lies  chiefly  in  doing  and 
suffering,  I  should  have  a  small  opinion  of  him  if  he 
failed  to  bear  bis  load.  After  all,  men  are  seldom  so 
miserable  as  they  imagine  themselves,  if  they  but  cast 
their  eyes  upon  the  mountains  whose  cedars  bend 
with  perfume,  and  the  valleys  mantled  with  fruit  ant 
foliage,  crying,  Gather  us,  gather  us,  oh  ye  Inhabitants 
of  the  earth  I  For  myself  I  would  willingly  beat  my 
share  of  wo,  which  is  no  small  one,  an  eternity  Ions/, 
for  the  goodness  and  beauty  that  rises  everywhere  over 
it  like  foam  flashing  on  the  chafed  bosom  of  dark  wa- 
ters. Suffering,  I  conceive,  gives  intensity  to  the  ls> 
tervals  of  joy,  as  storms  floating  out  from  a  summer's 
sky  leave  a  bright  and  serener  blue.  Be  that  as  It  may, 
spring  is  full  upon  us  with  music  and  beauty,  and  a 
golden  glory  pervades  all  things  I 

"  Now  while  the  early  budders  are  just  new, 

And  run  in  mazes  of  the  youngest  hue 

About  old  forests ;  while  the  willow  trails 

Its  delicate  amber,  and  the  dairy  pails 

Bring  home  increase  of  milk  1" 
ort  as  another  poet  of  the  past  pictures— while  the 
young  minnows 

"  Staying  their  wavy  bodies  'gainst  the  streams, 
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To  taste  the  luxury  of  sunny  beams 

Which  is  their  sweet  delight ;  and  ever  nestle 

Their  silver  bellies  on  the  pebbly  sand—" 

who  would,  or  can  keep  closed  lips,  and  not  breathe 
out  in  the  fullness  of  a  heart  peopled  anew  by  all 
these  fresh  delights,  the  eloquent  thanksgiving  of 
the  Psalmist,  "  Praise  ye  the  Lord,  praise  ye  the  Lord, 
oh  my  soul  1"  I  care  not  how  hard  the  man's  heart 
may  be,  If  he  will  rise  with  the  sun  on  a  pleasant  May 
morning,  and  go  forth  amid  the  influences  of  nature, 
he  cannot  return  without  a  deeper  gratitude  to  God, 
and  a  kindlier  feeling  toward  every  living  thing !  There 
are  ministering  angels  upon  the  gentle  breeze,  in  the 
song  of  birds,  and  in  the  joyousness  of  innumerable 
leaves  which  toss  themselves  like  hands  toward  hea- 
ven, shaking  their  dewy  crowns  in  the  first  rays  of  the 
rising  sun,  while  the  rich  air  is  populous  with  wings, 
unseen  yet  visible,  that  quiver  about  the  meanest  heart 
with  a  buoyant  and  beautiful  life;  irresistable  wherever 
it  is  felt !    We  can  see,  with  Shelley, 

"All  things  are  recreated,  and  the  flame 
Of  concentaneous  love  inspires  all  life: 
The  fertile  bosom  of  the  earth  gives  suck 
To  myriads,  who  still  grow  beneath  her  care, 
Rewarding  her  with  their  pure  perfectness." 

God  forbid  that  you,  reader,  or  I,  should  ever  sub- 
scribe to  the  creed  of  a  misanthropist ;  nature  is  worth 
living  for,  if  all  companionship  with  flesh  were  lost 
If  you  have  any  feud  with  man,  settle  it,  or  flee  from 
him;  do  not  curse  nature  for  your  own  sins;  if  you 
have  anything  against  nature,  state  your  cause,  and  it 
shall  be  answered,  or  else  hereafter  hold  your  peace ! 
It  would  be  a  severer  punishment  to  one  half— aye, 
nine  tenths  of  the  world,  to  lose  simply  its  sight,  than 
all  else  it  suffers,  and  so  help  me  truth— I  never  saw  a 
blind  person  yet  whovwhen  comparing  himself  with  the 
dumb,  did  not  think  his  lot  fortunate.  We  are  too 
well  kept,  many  of  us,  to  relish  what  is  good)  or  con- 
tentedly bear  what  seems  evil.  If  every  middling-well 
man  in  New  York  had  been  with  me  in  the  Park  one 
morning  last  week,  I  would  have  pointed  them  to  a 
sight  which  I  warrant  would  have  sent  them  all  home 
like  good  Christians,  with  their  hearts  full  of  thank- 
fulness and  content !  By  the  bye,  at  sunrise  the  Park 
Is  a  paradise  for  city  denizens,  who,  during  the  day, 
are  only  treated  to  scorching  heat  and  choking  dust. 
Right  beautiful  indeed  is  it  just  now,  when  the  trees  are 
assuming  their  green  garments,  sheltering  the  invalid 
and  the  idler  from  the  hot  sun,  and  charming  to  their 
fresh  arms  the  gay  song-birds  1  And  the  fountain,  too, 
is  that  no  luxury  to  the  sallow  cheeks,  the  rosy  lips, 
the  faint  hearts,  to  the  filthy  and  the  clean  ?  Is  it  not 
asweethourofforgetfulnessofall  human  ills  and  cares, 
to  sit  by  that  classic  and  chaste  looking  chain,  and 
-watch  the  young  rain-bows  nestling  amid  the  spray  ? 
To  note  the  spray  and  mist  grow  golden  in  the  quiv- 
ering rays  of  the  sun?  To  behold  the  innumerable 
bubbles  gather  and  break,  filling  your  vision  with  fan- 
tastic hues,  and  your  fancy  with  a  bright  but  bewilder- 
ing dream  ?  There  they  rise  and  fall,  rain-bows,  spray 
and  bubbles,  like  playful  phantoms,  embleming  the 
lights  and  shades,  the  pursuits  and  pleasures  of  life— 
a  day  dream,  forsooth,  more  beautiful  in  vision  than 
reality  1  How  long,  oh  ye  city  governors,  will  ye  de- 
lay an  appropriation  to  ornament  the  fountain  ye  have 
made?— a  fountain  the  glory  of  your  park  and  the  de- 
light of  your  people  I    Speaking  of  the  fountain  re- 


minds me  of  that  chapter  on  "  Astor  Baths"  by  a  gift- 
ed lady ;  has  the  outline  of  her  vision— a  beautiful  one, 
which  magnificent  wealth  might  fulfill— found  the 
spirit  of  the  gray-haired  millionare  ?  And  will  he  not 
ensure  something  better  than  wreathed  statues— the 
gratitude  and  blessing  of  thousands,  by  carrying  it 
out?  I  pray  that  he  will,  and  the  deed  shall  be  re- 
membered while  the  Croton  lasts  1 

Spring  has  done  something,  too,  for  the  graves ;  and 
rank  green  plumes  waving  over  the  rest  of  the  dead; 
challenge  us  with  a  rustle  as  we  pass.  A  lady  walking 
with  me  yesterday,  by  St.  Paul's,  thought  the  long 
grass  a  melancholy  sight.  I  differ,  and  know  of  none 
pleasanter.  If  the  turf  was  barren  I  might  grieve  that 
all  was  desert  below,  but  these  daisies  and  violets,  and 
this  freeh  grass  point  eloquent  to  the  heaven  located 
beyond,  the  felicity  of  unbroken  peace !  I  cannot  for- 
bear, while  speaking  of  graves,  asking 

"  How  sleep  the  brave  who  sink  to  rest, 
By  all  their  country's  wishes  blest?" 
and  this  with  reference  to  the  tomb  of  Lawrence, 
which,  while  opulence  is  lifting  its  spires,  not  its  heart* 
toward  heaven  is  crumbling  beneath  the  storm  silently  to 
dust  in  one  corner  of  Trinity  church-yard !  Shame  on 
the  gratitude  and  patriotism  which  cannot,  or  will  not, 
furnish  mortar  enough  to  replace  the  bricks  and  mar- 
ble, which,  marred  as  they  are,  may  serve  to  protect 
his  vault  from  the  rains  and  snows  of  heaven !  CinV 
zens  of  New  York,  I  leave  it  to  your  ability,  if  not  your 
willingness,  to  do  justice  to  yourselves  and  him. 

And  now  what  has  spring  done  for  us  who  write  and 
read  ?  Has  it  kindled  within  our  hearts  freshness  and 
beauty,  and  devout  gratitude  to  the  bountiful  giver  of 
good?  Do  we  feel  the  "winter  of  our  discontent" 
made  glorious  spring  time  by  the  love  of  God  ?  Have 
the  living  juices  of  our  nature,  the  kindness,  the  joy- 
ousness, and  the  blessed  innocency  of  our  childhood, 
that  angel-time  of  being,  gushed  up  into  the  dry  and 
fevered,  perhaps  desolate,  chambers  of  the  heart  ?  Have 
our  feelings  and  sentiments,  one  toward  another,  blos- 
somed anew  under  the  gentle  influences  of  the  spring? 
After  all,  this  is  the  consumation  we  wish,  and  for 
which  we  should  strive.  Why  are  beautiful  and  true 
forms  and  spirits  given  to,  and  surrounding  us,  unless 
it  be  to  awaken  their  similies  in  us— and  why  should 
we  be  taught  the  great  lesson  of  goodness  that  smiles 
out  from  every  sun-beam  and  flower,  unless  it  be  to- 
kindle  in  our  souls  deeds  that  shall  correspond  ?  For 
one  I  have  felt  and  feel  a  kind  of  genial  resurrection 
from  the  elastic  touch  of  spring.  I  feel  humbler  before 
God  and  nearer  to  all  men,  and  it  cannot  be  otherwise, 
while 

"  Soothing  notes 
Of  ivy  fingered  winds,  and  gladsome  birds, 
And  merriment  are  resonant  around." 

For  the  Rover— New  York,  May,  1844. 


The  Sensitive  Plant  is  part  vegetable  and  part  ani- 
mal. The  water  pink  of  Minorca,  and  the  grass  at 
the  bottom  of  the  bay,  is  all  animal !  The  pink  is  at- 
tached to  a  rock,  and  out  of  a  long  stalk  throws  fibres, 
and  forms  flowers  of  a  beautiful  color.  Touch  them* 
and  they  are  all  drawn  down  into  the  stalk  out  of 
sight  by  a  grisly,  worm-like  animal,  from  six  to  seven 
inches  long.  Touch  the  grass  there,  and  it  disappears 
in  s  knotted  cone,  or  star-like  animal 
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THE    ENTHUSIAST. 

BY  LAWBBNCB  LABREE. 

Hb  lay  upon  the  earth.    The  roseate  hues 
Of  the  new  morn  were  glowing  all  around  him ; 
And  the  bright  caroling  of  many  birds 
In  the  mid  air  and  on  each  leafy  spray, 
And  the  soft  gushing  of  the  limpid  streams, 
The  trinkling  of  the  bushy- margined  brook, 
The  am' roue  zephyr  sighing  through  the  grove, 
Made  Nature  seem  all  musical  with  joy, 
As  when  the  earth  was  in  its  infancy, 
Ere  crime  had  cast  her  shadow  o'er  its  face, 
Or  sorrow  nip'd  the  blossoming  flowers  of  faith. 

He  gazed  into  the  air.    His  full  soul  rose 

With  a  redundancy  of  glorious  thought, 

And  his  wrapt  spirit  seemed  not  of  the  earth, 

So  full  was  it  of  heavenward  aspirations. 

He  felt  as  though  the  world  was  not  his  home, 

And  to  be  free— free  as  the  deathless  mind, 

To  pierce  the  depths  of  dread  eternity, 

Among  the  myriads  of  revolving  orbs, 

Where  time  ne'er  had  beginning  nor  hath  end, 

And  read  the  awful  and  mysterious  book 

Of  the  Divinity  ; — to  learn  of  angels — 

Those  bright- winged  seraphs,  that  around  God's  throne 

Hake  most  harmonious  praise  to  Him  whose  power 

Call'd  ail  things  into  action,  and  did  form 

The  grandest  of  all  shapes  of  earth  or  air — 

Man  in  His  own  bright  image !    He  did  long 

To  he  companion  of  some  mighty  spirit, 

Roaming  on  joyous  and  expectant  wing 

From  system  unto  system,  until  thought 

Absolves  itself  from  awful  mystery, 

And  ecstacy,  and  wonder,  and  much  love 

Do  clothe  the  soul  in  unimagined  bliss ! 

Evening  came,  and  still  the  enthusiast  lingered. 

He  had  roamed  far  o'er  hill  and  verdant  plain, 

Through  flowery  mead,  and  mid  the  copsewood  green, 

And  from  the  fountain  of  his  mind's  deep  wealth 

Drank  glorious  inspiration,  till  himself, 

A  worm  upon  the  earth,  became  a  wonder; 

And  when  the  imperial  monarch  of  the  day 

Had  drawn  his  flaming  banner  from  the  sky, 

And  Cynthia,  in  her  silver  car,  like  sober  matron, 

Led  forth  the  vast  assemblage  of  bright  worlds, 

That  with  their  lustre  make  the  night  so  glorious, 

He  gazed  upon  them  as  though  he  would  search 

The  depths  of  their  mysteriousness,  and  learn 

If  bliss,  flying  when  sought  for  here,  was  there 

A  constant  and  administering  angel,  or 

A  tantalizing  dream  that  frets  the  soul! 

He  Celt  his  immortality,  and  long'd — 

LongM  for  the  hour  when  his  free  soul  might  mount 

On  tireless  pinions  unto  worlds  so  distant 

TTiat  thought  can  never  reach  them,  and  thus  roam, 

Eternally  acquiring  some  new  knowledge 

To  feast  his  wonder  and  add  new  delight: 

To  visit  worlds  whose  air  is  melody, 

And  every  breeze  bears  perfume  on  its  breath  1 

Existing  through  eternities  of  jov— 

An  unerabodied  magoit"J*  «*  bliss! 

Where  srni»»«*J«,  outswelling  all  things  else, 

Worships  th'  eternal,  omnipresent  Goo ! 

These  are  the  enthusiast's  dreams- 
Brighter  and  happier  than  pedantic  lore; 
More  purs,  less  selfish  than  ranatic  zeal ! 


THE  PRESIDENT'S  HOU8E  FORTY  YEAR8 
AGO. 

BY    MRS.    HARRISON    SMITH. 

"Walls,"  is  proverbially  said,  "have  ears;"  had 
they  likewise  tongues,  what  important  Interesting  and 
amusing  facts,  might  the  walls  of  the  President's  house 
reveal. 

What  a  variety  of  characters,  of  events,  of  scenes 
and  conversations,  recur  to  the  mind  of  one  who  has 
been  a  witness  of  the  mutations  which  have  taken 
place  in  this  dwelling  of  our  chief  magistrates. 

During  the  last  forty  years,  eight  presidents  have 
successfully  lived  beneath  its  roof;  each  one  introdu- 
cing not  only  new  inmates  into  the  house,  but  a  new 
circle  into  the  society  of  Washington,  and  thereby  im- 
parting to  it  a  variety  unknown  in  our  other  cities ; 
thus  affording  to  a  contemplative  mind  more  interest- 
ing subjects  for  reflection,  than  are  elsewhere  to  be 
found. 

These  successive  adminstrations,  when  thus  re- 
viewed, seem  like  so  many  different  dramas — each  dis- 
tinct, and  seen  in  itself  complete,  and  with  each,  a 
new  set  of  actors.  How  few  of  those  actors  now  re- 
main !  Most  of  them  have  passed  from  the  stage  of 
life — the  voice  of  public  favor  or  condemnation  cannot 
disturb  the  repose  of  the  grave ;  and  no  motive  can 
now  exist  to  misrepresent  their  conduct  or  characters. 
But  not  only  have  the  performers,  the  scenery  of  these 
dramas  is  likewise  changed,  and  the  seat  of  govern- 
ment, then  a  wild  waste,  where  the  farmer  drove  Ms 
plough— the  sportsman  followed  his  hounds,  and  the 
botanist  pursued  his  studies,  is  now  putting  on  the  as- 
pect of  a  city,  with  its  houses  and  streets,  its  churches, 
its  public  buildings,  and  ornamented  grounds.  It  is 
still  an  infant,  but  a  thriving  and  handsome  infant. 

The  comfortless  and  unfinished  condition  of  the 
President's  house  forty  years  ago,  is  well  described  by 
Mrs.  Adams,  in  her  recently  published  letters— It  stood 
on  a  wide  common,  un inclosed— unsheltered  by  a  sin- 
gle tree,  and  so  pervious  was  it  to  the  weather,  that 
wind  and  rain  found  access  to  its  best  sleeping  apart- 
ments; and  its  first  tenants  were  exposed  to  every 
species  of  inconvenience  and  discomfort.  It  was  not 
long,  however,  that  Mrs.  Adams  had  to  endure  the 
disagreeables  she  so  graphically  discribes,  and  what- 
ever her  husband  felt  on  leaving  the  Presidential  man- 
sion, she,  it  may  easily  be  imagined,  was  glad  to  return' 
to  the  quiet  and  comfort  of  her  happy  home. 

Then  came  Mr.  Jefferson.  Borne  on  the  full  tide  of 
popularity,  sustained  by  a  strong  and  triumphant  party,, 
with  what  exhilaration  of  spirit  must  he  have  entered 
on  his  new  sphere  of  action. 

His  cabinet  was  formed  of  men  of  the  highest  talents,, 
who  were  not  only  his  political,  but  his  personal  friends, 
whose  interests,  opinions  and  principles  were  so  iden- 
tified with  his  own,  that  the  different  views,  neces- 
sarily taken  by  different  minds  of  the  same  subjects, 
never  produced  a  discordance  destructive  of  unanimity 
of  action.  Often  has  Mr.  Jefferson  been  heard  to  de- 
dare,  that  this  distinguishing  characteristic  of  his  ad- 
ministration, was  the  one  which  he  most  highly  valu- 
ed, and  his  face  beamed  with  satisfaction  as  he  said, 
"  in  fact  we  were  one  family." 

This  ofilclal  family  lived  with  him  on  terms  of  do-, 
mestic  intimacy ;  the  courtly  forms  that  had  been  pre- 
viously established  for  the  regulation  of  the  presidential 
circle  were  little  observed,  if  not  entirely  discarded, 
and  a  system  of  more  simplicity  and  equality  Intro- 
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daced  into  the  social  intercourse  between  the  president 
and  his  fellow  citizens. 

As  Mr.  Adams  came  to  the  new  seat  of  government, 
only  a  few  months  before  the  close  of  his  administra- 
tion, there  was  no  new  furniture  provided  for  the  presi- 
dent's house,  as  appropriations  for  that  purpose  could 
only  be  made  at  the  commencement  of  the  presidential 
term.  When  Mr.  Jefferson  took  up  his  residence  there, 
he  found  it  scantily  furnished  with  articles  brought 
from  the  President's  house  in  Philadelphia,  and  which 
had  been  in  use  from  the  time  General  Washington 
resided  in  that  place ;  these,  though  worn  and  faded, 
he  retained,  out  of  respect  to  their  former  service — par- 
ticularly in  his  drawing-room,  which  was  fitted  up 
with  the  same  crimson  damask  furniture  that  had  been 
used  in  Mrs.  Washington's  drawing-room— it  was  his 
wish  that  it  should  never  be  parted  with,  but  when  no 
longer  fit  for  service,  should  be  carefully  preserved  as 
a  kind  of  relic  of  past  times. 

On  the  new  furnishing  the  President's  house,  if  Mr. 
Jefferson  erred  in  the  system  he  adopted,  it  was  in  too 
much  plainness  and  simplicity— yet,  though  plain,  it 
was  in  good  taste,  and  in  every  arrangement,  comfort 
and  convenience  were  more  consulted  than  mere  ap- 
pearance. The  East  room,  designed  by  the  architect 
for  an  audience  chamber,  was  not  finished,  and  was 
never  finished  and  used  until  General  Jackson  came 
into  the  presidency. 

The  apartment  Mr.  Jefferson  had  taken  most  interest 
in  fitting  up,  was  his  cabinet.  1 1  was  a  spacious,  pleas- 
ant room,  opening  to  the  south,  and  commanding  a 
view  of  the  Potomac  and  intervening  grounds—the 
recesses  of  these  south  windows  were  filled  with  his 
favorite  plants  and  flowers,  of  which  he,  himself  took 
the  entire  care.  Around  the  walls  were  maps,  books, 
charts,  &c. ;  through  the  centre  of  the  room,  ran  a 
long  table  covered  with  green  cloth,  and  furnished  with 
everything  necessary  for  its  designated  purpose ;  it  had 
numerous  draws,  containing  not  only  articles  appro- 
priate to  writing  and  council  table,  but  such  as  were 
suited  to  his  own  peculiar  tastes  and  occupations. 
Among  these,  were  carpenters'  tools  that  he  often  found 
amusement  in  using,  and  a  set  of  small  nice  garden 
Implements,  that  afforded  him  still  more  pleasure. 

Among  his  roses  and  geraniums,  was  suspended  the 
cage  of  his  favorite  mocking-bird,  that  he  cherished 
with  peculiar  fondness,  not  only  for  its  melodious 
powers,  but  for  its  uncommon  intelligence  and  affec- 
tionate disposition,  of  which  qualities  he  gave  the  most 
Surprizing  instances.  It  was  the  constant  companion 
•of  his  solitary  and  studious  hours— when  he  was  alone, 
he  always  opened  the  cage  and  left  it  at  liberty— It 
would  fly  about  the  room,  alight  on  the  table,  and  pick 
the  crumbs  he  there  scattered— or  perch  on  his  should- 
er, seeming  to  understand  what  he  said  to  it,  and  to 
answer  him  with  its  intelligent  looks  as  well  as  its 
tuneful  voice.  On  Mr.  Jefferson's  return  from  his  daily 
ride,  it  was  his  habit  to  take  an  hour's  repose  on  a 
couch  in  his  chamber— before  he  did  so,  he  would  go 
Into  his  cabinet,  open  the  cage,  call  his  bird,  who  would 
follow,  hopping  up  the  stairs  after  him,  and  then  plac- 
ing itself  on  the  head  or  feet  of  his  couch,  would  regale 
and  soothe  him  with  its  sweetest  and  most  varied 
strains.  How  he  loved  this  bird  1  How  he  loved  his 
flowers !  He  could  not  live  without  something  to  love, 
and  in  the  absence  of  his  darling  grand-children,  his 
•bird  and  bis  flowers  becamo  the  objects  of  his  tender 
.cares.    In  a  man  of  such  dispositions,  such  tastes, 


who  would  recognize  the  rude,  unpolished  democrat, 
that  some  foreigners  and  some  political  enemies  de- 
scribed him  to  be  1  Sir  Augustus  Foster,  in  his  notes 
on  the  United  States,  thus  depicts  him,  although  lie 
candidly  says,  he  looked  upon  this  rudeness  and  coarse- 
ness of  dress  and  manner,  to  be  mere  affectation,  as- 
sumed to  win  popularity  from  the  democratic  party,  of 
which  he  was  the  head.  The  picture  that  this  gentle- 
man has  drawn  of  Mr.  Jefferson,  is  a  mere  caricature, 
in  which  those  who  knew  him  best,  would  never  re- 
cognize the  least  resemblance.  If  his  dress  was  plain, 
unstudied,  and  sometimes  of  rather  an  antique  fashion, 
it  was  always  of  the  finest  materials ;  in  his  personal 
habits,  he  was  fastidiously  neat,  and  in  his  manners, 
simple,  affable  and  unceremonious ;  it  was  not  from 
ignorance  of  the  usages  of  the  highest  circles,  with 
whom  he  had  long  and  familiarly  lived  while  in  Europe, 
but  because  he  despised  the  trivialities  and  convention- 
alisms, the  mere  forms  and  puerile  distinctions  im- 
posed by  the  tyranny  of  fashion.  His  simplicity  never 
degenerated  into  vulgarity,  nor  his  affability  into  famili- 
arity. He  received  foreign  ministers  when  they  visited 
him,  with  as  little  ceremony  as  he  received  other  gen- 
tlemen, without  any  of  the  form  and  etiquette  attend- 
ing their  intercourse  with  European  courts ;  and  Uj  as 
was  more  than  once  the  case,  these  foreign  dignitaries 
mistook  this  absence  of  ceremony,  for  ignorance  of 
courtly  forms,  or  for  incivility,  they  not  only  misunder- 
stood Mr.  Jefferson,  but  likewise  the  spirit  of  our 
government. 

He  was  often  called  a  national  man,  full  of  odd  fan- 
cies and  strange  contrivances,  and  it  must  be  owned 
he  had  a  great  number  of  original  contrivances ;  with 
few  exceptions,  however,  they  were  likewise  conveni- 
ences, which  it  is  believed,  were  never  met  with  in  any 
house  but  his  own.  Sometimes,  the  practical  was 
sacrificed  to  the  fanciful,  and  utility,  to  beauty,  as  was 
peculiarly  the  case  in  the  location  and  structure  of  his 
house  at  Monti  cello. 

"  What  could  have  induced  your  father,"  asked  a 
friend,  "  to  build  on  this  black  and  barren  peak,  where 
every  drop  of  water  must  be  brought  from  the  bottom 
of  the  mountain,  and  where  the  soil  is  so  parched  and 
sterile,  that  it  is  to  be  feared  his  lawns,  shrubberies, 
groves  and  gardens  must  be  absolutely  burned  up?" 

"  I  have  heard  my  rather  say,"  replied  his  daughter, 
"  that  when  quite  a  boy,  this  mountain  top  was  his 
favorite  retreat.  Here  he  would  bring  his  books  to 
study ;  here  would  pass  his  holyday  and  leisure  hours; 
here  indulge  the  wanderings  of  fancy,  and  the  con- 
templation of  the  beauties  of  nature ;  here  he  never 
wearied  of  gazing  on  the  sublime  scenery  that  spread 
around,  bounded  only  by  the  horizon,  or  the  far  off  Al- 
leghany. He  became  so  attached  to  this  spot,  that  he 
determined,  when  arrived  at  manhood,  here  to  bufld 
his  family  mansion." 

The  same  fanciful  disposition  characterized  his  ar- 
chitectural plans  and  domestic  arrangements,  and  made 
Monticello,  though  a  very  beautiful,  yet  a  most  incon- 
venient habitation. 

ctonwi  of  his  most  useful  inventions  he  Introduced 
with  advantage  «*  the  President's  house;  among 
others,  in  the  dining  room, .  machine  consisting  of 
circular  revolving  shelves,  was  construe**  i»  the  wall, 
by  which  the  dinner  and  its  appurtenances  could  k* 
introduced  into,  and  carried  out  of  the  room,  without 
|  the  opening  or  shutting  of  door,  was  found  peculiarly 
I  convenient    When  persons  with  whom  he  wished  to 
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share  a  free  and  unrestrained  conversation,  dined  with 
trim,  the  number  at  hie  table  never  exceeded  four,  and 
•by  each  individual  wae  placed  a  dumb  waiter,  contain- 
ing everything  that  might  be  wanted  during  the  pro- 
cess of  the  dinner,  bo  as  entirely  to  dispense  with  the 
•Attendance  of  servants,  it  being  his  opinion,  that  much 
of  the  social,  and  even  public  discord  that  existed  in 
•society,  was  produced  by  the  mutilated  and  misrepre- 
sented conversations,  repeated  by  these  mute,  but 
attentive  listeners. 

One  day  when  William  M'Clure  and  Caleb  Lownds 
(both  well  known  and  distinguished  characters)  were 
invited  together  to  one  of  these  dinners,  Mr.  M'Clure, 
■who  had  traveled  over  Europe,  and  just  returned  to  the 
XJnited  States,  after  a  long  residence  in  Paris,  could  of 
course  impart  a  great  deal  of  important  and  interesting 
information,  with  an  accuracy  and  freedom  not  allow- 
able in  epistolary  communications ;  Mr.  Jefferson  gave 
him  his  whole  attention,  but  closely  as  he  listened,  Mr. 
M'Ctare  spoke  in  so  low  a  tone,  that  although  seated 
at  his  side,  the  President  scarcely  heard  half  that  was 
said.  "  You  need  not  speak  so  low,"  observed  Mr. 
Jefferson,  "  you  see  we  are  alone,  and  our  walls  have  no 
tan." 

"  I  have  so  long  lived  in  Paris,  where  the  walls  have 
ears,"  replied  Mr.  M'Clure,  "  that  I  have  contracted 
the  habit  of  speaking  in  an  under  tone,  and  even  then, 
every  word  must  be  weighed  before  it  is  uttered,  for 
no  place— no  family— no  table,  however  private,  is  se- 
cure from  the  observation  of  the  police,  whose  agents, 
Trader  the  character  of  servants,  insinuate  themselves 
into  the  most  domestic  circles." 

At  Mr.  Jefferson's  usual  dinner  parties,  the  company 
was  always  small,  seldom,  if  ever,  exceeding  fourteen, 
including  himself  and  his  secretary.  The  invitations 
were  not  given  promiscuously,  or  as  of  late  years,  al- 
phabetically, but  his  guests'  were  selected  in  reference 
to  their  tastes,  habits  asd  suitability  in  all  respects; 
which  attention  had  a  wonderful  influence  in  making 
his  parties  so  peculiarly  pleasant  and  agreeable,  as  was 
remarked  by  all  who  were  ever  admitted  to  his  table. 
This  limited  number  prevented  those  little  knots  or 
separate  conversations  in  an  under  tone,  which  are  corn- 
ami  at  large  dinner  parties.  At  Mr.  Jefferson's  table 
the  conversation  was  general ;  every  guest  was  enter- 
tained and  interested  in  whatever  topic  was  discussed ; 
to  each  an  opportunity  was  afforded  for  the  exercise  of 
his  colloquial  powers,  and  the  stream  of  conversation 
enriched  by  such  various  contributions,  flowed  on,  full, 
five  and  animated.  Of  course  he  took  the  lead,  and 
gave  the  tone  with  a  tact  so  admirable,  that  all  were 
pleased  and  no  one  offended,  while  the  talents  and  in- 
formation  of  each— of  which  he  seemed  to  have  an  in- 
tuitive perception — were  drawn  out  in  such  a  manner 
as  to  place  them  in  the  most  advantageous  light  Did 
be  perceive  an  individual  silent  or  unnoticed,  he  would 
make  such  a  one  the  object  of  his  peculiar  attention, 
and  in  a  way  apparently  the  most  undesigning,  would 
draw  him  into  notice  and  make  him  a  participator  in 
the  general  conversation.  One  instance  will  be  given 
that  will  illustrate  Mr.  Jefferson's  manner  in  this  re- 
spect setter  than  any  description.  On  one  occasion 
when  there  was  several  distinguished  persons  at  table, 
and  the  conversation  was  unsually  earnest  and  anima- 
ted, he  perceived  one  individual  remain  silent  and  un- 
observed, who,  having  recently  returned  from  Europe, 
where  he  had  resided  so  long  a  time  as  to  be  compare- 
tody  a  stranger  in  his  own  country,  and  was  entirely 


unknown  to  the  present  company ;  after  having,  i 
ingly  without  design,  given  the  conversation  the  turn 
he  wished,  Mr.  Jefferson  addressing  himself  to  the 

stranger,  said,  "  Mr.  C ,  it  is  to  you  we  are  indebted 

for  this  benefit ;  no  one  more  deserves  the  public  grati- 
tude." Every  eye  was  turned  on  this  before  unnoti- 
ced person,  and  no  one  looked  more  surprized  than  he 
himself.  ,c  Yes,  sir,"  continued  the  President,  "  the 
upland-rice,  which  you  sent  from  Algiers,  if  generally 
cultivated— and  its  success  thus  far  authorizes  the 
hope  that  it  will  be — will  prove  an  inestimable  blessing 

to  the  Southern  states."     Immediately,  Mr.  C , 

who  had  been  a  mere  cipher  in  this  intelligent  circle, 
became  a  personage  of  considerable  importance ;  he 
was  listened  to  with  attention,  and  took  a  large  share 
in  the  conversation  which  ensued. 

When  Mr.  Jefferson  took  up  his  residence  in  Wash- 
ington, on  becoming  President,  he  did  not  forget  that 
he  was  a  fellow  citizen  of  its  inhabitants,  with  whom 
he  kept  up  a  friendly  and  social  intercourse,  and  al- 
though he,  himself,  never  made  visits,  he  received  all 
who  visited  him  with  frankness  and  cordiality.  While 
congress  was  in  session,  the  invitations  to  his  table 
were  confined  to  that  body,  to  other  public  characters 
and  to  strangers,  who  at  that  time  thronged  the  city; 
but  during  the  recess  of  congress,  the  respectable  citi- 
zens of  Washington,  Georgetown  and  Alexandria,  were 
generally  and  frequently  invited,  especially  those  with 
whom  he  was  personally  acquainted ;  on  these  occa- 
sions, when  the  guests  were  known  to  each  other  as 
well  as  to  him,  nothing  could  exceed  the  ease,  and 
frankness,  and  social  enjoyment  of  these  delightful 
parties.  Often,  however,  the  company  was  necessarily 
made  up  of  strangers  to  himself  and  to  each  other, 
whose  official  station  entitled  them  to  a  place  at  the 
President's  table,  when  there  sometimes  occurred  auk- 
waranesses  (if  there  is  such  a  word)  which  were  quite 
amusing.  One  day  a  lady  that  sat  next  Mr.  Jefferson, 
who  had  no  personal  acquaintance  with  him,  but  on 
such  an  occasion,  wishing  to  do  her  prettiest,  thought 
she  must  talk  to  the  President,  and  having  heard  his 
name,  though  she  knew  not  how,  coupled  with  Carter's 
Mountain,  she  made  a  still  more  awkward  inquiry  of 
him,  than  Madam  Talleyrand  made  of  the  celebrated 
Denon  when  he  dined  at  her  husband's  table,  although 
the  ignorance  it  betrayed  was  not  so  great  and  inex- 
excusable  as  that  exhibited  by  the  French  minister's 
lady ;  turning  to  Mr.  Jefferson,  she  asked  him  if  he  did 
not  live  close  by  Carter's  Mountain,  "Yery  close," 
he  replied,  it  is  the  very  next  mountain  to  Monticello." 

"  I  suppose  if  s  a  very  pleasant  place,"  persisted  the 
lady,  not  perceiving  the  significant  frown  of  her  hus- 
band, or  the  irrepressible  smiles  of  other  gentlemen. 

"  Why  yes,"  answered  Mr.  Jefferson,  smiling,  "  I 
certainly  found  it  so." 

Then,  catching  a  glimpse  of  her  husband's  counten- 
ance, she  forbore  any  further  inquiries  on  the  subject, 
and  not  being  able  to  think  of  anything  else,  which  she 
supposed  might  be  interesting  to  the  President,  con- 
tinued silent  during  the  rest  of  the  entertainment 

One  great  reform  in  dining  parties  was  made  by  Mr. 
Jefferson ;  instead  of  remaining  for  hours  at  table  after 
the  ladies  had  withdrawn,  at  his  parties,  the  gentlemen 
after  taking  two  or  three  glasses  of  wine,  left  the  table 
and  took  their  coffee  in  the  drawing-room,  which  ens- 
ton  not  only  preserved  temperance,  but  promoted  the 
most  refined  social  enjoyment. 

The  whole  of  Mr.  Jefferson's  domestic  establishment 
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at  the  President's  house,  exhibited  good  taste  and  good 
judgment.  He  employed  none  but  the  best  and  most 
respectable  persons  in  his  service.  His  roaitre  d'hote) 
understood  his  business  to  perfection,  having  served  in 
some  of  the  first  families  abroad.  The  excellence  and 
superiority  of  his  French  cook,  were  universally  ac- 
knowledged even  by  those  accustomed  to  the  best  tables, 
and  no  one  surpassed  him  (viz.  Americans)  in  the 
variety  and  costliness  of  his  wines.  In  his  entertain- 
ments, republican  simplicity  was  united  with  epicurean 
delicacy,  while  the  absence  of  splendor  and  profusion, 
was  more  than  compensated  by  the  neatness,  order 
and  elegant  sufficiency  that  pervaded  the  whole  enter- 
tainment. 

He  secured  the  best  services  of  the  best  domestics, 
not  only  by  the  highest  wages  but  more  especially  by 
his  justice,  moderation  and  kindness,  and  by  the  inte- 
rest he  took  in  their  comfort  and  welfare — without  an 
individual  exception  they  all  became  personally  at- 
tached to  him.  It  was  remarked  by  one,  often  an  in- 
mate of  his  family,  that  their  watchful,  cheerful  at- 
tendance, seemed  more  like  that  of  humble  friends, 
than  of  mercenary  menials.  On  the  breaking  up  of 
his  establishment,  every  one  of  his  domestics  on  leav- 
ing his  service,  was,  by  his  generous  interference,  ena- 
bled to  obtain  some  advantageous  employment  for 
themselves,  and  in  losing  him,  felt  as  if  they  had  lost 
a  father.  In  sickness,  he  was  peculiarly  attentive  to 
their  wants  and  comfort,  often  to  the  sacrifice  of  his 
own  convenience.  On  an  occasion  when  the  young 
family  of  ooe  of  his  domestics  had  the  whooping 
cough,  he  wrote  to  a  lady  residing  some  distance  from 
the  city,  requesting  her  to  send  him  a  recipe  for  a  re- 
medy, which  he  had  heard  her  say  had  proved  effec- 
tual in  the  case  of  her  own  children,  when  laboring 
under  that  disease.  This  lady  relates  another  in- 
stance of  hla  kind  consideration  of  the  case  of  his  ser- 
vants. 

She,  one  day  as  she  was  passing  through  a  small 
parlor,  adjoining  bis  cabinet,  leaning  on  his  arm,  no- 
ticed a  piece  of  furniture  of  rather  singular  form,  and 
struck  by  its  beauty  as  well  as  novelty,  stopped  to  in- 
quire its  use;  he  touched  a  spring  the  little  doors  flew 
open,  and  disclosed  within  a  goblet  of  water,  bottle 
of  wine,  a  plate  of  light  cakes,  and  a  night- taper. 

"I  often  sit  up  late,"  said  he,  "and  my  wants  are 
thus  provided  for,  without  keeping  a  servant  from  his 
rest," 

The  place  of  coachman  was  little  more  than  a  sine- 
cure, as  his  handsome  chariot  and  four  beautiful  hor- 
ses were  never  used  except  when  his  daughters  were 
with  him,  and  even  then  it  was  seldom  he  allowed 
four  horses  to  be  driven,  never,  unless  distance  or  bad 
roads  made  it  necessary. 

He  was  opposed  to  ostentation  and  mere  display  of 
any  kind,  and  sometimes  carried  his  plainness  and 
simplicity  farther  than  the  most  democratic  taste  would 
have  required,  in  this  instance  particularly,  as  the  dri- 
ving four  in  hand  was  the  general  custom  among  the 
old  and  wealthy  families  in  the  southern  states— like- 
wise, of  the  foreign  ministers,  and  it  was  not  for  a  long 
time  that  they  dispensed  with  this  distinction  and 
followed  the  example  of  the  President. 

Eventually,  it  was  generally  adopted,  no  President, 
since  Mr.  Jefferson,  using  more  than  a  pair  of  horses, 
and  it  has  become' a  rare  sight  in  our  city  to  see  a 
coach  and  four. 

Scarcely  any  weather,  however  severe  or  oppressive 


in  winter  or  summer,  prevented  Mr.  Jefferson  frost 
taking  his  daily  ride  on  horseback,  alone  and  unatiea- 
ded.  This  was  one  of  his  greatest  enjoyments ;  added 
to  the  exhilarating  effects  of  exercise  in  the  open  ait, 
were  other  pleasures  he  highly  prized— that  freedos 
of  thought  and  feeling  solitude  only  can  insure,  aai 
best  enjoyed  amid  the  works  of  nature,  of  which  at 
was  a  fond  lover  and  a  great  admirer. 

He  used  to  explore  the  most  lonely  paths — the  wild, 
est  scenes  along  the  high  wooded  banks  of  the  Poto- 
mac, or  among  the  bills,  and  woods,  and  valleys  of 
the  beautiful  country,  which  in  every  direction  sa* 
rounds  the  city.  He  was  passionately  fond  of  botany 
—not  a  plant  from  the  lowliest  flower  to  the  loftiest 
tree,  escaped  his  observation.  Dismounting  from  bit 
horse,  he  would  climb  rocks,  or  wade  through  swamps, 
to  obtain  any  plant  he  saw  and  desired,  and  seldom 
returned  from  these  excursions  without  a  variety  of 
specimens  of  the  indigenous  productions  of  our  na- 
tive soil,  it  being  a  favorite  plao  of  hie  to  use  these,  in 
exclusion  of  ail  foreign  trees  and  plants,  in  ornamen- 
ting the  public  grounds  of  our  metropolis.  This  idea 
imparted  an  additional  interest  to  his  botanical  re- 
searches, and  in  reference  to  it,  he  had  a  long  list  made 
out,  in  which  they  were  classed  according  to  their 
forms,  colors  and  the  seasons  in  which  they  flourished. 

To  him  it  would  have  been  a  high  gratification,  ia 
every  way  to  have  improved  and  ornamented  our  in- 
fant city,  but  with  a  power  so  limited,  the  only  thing 
he  effected  was  the  planting  of  Pennsylvania  aveaae 
with  a  double  row  of  Lombardy  poplars,  which  he  de- 
signed as  a  merely  temporary  plantation,  only  to  i% 
main  until  the  willow-oak  (a  favorite  tree  of  his)  and 
other  more  durable  and  beautiful  trees  should  yield  a 
sufficient  shade.  But  this  and  many  similar  plans  had 
to  be  relinquished. 

One  day  at  the  dinner- table,  when  conversing  on  this 
subject,  he  suddenly  exclaimed,  a  I  wish  I  posse  seed 
despotic  power !" 

All  looked  surprized,  and  one  of  the  company  said 
"  Yoxtj  you  wish  for  despotic  power  7" 

"  Yes,"  replied  Mr.  Jefferson,  "  for  by  no  other 
means  can  I  preserve  the  noble  forest  trees  that  art 
still  left  growing  in  different  pans  of  the  city-grounds. 
It  seems  to  me  akin  to  murder  to  cut  down  trees  that 
have  been  the  growth  of  ages ;  yet  I  am  powerless, 
and  cannot  prevent  the  ruthless  destruction  that  is 
going  on.  Such  trees  1  to  be*  cut  up  for  fuel !  trees 
that  would  form  such  durable  and  magnificent  orna- 
ments around  our  capitol,  covering,  as  they  now  do, 
the  whole  hill  and  adjacent  grounds.  Yet  I  cannot 
save  them !" 

"  Why  not  purchase  them,  since  they  are  to  be  sold  V* 
asked  one  of  the  guests. 

"  The  President  of  the  United  States  has  no  rands 
for  such  a  purpose,"  replied  Mr.  Jefferson. 

He  was  anxious  to  put  the  grounds  immediately 
around  the  President's  house  in  order,  but,  as  congress 
would  make  no  appropriations  for  this  or  similar  pur- 
poses, he  had  to  abandon  the  idea,  and  content  hint- 
self  with  enclosing  It  with  a  common  stone  waH. 
When  the  grisly  bears  brought  by  Capt.  Lewis  from 
the  far  west,  (where  he  had  been  to  explore  the  course 
of  the  Missouri,)  were  confined  within  this  enclosure, 
a  witty  federalist  called  h  "  The  President's  bear  gar- 
den." 

With  a  view  to  improve  the  market  gardens  about 
the  city,  Mr.  Jefferson  often  visited  and  supplied  the 
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gardeners  with  the  seed  of  fine  rare  fruit  and  vegeta- 
bles, which,  by  his  desire,  were  transmitted  to  him  by 
our  consols,  who  vied  with  each  other  in  sending  the 
best  to  be  found,  in  the  different  countries  where  they 
were  located.  These  he  not  only  distributed  himself, 
but  accompanied  these  gifts  with  the  information  ne- 
cessary for  their  proper  culture  and  management,  and 
throughout  the  season  would  occasionally  call  and 
watch  the  progress  of  their  growth.  This  attention 
excited  the  emulation  of  our  horticulturists,  and  was 
the  means  of  greatly  improving  our  markets,  and  for 
their  further  encouragement  he  ordered  his  steward 
to  give  the  highest  prices  for  the  earliest  products  of 
their  gardens.  There  were  two  nursery  gardens  that 
he  took  a  special  interest  in ;  both  were  located  in  sit- 
uations of  romantic  beauty,  one  on  the  banks  of  the 
Eastern  Branch,  the  other  on  those  of  the  Potomac. 
To  these  he  frequently  resorted,  as  he  found  in  their 
proprietors  an  uncommon  degree  of  scientific  informa- 
tion and  an  enthusiastic  fondness  for  botanical  re- 
searches. 

Although  the  President  made  no  visits  in  the  city, 
he  would  sometimes  call  on  acquaintances  whose 
houses  he  passed  in  his  rides,  would  show  a  lively  in- 
terest in  their  rural  improvements,  and  where  be  dis- 
covered a  taste  and  fondness  for  such  objects,  would 
always  share  with  them  the  plants  and  seeds  he  re- 
ceived from  abroad. 

Mr.  Jefferson  was  known  in  Europe  as  much,  if  not 
more,  as  a  philosopher  than  as  a  statesman.  While 
minister  at  the  court  of  France,  he  lived  familiarly  in 
a  circle  of  literary  and  scientific  men,  formed  of  dis- 
tinguished sa van 9  from  all  parts  of  Europe.  He  was 
the  successor  of  Franklin,  not  only  in  his  diplomatic, 
but  likewise  in  his  scientific  and  social  relations.  On 
introducing  Mr.  Jefferson  to  his  chosen  and  most  inti- 
mate friends,  Dr.  Franklin  expressed  his  hope  that  his 
friend  might  succeed  to  the  same  confidence  and  the 
same  privileges  which  he  himself  had  enjoyed. 

"  Pray,"  said  Mr.  Jefferson,  smiling,  "  procure  for 
me  the  most  flattering  and  delightful  of  all  those  pri- 
vileges, that  of  being  saluted  by  your  fair  friends." 

"  No,  no,"  replied  the  venerable  philosopher,  "  you 
are  too  young  for  that ;  it  was  my  gray  hairs  procured 
me  that  distinction." 

Mr.  Jefferson's  acquaintance  in  this  distinguished 
circle  of  learned  men  made  bim  well-known  through- 
out Europe,  and  when  he  became  President,  his  repu- 
tation as  a  man  of  letters,  induced  many  literary  and 
scientific  men  to  visit  our  capitol.  Among  others, 
Baron  Humboldt. 

One  day,  in  answer  to  some  inquiries  put  to  him, 
this  celebrated  traveler  replied,  "I  have  come  not  to 
see  your  great  rivers  and  mountains,  but  your  great 
men."  Of  these  he  held  Mr.  Jefferson  in  the  highest 
estimation.  On  the  arriva  1  of  the  Baron  on  our  shores, 
he  hastened  to  Washington,  and  during  his  stay,  he 
passed  some  hours  of  every  day  with  Mr.  Jefferson, 
who  not  only  paid  him  every  attention  due  to  his  high 
character,  but  what  seemed  still  more  acceptable  to  the 
Baron,  showed  him  the  cordial  hospitality  and  kind- 
ness of  a  friend.  In  fact  he  became  domesticated  in 
the  President's  family,  and  visited  him  at  any  hour 
without  form  or  ceremony. 

Baron  Humboldt  formed  not  his  estimate  of  men's 
manners  by  their  habiliments  or  conventionalism  :  re- 
ined as  was  Us  taste,  and  polished  as  were  his  own 
manners,  he  was  neither  shocked  nsr  disgusted,  is 


was  the  case  with  the  British  minister,  (Mr.  Foster,) 
by  the  old-fashioned  form,  the  ill-assorted  colors,  or 
simple  materials  of  the  dress  of  our  republican  Presi* 
dent,  bat,  indifferent  to  these  external  and  intrinsic 
circumstances,  he  quickly  discerned  and  highly  ap- 
preciated the  intrinsic  qualities  of  this  philosophic 
statesman,  beneath  the  homely  costume  and  simplicity 
of  manner  which  had  concealed  them  from  the  more 
fastidious  diplomat. 

Not  so  with  the  Baron's  young  friend  and  compan- 
ion, Don  Carlos  Montufar,  the  grandson  of  the  viceroy 
of  Peru  ;  he  was  not  only  disappointed  but  absolutely 
shocked  at  the  absence  of  all  attendance,  etiquette, 
and  splendor  in  the  presidentfal  mansion.  "I  could 
scarcely  believe  the  fact,"  said  he,  "  that  it  was  the 
President  of  the  United  States  I  was  presented  to; 
not  a  person  was  to  be  seen  outside  of  the  house— for 
palace  I  cannot  call  it— and,  when  we  ascended  the 
steps  and  rang  at  the  door,  it  was  opened  by  a  servant, 
not  only  out  of  livery,  but  most  plainly  dressed— with- 
out being  announced  we  were  led  through  an  empty 
hall,  no  guards,  no  attendants,  and  ushered  into  a  very 
plainly  furnished  apartment,  where  an  elderly  gentle- 
man, of  still  plainer  appearance,  received  us  with  as 
little  ceremony  as  if  he  were  the  simplest  citizen— he 
shook  hands  with  usl  asked  us  to  be  seated,  and  con- 
versed as  freely  and  unreservedly  as  if  we  were  his 
equals  and  friends.  How  astonishing!  Why  at  my 
grandfather's  court,  the  palace  is  surrounded  with 
guards,  the  halls  and  antechambers  with  officers  and 
attendants,  in  the  richest  costume.  There  everything 
bespeaks  the  viceroy  to  be  the  first  personage  in  the 
country ;  but  here  one  could  not  tell  your  President 
from  any  other  citizen!" 

Though  not  expressed  in  precisely  these  words,  such 
were  the  impressions  made  on  this  young  courtier, 
who,  it  was  evident  lost  much  of  his  respect  for  the* 
United  States  and  its  government,  by  what  he  deemed 
this  semi-barbarous  simplicity  and  equality. 

The  Baron's  visits  to  the  President  being  thus  un- 
shackled by  form  or  ceremony,  and  not  confined  to  any 
prescribed  hour,  he  called  one  evening  about  twilight, 
and  being  shown  into  the  drawing-room  without  being 
announced,  he  found  Mr.  Jefferson  seated  on  the  floor, 
surrounded  by  half  a  dozen  of  his  grandchildren,  so- 
eagerly  and  noisily  engaged  in  a  game  of  romps  that 
the  Baron's  entrance  was  not  perceived  for  some  mo- 
ments ;  when  his  presence  was  discovered  Mr.  Jeffer- 
son started  up,  and  shaking  hands  with  him  said, 
41  you  have  found  mo  playing  the  fool,  Baron,  but  I 
am  sure  to  you  I  need  make  no  apology." 

Another  time  he  called  of  a  morning,  and  was  taken 
into  the  President's  cabinet ;  as  he  sat  by  the  table 
conversing,  his  eye  was  caught  by  the  title  of  one  of 
the  journals,  or  newspapers,  which  lay  scattered  on  it, 
distinguished  by  its  party  virulence/and  violence,  par- 
ticularly by  its  abuse  of  Mr.  Jefferson,  calumnies  not 
only  political  but  personal. 

"  Is  it  possible,"  exclaimed  the  Baron,  "  that  by  re- 
ceiving you  encourage  this  libelous  journal !  Why 
is  it  not  suppressed— its  editor  fined  and  imprisoned?" 

Mr.  Jefferson  smiled,  saying,  "Put  that  paper  in 
your  pocket,  Baron,  and  on  your  return  to  Europe, 
should  you  hear  the  freedom  of  our  press  questioned, 
show  the  paper  and  mention  where  you  found  it" 

A  long  conversation  then  ensued  on  the  subject ; 
among  other  observations,  Mr.  Jefferson  remarked — 
"I  cannot  deny  that  this  freedom  of  the  press  some* 
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Urnrn  degenerates  into  licentiousness,  yet  I. look  on  it 
as  one  of  the  beet  preservative*  of  our  liberty,  of  oar 
institutions,  of  our  morals ;  and  that  an  inquisition 
into  the  private  conduct  of  public  men  has  the  most 
beneficial  consequences." 

"  But  these  base  insinuations—these  calumnies- 
why  are  they  not  explained— why  not  refuted-" 

"  If  I  cannot  Hoe  them  down,  believe  me  I  cannot 
write  them  down— actions  speak  louder  than  words," 
replied  Mr.  Jefferson. 

In  these  sketches,  it  is  not  pretended  to  give  the  ex- 
act words  of  the  speakers  here  introduced;  but  the 
opinions,  the  facts,  the  sentiments,  and  even  manner, 
are  faithfully  adhered  tb. 

Another  foreigner  of  distinction,  who  was  often  with 
Mr.  Jefferson,  accompanied  him  one  day  when  he 
went  out  to  review  the  militia  and  other  military  com- 
panies of  the  district.  As  they  rode  along  the  stranger 
expressed  his  surprize  that  the  President,  being  com- 
mander-in-chief, should  on  this  occasion  wear  his  citi- 
zen's dress,  and  inquired  his  reason  for  so  doing. 

11  To  show,"  replied  Mr.  Jefferson,  "that  the  civil 
is  superior  to  the  military  power." 

When  this  gentleman  returned  to  France,  among 
other  inquiries  made  of  him  by  the  emperor,  Napoleon 
asked  him,  "  what  sort  of  government  is  that  of  the 
United  States?" 

"One,  sire,"  replied  he,  "that  is  neither  seen  nor 
felt." 

Mr.  Jefferson  held  no  levees,  but  received  visitors 
every  morning  at  stated  hours,  (a  practice  all  his  suc- 
cessors in  the  presidency  have  adopted,)  excepting, 
however,  Nevh  Year's  Day  and  the  I\mrth  of  July. 
On  these  public  days,  not  only  the  President's  house, 
but  the  whole  city  was  thronged  with  visitors  from 
the  other  towns  of  the  Distbiot,  and  the  surrounding 
country. 

They  were  national  festival*)  on  which  the  doors  of 
the  presidential  mansion  were  thrown  open  to  persons 
of  all  classes,  where  abundant  refreshments  were  pro- 
vided for  their  entertainment  On  Mr.  Jefferson's  ac- 
cession to  the  presidency,  the  mayor  and  corporation 
of  Washington  waited  on  him,  requesting  to  be  in- 
formed which  was  his  birthday,  as  they  desired  to 
celebrate  it  with  proper  respect. 
*  "The  only  birth-day  I  ever  commemorate,'1  replied 
he, "  is  that  of  our  independence— the  Fourth  of  July." 
During  his  administration  this  was  indeed  a  gala- 
day  in  our  city. 

The  well  uniformed  and  well  appointed  militia  of 
the  District,  the  Marine  Corps,  &c.  &c,  after  para- 
ding through  Pennsylvania  Avenue  and  the  roads,  ra- 
ther than  streets,  of  our  almost  houseless  city,  formed 
on  the  open  ground  in  front  of  the  President's  house. 
The  gay  appearance  of  the  troops,  their  martial  mu- 
sic, enlivened  the  scene,  and  exhilarated  the  spirits  of 
the  crowds  of  country  people  and  citizens,  assembled 
from  all  parts. 

At  that  time  there  were  no  buildings— no  enclosures 
in  the  vicinity  of  the  President's  house,  but  an  exten- 
sive and  verdant  common,  where  the  inhabitants 
found  pleasant  walks,  and  the  herds  and  flocks  abun- 
dant pasture,  on  the  day  of  this  national  festival. 


A  wit's  a  leather,  and  a  chief's  a  rod, 
Aa  honest  nm's  the  noblest  work  of  God, 


TO  THE  UNKNOWN  ONE. 

BY  H.  T.  TCrCZBKMAV. 

u  It  Is  a  gentle  and  affectionate  thought. 
That  in  immeasurable  heights  above  us, 
At  am  fiat  birth  thto  wreath  of  love  w 
With  sparkling  stars  tar  flowers.**— Wallksstos. 
Oh  where  art  thou,  whom,  seeking,  I  ne'er  find, 

Congenial  friend,  all-sympathising  heart, 
Companion,  in  my  fancy  long  enshrined, 

Loved  being,  of  my  soul  the  dearest  parti 
Sometimes  a  voice  will  make  my  pulses  fly 

As  at  thy  real  presence,  beauty's  smile 
Will  oft  beguile  me,  and  a  kindly  eye- 
Not  long  can  such  similitudes  beguile; 
For  I  have  wandered  far,  and  felt  the  might 

Of  southern  loveliness  and  northern  wit, 
But  every  charm  at  length  has  taken  flight, 

And  at  a  Vision's  feet  again  I  sit 
Oh,  now  become  embodied,  spirit-bride, 

Reward  at  last  my  faith,  assume  thy  form, 
A  sacred  place  awaits  thee  by  my  side, 

Come,  share  with  me  the  sunlight  and  the  •torn! 
I  long  for  thee  at  twilight,  when  the  leaves 

Tremble  with  joy  to  meet  the  cheering  dix, 
And  Nature  her  serenest  garland  weaves 

To  crown  with  peace  the  weary  brow  of  care. 
Without  thy  arm's  soft  pressure,  no  delight 

Steals  o'er  my  senses  in  the  evening  stroll, 
Refreshment  comes  not  on  the  wing  of  night, 

Nor  do  the  stars  exert  their  sweet  control 
Through  the  free  woods  with  listless  step  I  walk, 

And  o'er  the  gleaming  fountain  idly  lean, 
I  leave  the  wild  flower  on  its  lonely  stalk, 

Thou  art  not  there  to  consecrate  the  scene! 
Ah  1  what  to  me  is  verdure,  and  the  play 

Of  crystal  waters— what  the  warbler's  tone, 
And  piny  fragrance,  or  the  sunset  ray, 

If  mid  their  fond  communions  I  am  lone? 
From  the  rich  page  of  genius  I  would  turn 

To  read  responses  in  thy  glowing  cheek, 
And  see  the  bard's  seraphic  fire  burn 

In  thy  bright  gaze  of  rapture — wild  and  meek. 
With  thee  the  air  of  song  I  would  inhale, 

And  feel  anew  its  sweetness,  down  the  tide 
That  windeth  to  Elysium,  turn  our  sail, 

And  in  melodious  trance  exultant  glide. 
Come  with  affection's  solace !  pain  is  mine, 

And  weariness  of  heart ;  Ah,  lay  thy  hand 
Upon  my  brow,  it  hath  a  touch  divine, 

As  to  a  sea- worn  frame  the  breath  of  land. 
I  need  thy  tender  counsel— It* would  guide 

My  wayward  footsteps  in  the  path  of  right, 
Uplift  my  gaze,  like  Dante's  holy  bride 

Bathing  my  spirit  with  celestial  light. 
Oh  for  thy  prayers !    Might  we  together  bend 

In  trust  and  adoration !    Saints  above 
To  swell  such  orisons  their  voices  lend, 

And  Heaven's  smile  would  sanctify  our  love. 


AMUSING-  INCIDENT  IN  ENGLISH  HISTOID* 
Tua  annexed  anecdote,  in  relation  to  a  visit  mad*  w 
Bristol,  England,  in  old  time*,  by  the  hnsbando  f  *  i 
queen,  forms  a  striking  contrast  to  the  to*  **■*     1 
Prince  Albert  to  the  same  place,  and  in  the»»*  «■£  j 
city.    The  extract  is  from  "Coney  and  Eftna'  *£ 
tory  of  Bristol,"  and  was  original]/  take****  w^ 
Bristold  newspaper  t 
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Prince  George  of  Denmark,  consort  of  Queen  Anne, 
in  passing  through  thie  city  appeared  on  the  exchange, 
attended  only  by  one  gentleman,  a  military  officer,  and 
remained  there  till  the  merchants  had  pretty  generally 
withdrawn ;  not  one  of  them  having  sufficient  resolu- 
tion to  ask  such  a  guest  to  their  houses.  But  this  was 
not  the  ease  with  all  who  saw  him  j  for  a  person  whose 
name  was  John  Duddlestone,  a  bodice-maker,  who 
lived  in  Corn  street,  (probably  the  house  now  occupied 
by  Norton  &  Son,  booksellers,  which  is  very  ancient,) 
went  up  to  him,  and  asked  him— "If  he  was  not  the 
husband  of  the  queen  7"  who  informed  him  "  he  was," 
John  Duddlestone  told  him  he  had  observed  with  a 
good  deal  of  concern  that  none  of  the  merchants  had 
invited  him  home  to  dinner,  telling  him  he  did  not  ap- 
prehend it  was  for  want  of  love  to  the  queen  or  to  him  ; 
but  because  they  did  not  consider  themselves  prepared 
to  entertain  so  great  a  man. 

But  he  was  ashamed  to  think  of  his  dining  at  an  inn, 
and  requested  him  to  go  and  dine  with  him,  and  bring 
the  gentleman  along  with  him ;  that  he  had  a  piece  of 
good  beef  and  a  plum-pudding,  and  ale  of  his  dame's 
own  brewing.  The  prince  admired  the  loyalty  of  the 
man;  though  he  had  bespoken  a  dinner  at  the  White 
Lion  went  with  him.  When  they  got  to  the  house, 
Duddlestone  called  his  wife,  who  was  up  stairs,  desir- 
ing her  to  put  on  a  clean  apron  and  come  down,  for 
the  queen's  husband  and  another  gentleman  were 
come  to  dine  with  them.  She  accordingly  came  with 
a  clean  blue  apron,  and  was  immediately  saluted  by 
the  prince.  In  the  course  of  the  dinner  the  prince 
asked  him  if  he  ever  went  to  London.  He  said  since 
ladies  wore  stays  instead  of  bodices,  he  sometimes 
went  to  buy  whalebone;  whereupon  the  prince  desired 
bim  to  take  his  wife  with  him  when  he  went  again,  at 
the  same  time  giving  a  card  to  facilitate  his  introduc- 
tion to  court  In  the  course  of  a  little  time  he  took 
his  wife  behind  him  to  London,  and  with  the  assist- 
ance of  the  card,  he  found  easy  admittance  to  the 
prince,  and  by  him  was  introduced  to  the  queen,  who 
invited  them  to  an  approaching  public  dinner,  inform- 
ing them  they  must  have  new  clothes  for  the  occasion. 
So  they  each  chose  purple  velvet,  such  as  the  prince 
had  then  on,  and  in  that  dress  they  were  introduced 
by  the  queen  herself  as  the  most  loyal  persons  in  Bris- 
tol, and  the  ooly  ones  in  that  city  who  invited  the 
prince,  her  husband,  to  their  house. 

After  the  entertainment,  the  queen,  desiring  him  to 
kneel  down,  laid  a  sword  on  his  head,  and  (to  use  Lady 
Daddleston's  own  words)  said  to  him,  "Ston  up,  Sir. 
Jan."  He  was  offered  money  or  a  place  under  govern- 
ment, but  he  did  not  choose  to  accept  either,  informing 
the  queen  that  he  had  50/  out  of  use,  and  he  appre- 
hended that  the  number  of  people  he  saw  about  her 
must  be  expensive.  The  queen,  however,  made  Lady 
Duddleston  a  present  of  a  gold  watch,  which  my  lady 
considered  as  no  small  ornament  when  she  went  to 
market,  suspended  over  a  blue  apron.  Sir  John  Dud- 
dlestone with  his  lady,  lie  buried  in  All  Saints  Church, 
Bristol,  on  the  right  aide  of  the  entrance  from  the 
north  door. 


THE  WANDERER'S  RETURN. 
Fathbb  of  mine,  thou  hast  long  passM  away, 
Mother  of  mine,  thou  art  wrinkled  and  gray, 
Sisters  of  mine,  ye  are  scattered  around, 
Brothers  of  mine,  where  may  ye  be  found? 

Friends  of  my  youth,  in  the  tomb  are  ye  laid, 
Home  of  my  youth,  I  return  to  thy  shade, 
Seeking  repose  in  the  autumn  of  life, 
Away  from  the  cauldron  of  tumult  and  strife. 

Joys  of  my  youth,  ye  have  vanished  and  fled, 
Hopes  of  my  youth,  ye  are  withered  and  dead, 
Once  ye  were  bright  as  the  flowers  of  May, 
But  like  the  fair  flowers,  soon  faded  away. 

My  coffers  with  gold  to  the  brim  have  been  piled, 
But  my  heart  with  the  dross  hath  ne'er  been  defiled; 
No  poor  widow's  mite  ever  burned  in  my  purse, 
And  no  orphan's  tears  brought  with  them  a  curse. 

Distinction  and  honor  have  covered  my  name, 
And  enrolled  it  hath  been  in  the  annals  of  fame, 
But  detraction  and  envy  will  strip  from  my  brow 
The  laurels  I've  gathered— they  are  perishing  now. 

Home  of  my  youth,  oh  grant  me  a  tomb, 

Where  the  green  willow  waves,  and  the  sweet  flowers 

bloom ; 
Mother  of  mine,  let  me  die  on  thy  breast, 
Saviour  of  mine,  take  me  home  to  thy  rest.       a.  b  h. 
For  the  Rover— EUerdie,  N.  Y.,  1944. 


rmoM  the  bussiak  or  bobboo. 
Thb  wo  tr>  come—the  wo  that's  gone, 
Philosophy  thinks  calmly  on; 
Bat  show  me  the  philosopher 
Who  calmly  bean  the  wots  that  or*. 


A  DISCOVERY. 

Thb  following  is  an  extract  of  a  letter  from  a  young 
American,  now  traveling  in  Europe.  We  know  no- 
thing in  the  range  of  science  to  equal  the  discovery 
mentioned,  except,  indeed,  some  of  the  wonderful 
discoveries  in  Mesmerism. 

"Professor  Von  Orusselbach,  of  Stockholm,  has 
very  lately  brought  to  a  state  of  perfection  the  art  of 
producing  a  torpor  of  the  whole  system,  by  the  appli- 
cation of  cold  of  different  degrees  of  intensity,  proceed- 
ing from  a  lesser  to  a  greater,  so  as  to  cause  the  hu- 
man body  to  become  perfectly  torpid,  without  perma- 
nent injury  to  any  organ  or  tissue  of  the  frame.  In 
this  state  they  may  remain  for  a  great  number  of  years, 
and  again,  after  a  sle$p  of  ages,  be  awakened  to  exist- 
ence, ns  fresh  and  blooming  as  they  were  when  they 
first  sunk  into  their  frigorific  slumber. 

"  The  attention  of  the  learned  professor  was  first  led 
to  the  subject  by  finding  a  toad  enclosed  in  a  solid 
fragment  of  calcarious  rock  ten  feet  in  diameter, 
which,  when  taken  out,  showed  unequivocal  signs  of 
life;  but  it  was  supposed  that  the  concussion  caused 
by  blasting  the  rock  occasioned  its  death  in  a  few  hours 
after.  The  opinion  of  Baron  Grulthizen,  who  is  geolo- 
gist to  the  king  of  Sweden,  was,  that  It  must  have 
been  in  that  situation  for  at  least  seven  thousand  years ; 
and  his  calculations  were  drawn  from  the  different  lay- 
ers of  strata  by  which  it  was  surrounded.  From  this 
hint,  the  professor  proceeded  to  make  experiments; 
and,  after  a  painful  and  laborious  course  of  experi- 
ments for  the  last  twenty-nine  years  of  his  life,  he  has 
at  last  succeeded  in  perfecting  his  great  discovery.  No 
less  than  sixty  thousand  reptiles,  shell-fish,  &c,  were 
experimented  on  before  he  tried  the  human  subject. 
The  process  is  not  entirely  laid  before  the  public  is  yet, 
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bat  I  had  the  honor,  in  company  with  a  friend,  of  vis- 
iting the  professor. 

"I  shall  give  a  alight  description  of  one  of  the  outer 
rooms,  containing  some  of  his  preparations.    Previous 
to  entering,  we  were  furnished  with  an  India  rubber 
bag,  to  which  was  attached  a  mask  with  glass  eyes. 
This  was  put  on  to  prevent  the  temperature  of  the 
room  from  being  varied  the  slightest  degree  by  our 
breathing.    It  was  an  aircular  room,  lighted  from  the 
top  by  the  sun's  rays,  from  which  the  heat  was  entire- 
ly disengaged  by  its  passage  through  its  glass,  &c., 
colored  by  the  oxide  of  copper,  (a  late  discovery,  and 
very  valuable  to  the  professor.)    The  room  is  shelved 
all  around,  and  contains  nearly  one  thousand  speci- 
mens of  animals,  &c.    One  was  a  Swedish  girl,  aged, 
from  appearance,  about  nineteen  years ;  she  was  con- 
signed to  the  professor  by  order  of  the  government,  to 
experiment  upon,  having  been  found  guilty  of  mur- 
dering her  child.    With  the  exception  of  slight  pale- 
ness, she  appeared  as  if  asleep,  although  she  has  been 
in  a  state  of  complete  torpor  for  two  years.    He  in  tends 
to  resusitate  her  in  five  more  years,  and  convince  the 
world  of  the  soundness  of  his  wonderful  discovery. 
The  professor,  to  gratify  us,  took  a  small  snake  out  of 
his  cabinet  into  another  room,  and  although  it  appear- 
ed to  us  to  be  perfectly  dead  and  rigid  as  marble,  by 
application  of  a  mix u re  of  cayenne  pepper  and  brandy, 
it  showed  immediate  signs  of  life,  and  was  apparently 
as  active  as  ever  it  was,  in  a  few  minutes,  although 
the  professor  assured  us  it  had  been  in  a  state  of  tor- 
por for  six  years." 


THE  VILLAGE  BLACKSMITH. 

BY  H.  W.  LONOFELLOW. 

Under  the  spreading  chesnut  tree 

The  village  smithy  stands, 
The  smith  a  mighty  man  is  he, 

With  large  and  sinewy  hands ; 
And  the  muscles  of  his  brawny  arms 

Are  strong  as  iron  bands. 

His  hair  is  crisp,  and  black,  and  long, 

His  face  is  like  the  tan ; 
Hie  brow  is  wet  with  honest  sweat, 

He  earns  whate'er  he  can, 
And  looks  the  whole  world  in  the  face, 

For  he  owes  not  any  man.  • 

Week  in,  week  out,  from  morn  till  night, 
You  can  hear  his  bellows  blow ; 

Vou  can  hear  him  swing  his  heavy  sledge, 
With  measured  beat  and  slow, 

Like  the  sexton  ringing  the  village  bell, 
When  the  evening  sun  is  low. 

And  children  coming  home  from  school 

Look  in  at  the  open  door; 
They  love  to  see  the  flaming  forge, 

And  hear  the  bellows  roar, 
And  catch  the  burning  sparks  that  fly 

Like  chaff  from  a  thrashing  floor. 

He  goes  on  Sunday  to  the  church, 

And  sits  among  his  boys ; 
He  hears  the  parson  pray  and  preach, 

He  hears  his  daughter's  voice, 
Singing  in  the  village  choir, 

And  it  makes  his  heart  rejoice. 


It  sounds  to  him  like  her  mother's  voice, 

Singing  in  Paradise ! 
He  needs  must  think  of  her  once  more, 

How  in  the  grave  she  lies ; 
And  with  his  hard,  rough  hand  he  wipes 

A  tear  out  of  his  eyes. 

Toiling— rejoicing— sorrowing, 

Onward  through  life  he  goes ; 
Each  morn  sees  some  new  task  begin, 

Each  evening  sees  it  close ; 
Something  attempted,  something  done, 

Has  earned  a  night's  repose. 

Thanks,  thanks,  to  thee,  my  worthy  friend, 
For  the  lesson  thou  hast  taught  I 

Thus  at  the  flaming  forge  of  life 
Our  fortunes  must  be  wrought ; 

Thus  on  its  sounding  anvil  shaped 
Each  burning  deed  and  thought ! 


RELIGION. 

The  following  short  and  beautiful  quotation  is  from 
the  pages  of  the  elegant,  the  benevolent,  the  inspired 
M'Kenzie.  Speaking  of  those  who  profess  a  disbelief 
in  religion,  he  expresses  himself  in  the  following  heart- 
touching  manner : 

"  He  who  would  undermine  those  foundations  upon 
which  the  fabric  of  our  future  hope  is  reared,  seeks  to 
beat  down  that  column  which  supports  the  feebleness 
of  humanity,  let  him  but  think  a  moment,  and  his 
heart  will  arrest  the  cruelty  of  his  purpose.  Would  be 
pluck  its  little  treasure  from  the  bosom  of  poverty? 
Would  he  wrest  its  crutch  from  the  hand  of  age,  sod 
remove  from  the  eye  of  affliction  the  only  solace  of  its 
wo?  The  way  we  tread  is  rugged,  at  best;  we  tread 
it,  however,  lighter  by  the  prospect  of  the  better  country 
to  which,  we  trust,  it  will  lead.  Tell  us  not  it  will  end 
in  the  gulf  of  eternal  dissolution,  or  break  off  in  some 
wild  which  fancy  may  fill  up  as  she  pleases,  but  reason 
is  unable  to  delineate ;  quench  not  that  beam  which, 
amidst  the  night  of  this  evil  world,  has  cheered  the 
despondency  of  ill-requited  worth,  and  illuminated  the 
darkness%of  suffering  virtue." 


THE  ROVER  OMNIBUS. 

Correspondents. — "Robert  Wilson,  the  Destroy- 
er," has  considerable  merit  in  its  plot  and  moral,  but  is 
too  full  of  errors  for  publication.  It  is  very  creditable 
for  a  "  first  attempt,"  as  it  professes  to  be. 

"  The  Broken-Hearted"  does  not  equal  some  of  the 
author's  previous  contributions.  We  think  it  hardly 
up  to  the  standard  we  wish  to  maintain  in  the  Ro*er. 
And  yet  perhaps  the  difficulty  rests  more  in  the  com- 
monplace subject,  than  in  the  execution. 

A.  J.  H.  Duoanns  writes  sweet  and  beautifol  poetry, 
"  and  no  mistake,"  as  they  say  down  east  Witness 
the  "  Winter  of  the  Heart"  published  in  the  Rover  two 
weeks  ago,  and  the  "Two  Loves"  in  the  present  num- 
ber |  besides  several  previous  effusions  from  bia  mu* 
which  we  have  had  the  pleasure  of  preseotiog  to  oar 
reader*.  Pew  writer,  of  verse  who  have  r**nlr/«n- 
tered  the  lists,  give  fairer  promise  of  excellence, 
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THE  CHILD  AND  THE  FLOWERS. 

■T  ELIZABETH  OAKIS  SMITH. 

Littub  flowers,  sweet  and  fair, 
Blooming  'neath  the  tall  tree  shade, 

Breathing  perfume  on  the  air, 
Wherefore  was  your  beauty  made? 

Wherefore  should  your  colors  vie 

With  the  rainbow  of  the  sky  7 

Little  child,  our  colors  bright 
Are  the  skillful  work  of  God, 

He,  to  please  his  creatures'  sight, 
Paints  with  beauty  every  sod; 

And  we  would,  with  kindly  spell, 

Bid  you  love  your  Maker  well. 

Pretty  flowers,  when  the  breeze 
Shakes  his  pinion  o'er  your  home, 

Or  the  bird  amid  the  trees 
Round  among  your  bright  ones  roam, 

Why  should  perfume  all  around 

Breathe  from  every  floweret's  ground? 

Little  child,  each  blossom's  cup 

Is  an  altar,  pure  and  lone, 
Whence  is  always  rising  up 

Incense  to  our  Maker's  throne: 
Little  child,  come  bend  the  knee, 
Let  thy  heart  an  offering  be. 


HARPER'S  FERRY. 

Wi  present  our  readers  this  week  with  another  of 
those  rich  and  magnificent  views  of  natural  scenery 
with  which  our  country  so  eminently  abounds.  The 
drawing  was  made  by  a  distinguished  artist,  and  gives 
a  very  accurate  and  life-like  picture  of  a  scene,  which 
Jefferson  said  was  "  worth  a  voyage  across  the  Atlan- 
tic" to  behold.  Here  it  !s,  beautifully  engraved,  book 
and  el),  for  six  cents.  We  cannot  do  belter  than  to  add 
Jefferson's  powerful  and  vivid  description  of  the  place 
and  the  scenery,  from  his  Notes  on  Virginia. 

Paesaga  of  the  Potomac  through  the  Blue  Ridge. 

BT  JZFPBRSOSr. 

Thb  passage  of  the  Potomac  through  the  Blue  Ridge, 
is  perhaps  one  of  the  most  stupendous  scenes  in  na- 
ture. You  stand  on  a  very  high  point  of  land.  On 
your  right  comes  up  the  Shenandoah,  having  ranged 
along  the  foot  of  the  mountain  a  hundred  miles  to  seek 
a  Tent  On  your  left  approaches  the  Potomac,  seek- 
ing a  passage  also.  In  the  moment  of  their  junction, 
they  rush  together  against  the  mountain,  rend  it  asun- 
der, and  pass  off  to  the  sea. 

The  first  glance  at  this  scene  hurries  our  senses  into 
the  opinion,  that  this  earth  has  been  created  in  time ; 
that  the  mountains  were  formed  first ;  that  the  rivers 
began  to  flow  afterwards;  that,  in  this  place  particu- 
larly, they  have  been  dammed  up  by  the  Blue  Ridge 
of  mountains,  and  have  formed  an  ocean  which  filled 
the  whole  valley ;  that,  continuing  to  rise,  they  have 
at  length  broken  over  at  this  spot,  and  have  torn  the 
mountain  down  from  Its  summit  to  its  bete. 

The  ones  of  rock  on  each  hand,  but  particularly  on 
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the  Shenandoah,  the  evident  marks  of  their  disrup- 
ture  and  avulsion  from  their  beds  by  the  most  power- 
ful agents  of  nature,  corroborate  the  impression.  Bat 
the  distant  finishing,  which  Nature  has  given  to  the 
picture,  is  of  a  very  different  character.  It  is  a  true 
contrast  to  the  foreground.  It  is  as  placid  and  delight- 
ful as  that  is  wild  and  tremendous. 

For,  the  mountain  being  cloven  asunder,  she  pre- 
sents to  your  eye,  through  the  deft,  a  small  catch  of 
smooth  blue  horizon,  at  an  infinite  distance  in  the 
plain  country,  inviting  you,  as  it  were,  from  the  riot 
and  tumult  roaring  around,  to  pass  through  the  breach, 
and  participate  in  the  calm  below.  Here  the  eye  en- 
tirely composes  itself;  and  that  way,  too,  the  road 
happens  actually  to  lead. 

You  cross  the  Potomac  above  its  junction,  pass 
along  its  side  through  the  base  of  the  mountain  for 
three  miles,  its  terrible  precipices  hanging  in  frag- 
ments over  you,  and  within  about  twenty  miles  reach 
Frederick  town,  and  the  fine  country  round  that 

This  scene  Is  worth  a  voyage  across  the  Atlantic 
Yet  here,  as  in  the  neighborhood  of  the  Natural 
Bridge,  are  people  who  have  passed  their  lives  withm. 
half  a  dozen  miles,  and  have  never  been  to  survey 
these  monuments  of  a  war  between  rivers  and  moon- 
tains,  which  must  have  shaken  the  earth  itself  to  He 
centre. 


THREE  FINGERED  JACK. 
A  West  India  Story. 

Obi,  and  gambling,  are  the  only  instances  I  have  been 
able  to  discover,  among  the  natives  of  the  negro  land  in 
Africa,  in  which  any  effort  at  combining  ideas  has  ever 
been  demonstrated.  The  science  of  obi  is  verj  exten- 
sive. Obi,  for  the  purposes  of  bewitching  people,  or 
consuming  them  by  lingering  illness,  is  made  of  grave- 
dirt,  hair,  teeth  of  sharks,  and  other  creatures,  blood, 
feathers,  egg-shells,  images  in  wax,  the  hearts  of  birds, 
and  some  potent  roots,  weeds  and  bushes,  of  which 
Europeans  are  at  this  time  ignorant;  but  which  were 
known,  for  the  same  purposes,  to  the  ancients.  Cer- 
tain mixtures  of  these  ingredients  are  burnt,  or  buried 
very  deep  in  the  ground;  or  hung  up  a  chimney;  or 
laid  under  the  threshold  of  the  door  of  the  party  to  suf- 
fer; with  incantation  songs  or  curses,  performed  at 
midnight,  regarding  the  aspects  of  the  moon.  A  ne- 
gro, who  thinks  himself  bewitched  by  obi,  will  apply 
to  an  Obi-man  or  Obi-woman,  for  cure— laws  have 
been  made  in  the  West  Indies  to  punish  this  obian 
practice  with  death ;  but  they  have  no  effect.  Laws 
constructed  in  the  West  Indies,  can  never  suppress 
the  effect  of  ideas,  the  origin  of  which  is  in  the  centre 
of  Africa. 

I  saw  the  obi  of  the  famous  negro  robber,  Three 
fingered  Jack,  the  terror  of  Jamaica  in  1780  and  1781. 
The  Maroons  who  slew  him  brought  it  to  me.  His 
obi  consisted  of  the  end  of  a  goal's  horn,  filled  with 
a  compound  of  grave-dirt,  ashes,  the  blood  of  a  black 
cat,  and  human  fat ;  all  mixed  nVo  a  kind  of  paste.  A 
black  cat's  foot,  a  dried  toad,  a  p%'s  tail,  a  flip  of  parch- 
ment of  kid's  skin,  with  characters  marked  in  blood 
on  it,  were  alto  in  hie  obian  bag. 

Theee,v4thas>ensahre,andtwofttntilll«Bobhf- 
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son  Crusoe,  were  all  his  obi;  with  which,  and  his 
courage  in  descending  into  the  plains,  and  plundering 
to  supply  his  wants,  and  his  skill  in  retreating  into  dif- 
ficult fastnesses,  commanding  the  only  access  to  them, 
where  none  dared  to  follow  him,  he  terrified  the  in- 
habitants, and  set  the  civil  power,  and  the  neighboring 
militia  of  that  island,  at  defiance,  for  two  years. 

He  had  neither  accomplices,  nor  associate.  There 
were  a  few  runaway  negroes  in  the  woods  near  Mount 
Libanus,  the  place  of  his  retreat;  but  he  had  crossed 
their  foreheads  with  some  of  the  magic  in  his  horn, 
and  they  could  not  betray  him.  But  he  trusted  no  one. 
He  scorned  assistance.  He  ascended  above  Spartacus. 
He  robbed  alone;  fought  all  his  battles  alone ;  and  al- 
ways killed  his  pursuers. 

By  his  magic,  he  was  not  only  the  dread  of  the  ne- 
groes, but  there  were  many  white  people  who  believed 
he  was  possessed  of  some  supernatural  power.  In  hot 
climates,  females  marry  very  young ;  and  often  with 
great  disparity  of  age.  Here  Jack  was  the  author  of 
many  troubles :  for  several  matches  proved  unhappy. 
"  Give  a  dog  an  ill-name,  and  hang  him."  Clamors 
rose  on  clamors  against  the  cruel  sorcerer ;  and  every 
conjugal  mishap  was  laid  at  the  door  of  Jack's  spell  on 
the  wedding-day.  God  knows,  poor  Jack  had  sins 
enough  of  his  own  to  carry,  without  loading  him  with 
ths  sins  of  others.  He  would  sooner  have  made  a 
Medean  cauldron  for  the  whole  island,  than  disturb 
one  lady's  happiness.  He  bad  many  opportunities; 
and,  though  he  had  a  mortal  hatred  to  white  men,  he 
was  never  known  to  hurt  a  child,  or  abuse  a  woman. 

But  even  Jack  himself  was  born  to  die. 

Allured  by  the  rewards  offered  by  governor  Dalling, 
In  a  proclamation,  dated  the  12th  of  December  1780, 
and  by  a  resolution  which  followed  It,  of  the  house  of 
assembly,  two  negroes,  named  Quasher,  and  Sam  both 
of  Soots  Hall,  Maroon  town,  with  a  party  of  their 
townsmen,  went  in  search  of  him. 

Qnasher,  before  he  set  out  on  the  .expedition,  got 
himself  christened,  and  changed  his  name  to  James 
Boeder.  The  expedition  commenced ;  and  the  whole 
party  had  been  creeping  about  in  the  woods,  for  three 
weeks,  and  blockading,  as  it  were,  the  deepest  recesses 
of  the  most  inaccessable  part  of  the  island,  where  Jack, 
far  remote  from  all  human  society,  resided— but  in 
Tain. 

Reeder  and  Sam,  tired  with  this  mode  of  war,  re- 
solved on  proceeding  in  search  of  his  retreat,  and  ta- 
king him  by  storming  it,  or  perishing  in  the  attempt. 
They  took  with  them  a  little  boy,  a  proper  spirit,  and 
a  good  shot,  and  left  the  rest  of  the  party.  These 
three,  whom  I  well  knew,  had  not  been  long  separated, 
before  their  cunning  eyes  discovered,  by  impressions 
among  the  weedB  and  bushes,  that  some  person  must 
have  lately  been  that  way.  They  softly  followed  these* 
impressions,  making  not  the  least  noise.  Presently 
they  discovered  a  smoke. 

They  prepared  for  war.  They  came  upon  Jack  be- 
fore he  perceived  them.  He  was  roasting  plantains, 
by  a  little  fire  on  the  ground,  at  the  mouth  of  a  cave. 
This  was  a  scene :  not  where  ordinary  actors  had  a 
common  part  to  play. 

Jack's  looks  were  fierce  and  terrible.  He  told  them 
be  would  kill  them.  Reeder,  instead  of  shooting  Jack, 
replied,  that  his  obi  had  no  power  to  hurt  him ;  for  he 
was  christened;  and  that  his  name  was  no  longer 
Jack  know  Seeders  and,  as  if  paralyied, 


he  let  his  two  guns  remain  on  the  ground,  and  took  op 
only  his  cutlass. 

These  two  had  a  desperate  engagement  several  year* 
before,  in  the  woods;  in  which  conflict  Jack  lost  the 
two  fingers,  which  was  the  origin  of  his  present  name; 
but  Jack  then  beat  Reeder,  and  almost  killed  him, 
with  several  others  who  assisted  him,  and  they  lied 
from  Jack. 

To  do  Three  fingered  Jack  justice,  he  would  now 
have  killed  both  Reeder  and  Sam;  for,  at  first,  they 
were  frightened  at  the  sight  of  him,  and  the  dreadful 
tone  of  his  voice;  and  well  they  might ;  they  haul  be- 
side no  retreat,  and  were  to  grapple  with  the  braves* 
and  strongest  man  in  the  world.  But  Jack  was  cow- 
ed ;  for  he  had  prophesied  while  obi  would  get  the  better 
of  him ;  and  from  experience,  he  knew  the  charm  would 
lose  none  of  its  strength  in  the  hands  of  Reeder. 

Without  farther  parley,  Jack,  with  his  cutlass  In  bis- 
hand,  threw  himself  down  a  precipice  at  the  back  of 
the  cave.  {feeder's  gun  missed  fire.  Sam  shot  him 
in  the  shoulder.  Reeder,  like  an  English  bull-dog, 
never  looked,  but,  with  his  cutlass  in  his  hand,  plunged 
headlong  down  after  Jack.  The  descent  was  about 
thirty  yards,  and  almost  perpendicular.  Both  of  them 
had  preserved  their  cutlasses  In  the  fall.  Here  was 
the  stage  on  which  two  of  the  stoutest  hearts  that 
were  ever  hooped  with  ribs  began  their  bloody  strug- 
gle. The  little  boy  who  was  ordered  to  keep  back,  out 
of  harm's  way,  now  reached  the  top  of  the  precipice, 
and,  during  the  fight,  shot  Jack  in  the  belly. 

Sam  was  crafty,  and  coolly  took  a  round  about  way 
to  get  to  the  field  of  action.  When  he  arrived  at  the 
spot  where  It  began,  Jack  and  Reeder  bad  dosed,  and 
tumbled  together  down  another  precipice,  on  the  aide 
of  the  mountain,  in  which  fall  they  both  lost  their 
weapons.  Sam  descended  after  them,  who  also  lost 
his  cutlass,  among  the  trees  and  bushes  in  getting 
down.  When  he  came  up  to  them,  though  without 
weapons,  they  were  not  idle ;  and  luckily  for  Reeder, 
Jack's  wounds  were  deep  and  desperate,  and  he  was 
in  great  agony. 

Sam  came  up  just  time  enough  to  save  Reeder  ;  for 
Jack  had  caught  him  by  the  throat,  and  with  his  giant's 
grasp.  Reeder  then  was  with  his  right  hand  almost 
cut  off,  and  Jack  streaming  with  blood  from  his  shoul- 
der and  belly ;  both  covered  with  gore  and  gashes. 

In  this  state  Sam  was  umpire ;  and  decided  the  fate 
of  the  battle.  He  knocked  Jack  down  with  a  piece  of  a 
rock.  When  the  lion  fell,  the  two  tigers  got  upon  him, 
and  beat  his  brains  out  with  stones.  The  little  boy 
soon  after  found  his  way  to  them.  He  had  a  cutlass, 
with  which  they  cut  off  Jack's  head  and  three-fingered 
hand,  and  took  them  in  trumph  to  Morant  Bay.  There 
they  put  their  trophies  into  a  pail  of  rum ;  and,  follow- 
ed by  a  vast  concourse  of  negroes,  now  no  longer 
afraid  of  Jack's  obi,  they  carried  them  to  Kingston, 
and  Spanish  town ;  and  claimed  the  reward  of  the 
king's  proclamation,  and  the  house  of  assembly. 


AN  ANECDOTE  OF  THE  REVOLUTION. 
The  year  of  1775  was  to  the  civil,  though  not  to  the 
military  councils  of  America  more  rife  with  doubt  and 
anxiety  than  those  years  which  followed.  The  first 
battles  had  been  fought— the  first  blood  shed— the 
weapon  of  death  was  bared,  and  the  arm  nerved  to  the 
contest— but  it  was  the  child  arrayed  against  the  pa- 
rent, and  many  a  patriotic  heart  bled  at  the 
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sacrilege.  The  petitions  and  remonstrance*  of  Con- 
gress and  the  nation  had  been  treated  with  contempt; 
and  it  was  plain  to  all  men  that  submission,  or  resis- 
tance to  the  death,  must  thenceforth  be  the  choice. 
Yet  few  dreamed  of  independence,  and  those  to  whom 
the  dream  did  come,  started  at  the  dim,  gigantic  shade. 
The  wise  still  wished  to  heal  the  breach— in  the  lan- 
guage of  one  of  the  public  addresses,  "  though  insul- 
ted and  abused  they  wished  for  reconciliation—though 
defamed  and  seditious  they  were  ready  to  obey  the 
laws ;  what  more  could  they  say— what  more  could 
they  offer?"  But  reconciliation  was  daily  becoming 
snore  difficult— the  gulf  which  sundered  America  from 
.England  was  hourly  widening— but  even  when  they 
jmw  that  gulf  impassable,  there  were  but  few  who 
dared  to  think  America  might  stand  alone,  self  sus- 
tained—few who  dared  believe  that  she,  an  infant, 
could  single  handed,  contend  with  the  Queen  of  Na- 
tions, the  "  the  mistress  of  the  ocean ;"  and  though  to 
bow  the  neck  and  receive  the  yoke  again,  was  what 
never  entered  their  thoughts,  yet  annihilation,  if  not 
physically,  at  least  politically  and  morally,  did  flit  be- 
lore  their  eyes,  and  make  them  burn  in  their  sockets. 

The  summer  had  passed  and  melancholy  autumn 
laid  her  hand  upon  the  forest  and  field.  It  was  in  the 
latter  pert  of  November,  and  even  the  calm  Jay  and 
the  fiery  Adams  trembled  for  their  country,  when  they 
were  aroused  by  a  message  which  was  sent  to  Con 
grene,  saying  that  there  was  a  foreigner  in  Phlladel 
phla,  who  wished  to  make  that  body  a  confidential 
communication  o!  great  importance.  At  first  Con- 
gasae  considered  it  beneath  their  dignity  to  notice  a 
private  anonymous  message  of  this  kind ;  but  after  it 
bad  been  repeated  several  times,  they  at  length  ap, 
pointed  a  committee,  consisting  of  Benjamin  Franklin, 
John  Jay  and  Thomas  Jefferson  to  receive  what  the 
foreigner  wished  to  communicate.  The  committee 
agreed  to  meet  the  gentleman  in  one  of  the  Committee 
rooms  in  Carpenter's  Hall. 

At  the  hour  appointed,  Mr.  Jay,  with  that  punctuali- 
ty and  strict  regard  to  engagement  which  was  as  re- 
markable in  him  as  in  Washington,  entered  the  com- 
mittee room;  he  found  in  it  an  elderly  gentleman, 
lame,  and  having  the  appearance  of  a  French  officer. 
The  American  at  once  introduced  himself  as  one  of 
the  committee  who  had  been  appointed  to  receive  the 
communication  referred  te.  With  many  thanks  for  his 
kindness,  the  French  gentleman  began  to  open  his 
business ;  but  Mr.  Jay  desired  that  nothing  might  be 
said  upon  the  subject  until  those  associated  with  him 
arrived ;  at  his  request  the  officer  dropped  the  subject 
— but  after  a  little  general  conversation  again  skilfully 
approached  it.  It  was  a  maxim  of  Jay's  to  separate 
himself  from  his  enemy ;  and  it  was  his  practice  never 
to  commit  himself,  and  particularly  upon  public  affairs, 
with  a  stranger ;  while  therefore  with  that  politeness 
and  kindness  which  he  never  could  be  driven  to  aban- 
don, he  continued  the  conversation,  he  at  once,  by  ta- 
king the  lead,  passed  from  America  to  Europe ;  and  by 
direct  inquiries  which  could  not  be  evaded,  he  learned 
much  of  foreign  matters  before  his  colleagues  arrived; 
thereby  making  him  who  thought  to  be  the  receiver, 
the  giver. 

At  length  Franklin  and  Jefferson  appeared  and  the 
committee  declared  themselves  ready  to  hear  the  gen- 
tleman who  had  met  them. 

"  My  friends,"  said  the  officer,  ((I  have  long  looked 
with  delight  and  enthusiasm  at  this  noble  people.    My 


heart  has  yearned  to  be  with  them,  to  consult  with 
them,  to  do  battle  with  them  for  the  great  principles  of 
popular  freedom." 

"A  demagogue,"  whispered  Jefferson  to  Jay,  with  a 
sneer.  The  New  Yorker  made  no  answer;  he  was  too 
wise,  even  at  thirty,  to  think  a  man  of  course  a  dema- 
gogue because  he  used  the  language  that  the  hypo- 
crite affects  to  use. 

"  I  have  fought,"  continued  the  Frenchman,  "  for 
these  great  principles  in  my  own  land ;  and  were  I  but 
what  1  once  was,  I  should  be  proud  to  fight  for  them 
again  in  this  land,  with  this  virtuous  people." 

"  Sir,"  interrupted  Mr.  Jay,  with  that  gravity  which 
gave  him  while  a  youth  the  tone  and  manner  of  age— 
11  we  came  to  hear  your  communication." 

The  soldier  bowed  as  if  rebuked,  but  his  eye  caught 
that.of  Jefferson,  and  with  a  Frenchman's  tact  he  read 
in  its  glance  the  spirit  of  the  man.  "  My  communi- 
cation," he  continued,  and  he  addressed  his  discourse 
to  the  Virginian— "  my  communication,  gentlemen, 
shall  be  made ;  and  if  I  have  rightly  guessed  the  spirit 
of  the  sons  of  this  free  land,  if  the  master  minds  of 
the  South  have  their  due  weight  in  your  councils— (he 
bowed)— then  will  my  communication  be  received 
with  joy ;  but  If  the  cold  unconfiding  councils  of  the 
north"— 

"Stop  sir,"  said  Franklin,  whose  tongue  had  till 
then  been  silent — "we  wish  no  reference  to  our  coun- 
cils or  our  patriots— to  your  secret,  sir,  if  you  please, 
at  once." 

The  voice  of  the  sage  produced  the  desired  result, 
and  the  officer  stated  that  the  King  of  France  had 
heard  with  pleasure  of  their  struggle  for  freedom,  and 
stood  ready  to  aid  them.  "  By  whose  authority  do 
you  state  this?"  said  Mr.  Jay.  The  Frenchman 
smiled,  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  drawing  his  hand 
across  his  throat  said,  "  Gentlemen,  I  shall  take  care 
of  my  head." 

"And  how  shall  we  be  aided  ?"  inquired  Jay. 

"  If  you  want  arms,  you  shall  have  them ;  ammuni- 
tion, it  is  yours ;  money,  yon  may  command  It  at  any 
moment." 

"All  this,  my  good  friend,"  said  Jefferson,  "  la  very 
well ;  but  from  what  authority  do  you  speak  7" 

"  Even  to  you,  sir,"  said  the  Frenchman,  bowing, 
"even  to  you  I  can  only  say,  I  must  take  care  of  my 
head,"  and  once  more  he  drew  his  hand  across  his 
throat ;  no  other  answer  could  be  obtained  from  him, 
and  the  interview  ended. 

The  Frenchman  was  seen  no  more  publicly  In 
Philadelphia,  nor  was  it  known  who  he  was,  nor 
wither  he  went— the  impression  of  the  committee  was, 
that  he  was  a  secret  emissary  from  the  French  court, 
and  on  the  29th  of  November,  a  secret  committee  of 
correspondence  was  appointed  in  consequence  of  that 
impression.  But  though  this  meeting  was  of  some 
importance  to  the  country,  Its  indirect  influence  was, 
perhaps,  much  greater.  As  Jay  and  Jefferson  went 
out  from  the  committee  room,  they  met  John  Adams, 
who  was  waiting  to  hear  the  result  of  the  investiga- 
tion "  It  is  all  smoke  ?"  said  he  to  Jay— but  before 
that  gentleman  could  answer,  Jefferson  exclaimed-* 
"No  by  my  faith,  'tis  not  smoke;  or  If  It  be,  what 
does  it  prove  but  that  there  is  fire  somewhere?  John 
Adams,  France  will  help  us  with  men,  money,  arms, 
anything."  "How  so?— did  be  bring  letters?"  "Not 
nor  would  he  tell  his  authority  even  tome;  bat  1*11 
see  the  old  man  In  private,  and  if  we  don't  make  hie 
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majesty  of  France,  oat  of  ptrre  hatred  to  his  royal 
brother  of  England,  cot  off  the  heads  of  all  absolute 
monarchies,  we  must  be  young  Indeed." 

"Mr.  Jefferson,0  said  Jay,  "think  a  moment  before 
you  decide  on  seeing  this  man  privately.  Is  it  becom- 
ing in  you,  a  member  of  the  committee  appointed  to 
meet  him  publicly,  to  seek  a  private  interview  with 
him?" 

"Is  it  becoming?"  repeated  the  proud  Virginian, 
stepping  back,  "let  me  aak,  in  return,  if  it  is  becom- 
ing In  you,  my  junior,  thus,  to  advise  me?— I  know, 
sir,  what  is  due  my  own  honor,  and  my  country's." 
"Be  not  offended,"  said  Jay,  calmly;  "you  designa- 
ted the  man  as  a  demagogue,  and  I  have  much  doubt 
of  his  honesty ;  he  is,  as  I  know  by  my  conversation 
with  him,  previous  to  your  arrival,  a  close  diplomatist." 

"  And  shall  I  fear  his  diplomacy?  What  if  he  is  a 
demagogue  I  I  could  be  one  myself  for  a  considera- 
tion." "  I  trust  not,"  said  Jay ;  "  from  Absalom  down 
there  never  can  be,  there  never  has  been— from  this 
time  forth,  an  honest  demagogue."  The  face  of  the 
Virginian  flushed,  and  perhaps  his  hand  clenched,  but 
he  was  not  a  man  of  war,  and  before  he  could  speak, 
Adams  took  his  arm.  "  What's  all  this  pother?"  said 
the  Dayman,  "  are  you  quarreling  ?  and  at  the  mo 
ment  when  God  has  given  us  hope  of  deliverance? 
Shame  on  you !— Here's  the  way  opened  to  indepen- 
dence ;  the  very  aid  we  needed,  given  us  without  the 
asking;  the  helm  put  into  onr  hands,  and  do  you  dare 
have  private  feuds — personal  differences?  Why,  hot- 
head as  I  am  myself,  I  could  not  do  that,  nor  will  I 
Me  it  in  another." 

Mr.  Jay  at  once  put  forth  his  hand;  "There  is  no 
spirit  of  discord  in  me,"  said  he,  smiling;  "  I  was  but 
seeking  to  convince  Mr.  Jefferson  that  he  had  better 
not  see  this  foreigner  in  pilvate."  "  Of  course  not," 
said  Adams,  "  Mr.  Jefferson  could  not  so  demean  him- 
self," "Gentlemen,"  replied  Jefferson,  separating 
from  them,  "  I  scarce  know  how  to  construe  your  lan- 
guage; but  in  the  present  condition  of  our  affairs,  I 
wish  to  make  no  private  feud  of  consequence  enough 
to  be  apparent,  and  therefore  leave  you." 

"John  Adams,"  said  Jay,  when  they  were  alone, 
"  that  man  is  with  us,  and  for  us,  but  he  is  not  of  us  I 
fear— not  his  honesty  or  honor,  but  his  discretion  and 
judgment ;  he  is  beyond  us,  and  I  think  beyond  the 
true  line,  in  respect  to  liberty — and  mark  me,  should 
we  go  through  this  struggle  triumphantly,  and  by 
God's  help  we  shall,  Thomas  Jefferson  and  ourselves 
will  be  in  very  different  ranks,  and  I  shall  look  with 
.fear  and  trembling  to  the  result  of  his  actions.  With 
the  materials  of  a  great  and  good  man,  he  has  imbibed 
principles  which  may  fester  in  his  bosom,  till  his  very 
•excellencies  become  deadly  poisons." 

The  prophecy  of  Mr.  Jay  was  in  a  great  part  fulfilled 
—whether  his  fears  were  also  realized,  it  is  for  each 
one  to  judge — but  it  is  worthy  of  note  that  Jefferson, 
piqued  at  the  advice  of  his  associates,  did  seek  the 
Frenchman,  who  was  a  disciple  of  the  ultra- French 
liberals,  and  was  by  him  made  more  fully  acquainted 
with  those  principles  which  placed  him  in  opposition 
to  Washington,  Jay,  and  Adams,  became  at  length  his 
guiding  rules,  and  through  him,  to  a  great  extent  the 
political  creed  of  the  United  States.  2.  h,  p. 

Owe  of  the  marks  of  mediocrity  of  understanding  Is 
to  be  always  telling  stories. 
The  wisest  man  Is  he  who  does  not  think  he  it  to. 


I  LOVE  THEE. 

BT  J.  K.  ORTOK". 

I  love  thee— and  I  fondly  prize 
Thy  beauty  and  thy  perfect  grace, 

The  lustre  of  thy  gem-like  eyes, 
Thy  queenly  form  and  sunny  lace; 

Thy  silken  tresses  hanging  wild, 
Thine  elegant  and  modest  mein, 

Where  innocence,  as  in  a  child, 
Telle  that  no  guHe  hath  ever  been. 

For  Beauty  Is  a  thing  of  Heaven, 

A  part  of  all  in  earth  or  air; 
And  God  unto  the  heart  hath  given 

A  love  for  beauty  everywhere. 

I  prize  the  riches  of  thy  mind, 
Tby  sense  unvarnish'd,  and  thy  skill, 

Thy  just  discernment  of  the  kind 
Of  duties  woman  should  fulfill; 

Thy  noble  soul,  and  disregard 
And  conquest  of  thyself,  thy  sure 

And  gentle  trust,  for  thy  reward, 
In  God  who  made  thee  bright  and  pure 

But  strange,  for  these  I  love  thee  not; 

(Yet  Heaven  preserve  them  ail  to  thee  I) 
I  love  thee  that  thou  hast  a  heart, 

And  better,  that  thou  lovest  me. 

I  love  thee  for  the  wells  of  feeling 
Thou  stirrcst  in  this  heart  of  mine, 

Whose  like,  as  in  a  mirror  stealing, 
I  see  reflected  back  in  thine. 

For  those  I  love  thee,  gave  my  heart, 
And  better,  that  the  Graces  three 

Combine  to  make  thee  what  thou  art, 
And  better,  that  thou  lovest  me. 
For  the  Rowtr— BinghampUm^  N.  Y,  May,  1844. 


THE  WIFE. 

BY  UBS.  FBA.VOZS  8.  OSGOOD. 
CHAPTER  I. 

"All  precious  things,  discovered  late, 

To  those  that  seek  them,  issue  forth ; 
For  Love,  in  sequel,  works  with  Fate, 
And  draws  the  veil  from  hidden  worth.19 

Cold  and  bright  as  the  bridal  blossoms  in  her  hair, 
was  the  youthful  cheek,  which  a  glow  of  love  and 
pride  should  have  kindled  into  color— for  Harriet  Percy, 
though  about  to  become  the  bride  of  one  of  the  moat 
distinguished  men  in  the  country,  was  too  well  con- 
vinced of  his  indifference  to  be  happy  in  the  prospect. 
She  knew  that  with  him  it  was  a  marriage  expediency. 
That  he  was  poor— that  he  required  means  to  further 
his  ambitious  views,  and  that,  though  uniformly  kind 
and  respectful  in  his  manner,  when  they  met,  he  had 
scarcely  bestowed  a  thought  upon  her  mind,  heart  or 
person,  during  the  three  weeks  which  intervened  be- 
tween their  introduction  to  each  other  and  this  their 
bridal  morning. 

For  years  before  that  Introduction,  even  from  child- 
hood, she  had  worshipped  his  lofty  genius,  and  ad- 
mired at  a  distance  his  noble  form.  He  was  the  Idol 
of  her  every  dream— her  hero — her  Ideal !  H is  haugh- 
ty bearing,  his  coldly  intellectual  expression,  whips 
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would  have  repelled  a  lew  ardent  and  romantic  heart, 
fead  for  her  ao  inexpressible  charm.  And  when,  at  a 
party  given  by  a  mutual,  match-making  friend,  during 
the  first  season  of  her  entrance  into  society,  he  bad 
been  introduced  to  her,  she  was  so  agitated  and  con- 
fused by  her  various  emotions,  that  she  could  only 
biush  and  reply  in  monosyllables  to  his  polite  attempts 
at  conversation. 

Poor  Harriet  was  angry  and  mortified  at  herself; 
and  utterly  unsuspicious,  in  her  own  guileless  truth, 
of  any  mercenary  motive  on  his  part,  she  was  not  less 
amazed  than  delighted  when,  after  two  or  three  inter- 
views of  the  same  description,  he  formally  proposed 
to  her  rather  for  her  hand,  and  was  at  once  accepted. 
Exulting  in  her  conquest,  yet  awed  by  his  distant  de- 
meanor, she  hardly  knew  at  first  whether  to  be  happy 
or  the  contrary ;  but  loving  as  she  was,  there  was  a 
latent  spirit  of  pride  and  lofty  resolution  in  her  soul, 
which  she  had  never  dreamed  of  till  it  was  awakened 
by  her  present  situation. 

With  a  woman's  instinct,  she  learned  to  read  his 
heart.  She  saw  that  the  demon  Ambition  had  ob- 
scured, without  obliterating  its  nobler  and  more  tender 
feelings,  and  she  trusted  to  time  and  her  own  truth  to 
conquer  the  one  and  arouse  the  other. 

But  in  the  meantime  she  would  be  no  pining  victim 
to  neglect.  Her  sweet  lip  curled — her  dark  eyes  Mash- 
ed— her  high  spirit  revolted  at  the  thought  1  She 
would  love  him,  it  is  true,  dearly,  deeply,  devotedly ;  but 
it  should  be  In  the  silent  depths  of  a  soul  he  coald  not 
fathom.  Not  till  he  should  own  a  love,  fervent  and 
devoted,  as  her  own,  would  she  yield  to  the  tenderness 
he  inspired.  Not  till  then  should  be  unveiled  to  him 
the  altar  on  which  his  image  dwelt  enshrined  like  a 
deity  of  old,  with  the  breath  of  affection  for  its  incense, 
ever  burning  over  and  around  it,  and  the  fruits  and 
flowers  of  feeling  and  of  thought— its  sacrifice. 

She  would  wed  him,  because  her  fortune  could  as- 
sist his  efforts  for  the  good  of  his  country  and  his  own 
distinction.  She  would  have  bestowed  that  fortune 
upon  him  without  her  hand,  but  she  knew  his  pride 
too  well  to  dream  he  would  accept  it,  and  her  resolu- 
tion was  taken. 

For  his  life  Mr.  William  Harwood  could  not  have 
told  whether  his  intended  bride  had  any  claims  to 
beauty  or  to  talent  He  saw  that  her  manners  were 
refined,  he  knew  that  her  fortune  was  immense,  and 
he  was  satisfied.  He  heeded  not —he  never  dreamed 
of  the  riches  of  her  heart  and  mind.  But  while  ambi- 
tion and  selfishness  blinded  his  eyes  to  her  superiority, 
it  was  not  so  with  othess.  A  dazzling  fair  complex- 
ion, soft,  waivy  hair,  of  the  palest  brown,  hazel  eyes, 
intensely  dark  and  fringed  with  long  thick  lashes  of 
the  same  hue,  a  straight  Greek  nose,' a  mouth  of  ex- 
quisite beauty,  in  the  expression  of  which  sweetness 
and  spirit  were  charmingly  combined,  a  light  and 
gracefully  moulded  form— these  were  the  least  of  her 
attractions.  A  thousand  nameless  graces,  a  thousand 
lovely  but  indescribable  enchantments  in  manner,  look 
and  tone,  betrayed  the  aoul  within ;  and  yet,  with  all 
this,  she  was  so  modest,  so  timid,  so  thoroughly  femi- 
nine and  gentle  in  all  her  ways  and  words,  that  the 
world  never  dreamed  of  calling  her  a  beauty,  or  of  ma- 
king her  a  belle.  It  was  those  she  loved  that  she  en- 
chanted. 

CRAPTBB  II. 

She  stood  like  a  beautiful  statue  by  his  side.  She 
{veiled  her  tears— she  hashed  her  heart,  and  spoke  in 


accents  calm  and  cold  as  his  own  the  vows  which 
were  to  bind  them  for  life  unto  each  other.  She  re» 
ceived  the  congratulations  of  her  friends  and  acquain- 
tances without  a  sigh,  a  bluBh,  a  sign  of  emotion— 
modestly  but  coldly.  Even  Harwood  himself  wonder- 
ed at  this  strange  self  possession,  and  while  he  won- 
dered, rejoiced  that  she  had  so  little  feeling  to  trouble 
him  with.  But  when  her  father  approached  to  say 
farewell,'  and  lead  her  to  the  carriage,  which  was  to 
bear  her  far  from  home,  her  proud  resolve  gave  way! 
She  threw  herself  upon  his  breast  and  Bobbed  passion- 
ately and  wildly,  like  a  grieved  and  frightened  child,  tin 
hea  husband,  astonished  at  such  a  display  of  emotion 
in  one  usually  so  quiet  and  subdued,  drew  her  gently 
away,  and  seating  himself  beside  her  in  the  carriage, 
ordered  the  driver  to  proceed. 

Harriet  withdrew  from  his  arm,  pleaded  fatigue,  co- 
vered her  face  with  her  veil,  and  soon  succeeded  In 
conquering  any  outward  sign  of  emotion,  sat  still  and 
silent  during  the  journey. 

It  was  the  evening  of  the  wedding-day.  The  bride 
had  retired  to  dress  for  dinner,  and  Harwood  sat  dream- 
ing before  his  library  fire,  when  a  note  was  pot  lntd 
his  hand  by  a  footman.  What  was  his  surprize  at  the 
contents : 

"You  do  not  love  me!— and  no  pretence  of  love 
which  you  may  adopt  from  motives  of  duty  or  com- 
passion will  avail  with  me.  You  had  your  object  in 
proposing  this  union — I  had  mine  in  accepting  that 
proposal.  Be  content  that  those  objects  are  gained, 
and  let  me  be  your  wife  but  In  name,  I  beseech  you. 
Harriet  Harwood."   ' 

Harwood  stared  at  the  paper  in  astonishment  at  first; 
but  he  had  always  looked  upon  Harriet  as  a  child,  and 
he  soon  began  to  consider  this  as  some  childish  and 
romantic  whim,  which  required  his  indulgence. 

Amused,  perplexed,  and,  if  the  truth  must  be  told, 
a  little  piqued  withal,  he  hastily  wrote  on  a  slip  of  pa- 
per—"Be  it  so !"  and  folding  it,  laid  it  on  the  table  by 
the  side  of  her  plate. 

Harriet  blushed  as  she  entered,  but  took  her  seat 
quietly  and  silently.  She  glanced  at  the  paper,  and 
with  a  trembling  hand  unfolded  it.  Her  cheek  and 
eye  kindled  as  she  read,  and  her  pretty  lip  quivered 
for  a  moment  The  next  she  put  the  billet  by,  and 
proceeded,  with  calm  and  graceful  self-possession,  to 
the  duties  of  the  table.  And  Mr.  Harwood  thinking 
to  himself,  for  the  first  time,  that  his  wife  was  a  re* 
markably  pretty  woman,  dismissed  the  subject  from 
his  mind,  and  discussed  his  dinner  with  great  gout^  and 
the  political  topics  of  the  day  with  still  greater. 

Fair  reader!  you  will  say  that  Mr.  William  Har- 
wood was  a  most  unfeeling  person.  But  that  was  by 
no  means  the  case.  He  had  been,  from  childhood,  so 
devoted  to  intellectual  pursuits,  that  he  had  never 
found  time  even  to  think  of  love.  Had  his  good  angel 
but  whispered  to  him,  at  that  moment,  that  his  beau- 
tiful via  a  via  loved  him  as  her  life,  and  that  her  full 
heart  was  waiting  and  expecting  his  love  in  return,  he 
would  have  given  it  as  in  honor  bound,  and  have  won- 
dered he  never  thought  of  it  before  ;  but  the  trouble 
was,  he  didn't  happen  to  think  anything  about  it ;  and 
I,  for  one,  cannot  find  it  in  my  heart  to  scold  him,  for 
if  he  had  thought  I  should  have  had  no  story  to  tell. 

CRAPTBB  III. 

Seeing  Harriet  only  at  meals,  and  absorbed  in  hta 
ambitious  schemes,  Harwood  at  last  almost  forgot  that 
he  had  a  wife,  and  the  poor  girl  strove  to  content  her* 
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•elf  In  her  own  attest  and  secret  worship  of  her  hus- 
•and— 

But  love,  unloved,  Is  but 

A  wearying  task  at  best ! 

Better  be  lying  In  the  grave, 

In  dreamless,  careless  rest ! 

She  mingled  sometimes  with  the  gay ;  but  society  had 
do  excitement  for  a  mind  like  hers.  She  could  not 
long  enjoy  a  conversation  in  which  her  heart  was  not 
in  some  way  interested.  For,  while  the  poetry  of 
feeling  was  her  element,  Harriet  was  not  an  intellec- 
tual person— she  was  more  spiritual  than  intellectual 
— her  heart  supplied  the  place  of  a  mind. 

One  evening,  at  a  party,  a  young  English  officer,  ap- 
proaching Harwood  exclaimed,  "  My  dear  sir,  do  you 
know,  can  you  tell  me  the  name  of  that  beautiful 
creature  leaning  by  the  window  1  There,  that  pale, 
dark  eyed  girl  in  white !  You  ought  to  know,  for  she 
has  been  looking  at  you,  with  her  whole  soul  in  the 
look,  for  the  last  five  minutes." 

Harwood  looked  up ;  he  caught  the  eloquent  gaze 
of  those  beautiful  eyes ;  he  saw  her  start  and  instant- 
ly avert  them,  with  a  sudden  blush,  as  if  detected  in  a 
crime,  and  strange  and  new  emotions  thrilled  his 
heart.  The  hour  had  come.  Love,  the  high  priest, 
had  suddenly  appeared  at  the  altar,  and  the  fire  was 
kindled  at  length,  never  again  to  be  wholly  extinguish- 
ed. For  the  first  time  aroused  to  a  sense  of  her  sin- 
gular loveliness,  for  the  first  time  suspecting  her  hid- 
den passion  for  himself,  he  colored,  smiled,  and  seem- 
ed so  confused  that  his  friend  was  turning  away  in 
surprize.  But  Harwood  recovered  himself  and  taking 
his  arm,  led  him  forward  and  introduced  him  to  his 
wife. 

As  we  said  before,  Harwood  was  by  no  means  with- 
out a  heart,  but  his  giant  intellect  and  his  situation  in 
Ufe  had  hitherto  rendered  him  unconscious  of  so  valu- 
able a  possession.  After  listening  for  a  few  minutes 
Impatiently  to  Harriet's  grace  and  naive  conversation 
with  the  handsome  young  officer,  he  drew  her  hand 
within  his  arm,  and  pressing  it  tenderly,  whispered 
"let  us  go  Home,  dear  Harriet,  I  am  weary  of  this 
scene." 

"Dear  Harriet!"  Was  she  dreaming!  the  words, 
the  tone,  the  look,  the' light  caresses,  all  thrilled  to  her 
inmost  heart  Her  eyes  filled  with  tears,  and  trem- 
bling with  the  heavenly  ecstacy  of  the  moment,  almost 
fainting  indeed  from  excess  of  emotion,  she  murmured, 

"  Yes,  let  us  go  at  once." 

He  sprung  into  the  carriage  after  her,  and  drew  her 
to  his  heart.  uOh,  William!  do  you — do  you  love 
me  1    Can  it  indeed  be  true  V 

il  My  wife?' 

The  scene  is  sacred— let  the  curtain  fall. 

CHAPTER  IV. 

"More  close  and  close  his  footsteps  wind, 

The  music  in  his  heart 
Beats  quick  and  quicker  till  he  find 
The  quiet  chamber  far  apart." 
At  an  unusually  early  hour,  the  next  evening  Har- 
wood returned  to  his  now  happy  home,  and,  hastening 
up  the  stairs,  paused  at  the  door  of  his  wife's  boudoir, 
arretted  by  her  voice  within.    She  was  singing,  in  a 
low  and  touching  voice,  and  with  exquisite  taste,  a 
simple  song  which  he  had  never  heard  before.   Though 
naturally  very  fond  of  music,  it  had  happened  by  some 
atrange  chance,  that  he  had  not  heard  Harriet  play  or 


sing,  Indeed  he  did  not  know  that  aha  poeaeeeed  the 
accomplishment.  The  words  of  the  song  want  straight 
into  his  heart,  and  thus  they  ran : 

I  knew  it !  I  felt  it !— he  loves  me  at  last! 
The  heart-hidden  anguish  forever  is  past ! 
Love  brightens  his  dark  eye  and  softens  his  tone  ; 
He  loves  roe — he  loves  me — his  soul  is  mine  own  1 
Come  care  and  misfortune— the  cloud  and  the  storm — 
I've  a  light  in  this  heart  all  existence  to  warm- 
No  grief  can  oppress  me,  no  shadow  o'ercast, 
In  that  blessed  conviction— he  loves  me  at  laat ! 

Echoing,  with  his  rich,  manly  voice,  the  last  fire 
words,  Harwood  opened  the  door  and  held  out  his 
arms,  and  his  happy  and  beautiful  wife  flew  to  bis 
embrace,  with  a  fresh  and  artless  delight,  peculiarly 
fascinating  to  the  world-worn  man  she  worshipped. 

chapter  v. 

.  For  three  months,  Harwood  was  a  devoted  lover  and 
husband,  and  Harriet  was  happy  in  his  love;  bathe 
could  not  all  at  once,  and  forever,  forego  the  glorious 
dreams  of  his  youth— and  by  degrees  he  returned  to 
his  political  duties,  and  grew  gradually  stately  and 
cold,  and  apparently  indifferent  as  before. 

And  now  Harriet  was  more  wretched  than  ever. 
Now,  that  she  had  once  experienced  the  happiness  of 
being  loved,  caressed,  admired,  she  could  not  endure 
life  unblessed  by  tenderness  and  hope.  By  nature, 
arden^  susceptible,  dependent  upon  those  around  her 
for  happiness,  and  clinging  to  all  who  could  offer  her 
affection,  it  had  been  only  by  a  violent  struggle  that 
she  had  forced  herself  into  a  state  of  apparent  apathy, 
during  the  first  few  weeks  of  her  marriage ;  but,  once 
aroused  from  it,  she  had  abandoned  her  whole  being 
to  the  enchantment  of  Love's  happy  dream,  and  hence- 
forward life  was  lost  without  it. 

Her  husband's  returning  coldness  and  neglect  had 
wounded,  but  not  subdued  her  heart ;  and  what  was 
the  wife  to  do  with  all  the  now  unemployed  feeling 
and  fancy  awakened  in  its  depth. 

The  interesting  young  officer,  before  mentioned,  had 
fallen  in  love  with  Harriet  at  first  sight,  ere  he  knew 
she  was  the  bride  of  his  friend ;  and,  though  distin- 
guished in  the  field  by  his  bravery  and  skill,  self  con- 
quest was  an  art  he  had  neither  learned  nor  dreamed  o£ 
Visiting  from  time  to  time  at  the  house,  he  soon  saw 
her  unhappiness,  and  penetrated  its  cause.  His  sym- 
pathy was  excited— his  visits  grew  more  frequent — 
with  refined  and  subtle  tenderness,  almost  irresistible 
to  a  heart  like  hers,  he  entered  earnestly  into  her  pur- 
suits—read with  her,  walked  with  her,  sang  with  her 
—praised  her  mind  and  heart — called  her  "  the  sister 
of  his  soul,"  and  so  adapted  himself  to  her  taste  and 
her  affections  that  Harriet  found  herself  on  the  verge 
of  a  precipice,  ere  she  was  aware  she  had  overstepped 
the  limits  of  propriety  and  discretion.  It  was  a  sort 
of  spiritual  magnetism,  which  she  tried  In  vain  to 
resist 

Harriet  would  never  have  been  guilty  of  actual  crime 
— she  was  too  proud  and  too  pure  for  that ;  but  in  a 
soul  so  highly  toned,  so  delicately  and  dalntly  organ- 
ized as  hers,  the  slightest  aberation,  in  thought,  look 
or  deed,  from  the  faith  which  was  due  to  her  husband, 
produced  a  discord,  involving  the  loss  of  self-respect, 
and  consequent  misery  and  remorse. 

And  now  Love  and  Sorrow  swept  the  strings,  and 
awakened  a  melody  sweet,  but  plaintive  as  the  sound 
of  an  JSolian  harp.    They  had  made  her  a  poet,  and 
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•be  poured  forth,  in  frequent  verse,  the  various  emo- 
tions they  aroused. 

CHAPTER  VI. 

Mr.  Harwood  had  just  returned  from  a  long  journey. 
He  bad  been  unsuccessful  in  two  or  three  important 
projects,  and,  disgusted  with  the  uncertainty  attending 
his  pursuits,  he  had  suddenly  determined  to  abandon 
politics  altogether.  His  heart  yearned  toward  his 
ameet  wife  as  it  had  never  yearned  before.  He  bad 
been  away  from  her  so  long!  He  needed  her  love 
now— he  needed  her  soft  voice  to  sooth  and  comfort 
Mm,  and  he  came  prepared,  not  only  to  receive  but  to 
give  consolation.  He  entered  her  boudoir  softly,  in- 
tending to  surprize  her.  She  was  reclining  on  the  So- 
fia asleep—pale  and  sad,  with  tears  still  lingering  on 
her  lashes,  and  her  fair  hair  streaming  from  her  child- 
ish brow— her  lips  half  parted,  and  sighing  as  she  slept, 
•be  looked  so  enchantingly  lovely  that  he  sprung  for- 
ward to  her  with  a  kiss,  when  a  paper  lying  losely  in 
bier  hand,  arrested  his  attention.  He  drew  it  softly 
from  her.  It  was  addressed  "To  My  Husband,"  and 
thinking  himself  thus  justified  in  reading  it,  he  did  so, 
with  what  emotions  may  be  better  imagined  than  told. 
It  was  as  follows : 

Oh  !  hasten  to  my  side,  I  pray  ! 

I  dare  not  be  alone ! 
The  smile  that  tempts  when  thou'rt  away, 

Is  fonder  than  thine  own. 

The  voice  that  oftenest  charms  mine  ear, 

Hath  such  beguiling  tone, 
'Twill  steal  my  very  soul  I  fear— 

Ah !  leave  me  not  alone ! 

It  speaks  in  accents  low  and  deep, 

It  murmurs  praise  too  dear, 
It  makes  me  passionately  weep, 

Then  gently  sooths  my  fear; 

It  calls  me  sweet,  endearing  names, 
With  Love's  own  childlike  art, 
*     My  tears,  my  doubts,  it  softly  blamc6— 
*         'Tie  music  to  my  heart ! 

And  dark,  deep,  eloquent,  soul- filled  eyes 

Speak  tenderly  to  mine ; 
Beneath  the  gaze  what  feelings  rise ! 

It  is  more  kind  than  thine ! 

A  hand,  even  pride  can  scarce  repel, 

Too  fondly  seeks  mine  own, 
It  is  not  safe— it  is  not  well  !— 

Ah !  leave  me  not  alone ! 

I  try  to  calm,  in  cold  repose, 

Beneath  his  earnest  eye, 
The  heart  that  thrills,  the  cheek  that  glows— 

Alas!  in  vain  I  try  1 

Oh !  trust  me  not— a  woman  frail— 

To  brave  the  snares  of  life ! 
Lest  lonely,  sad,  unloved,  I  fail 

And  shame  the  name  of  wife ! 

Come  back  I  though  cold  and  nana  to  me, 

There's  honor  by  thy  side  ( 
Better  unblest,  yet  safe,  to  be, 

Than  lost  to  truth,  to  pride! 

Alas !  my  peril  hourly  grows, 
In  every  thought  and  dream ; 


Not— not  to  Out  my  spirit  goes, 
But  still— yes,  still  to  himl 

Return  with  those  cold  eyes  to  me, 

And  chill  my  soul  once  more, 
Back  to  the  loveless  apathy 

It  learned  bo  well  before ! 

Jealousy,  anger,  pity,  remorse  and  love  were  at  war 
in  the  breast  of  Harwood ;  but,  with  a  moment's  re- 
flection through  the  past,  upon  his  own  conduct,  the 
three  latter  conquered,  and,  kneeling  by  her  side,  he 
pressed  his  lips  upon  her  brow.  She  murmured  softly 
in  her  sleep— 'Dear,  darling  husband  I  do  you  love 
me  ?"  and  the  color  trembled  in  her  cheek  like  the  ro- 
sy light  of  morning  on  the  snow. 

Harwood  pressed  her  passionately  to  his  heart,  she 
awoke  terrified,  ashamed,  penitent,  yet  happy  at  length 
beyond  expression,  for  she  forgave  and  was  forgiven. 
She' had  overrated,  in  her  sensitive  consciousness,  the 
extent  of  her  error.  Her  fancy,  her  mind,  rather  than 
her  affections,  had  been  beguiled.  Harwood  felt  at 
once  that  the  dewy  bloom  of  purity  had  not  been  brush- 
ed from  the  heart  of  his  fragile  flower,  by  the  daring 
wing  of  the  insect  that  had  sought  it,  and  henceforth 
it  was  cherished  in  its  proper  home — his  own  noble 
and  faithful  breast ! 


Thk  following  bold  and  somewhat  original  view  of 
the  character  and  career  of  Oliver  Cromwell  is  from 
the  Louisville  Journal.  It  is  ably  written  and  full  of 
interest. 

OLIVER  CROMWELL. 

The  new  houses  of  the  British  Parliament  are  to  be 
decorated  with  the  statues  of  the  English  sovereigns] 
from  William  the  Conqueror  to  Victoria,  but  among 
them  no  niche  is  assigned  to  OLiver  Cromwell.  We 
are  told  that  that  glorious  old  Roman,  Cato,  remarked 
that  he  had  much  rather  posterity  should  enquire  why 
statues  were  not  erected  to  his  memory  than  why  they 
were,  and  in  this  Cromwell  would  have  agreed  with 
him.  If  Cromwell's  spirit  is  cognizant  of  the  pro- 
ceedings of  this  world,  he  will  feel  flattered  that  an  ef- 
figy of  the  body  It  once  animated  is  to  be  the  only  ex- 
ception in  a  long  line  of  tyrants  and  fools. 

In  Oliver  Cromwell's  nature  the  elements  of  great- 
ness and  littleness,  goodness  and  badness,  were  singu- 
larly mixed  up.  He  had  all  the  mind  of  the  master 
spirits  of  the  human  family,  and  all  the  weakness  of 
the  commonest  members  of  the  species.  He  is  one 
of  the  most  prominent  men  of  past  ages,  and  he  tow- 
era  above  his  predecessors  and  successors  on  tne  En- 
glish throne,  like  a  giant  among  a  race  of  pigmies,  or 
a  eon  of  Anak  among  the  common  men  o  i  o.a.  He 
was  unquestionably  the  greatest  man— greatest  in  all 
the  energies  which  vitalize  the  human  soul,  and  in  all 
the  faculties  which  deify  the  human  mind— that  ever 
held  the  reigns  of  the  English  Government.  To 
place  the  statue  of  such  a  man  between  any  two  dwarfs 
of  the  Stuart  family  is  a  juxtaposition  "Old  Noll" 
himself  would  have  scorned,  unless  his  eccentric  spirit 
gloried  in  the  most  startling  contrasts.  It  Is  like  pie- 
cing the  head  of  Socrates  in  Raphael's  sublime  pic- 
ture of  the  school  of  Athens,  between  two  daoba  of  a 
common  artist,  or  Michael  Angelo's  sublime  statue  of 
Moses  between  two  of  the  figure-heads  which  adorn 
our  western  steamboats.  The  illegitimate  sovereign 
of  England,  the  ruler  by  the  right  divine  of  genie* 
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among  the  rulers  jure  divino  of  the  British  realm, 
overshadows  them  all  as  the  wings  of  the  eagle  do  the 
smaller  members  of  the  feathered  kingdom.  What 
lights  had  (he  illegitimate  among  the  lineals  of  the 
English  throne ?  None  but  the  right  which  belongs 
to  the  superior  soul  endorsed  by  the  will  of  the  govern- 
ed. This  right,  it  is  true,  Is  considered  utterly  insig- 
nificant to  that  belonging  to  the  mere  accident  of  birth, 
by  the  advocates  of  monarchy,  but  it  is  a  right  which, 
In  the  estimation  of  that  stern  republican  judgement 
which  decides  agreeably  to  merit,  appeals  to  the  hu- 
man heart  by  the  most  irresistible  argument 

We  think  great  injustice  has  been  done  to  the  cha- 
racter of  Cromwell.  English  historians  have  exhaust- 
ed all  the  vituperative  epithets  in  the  language  in  their 
indecent  fervor  to  render  his  memory  ignominious. 
To  say  that  the  mere  hypocrite  and  buffoon,  which  he 
Is  said  to  have  been  by  the  lovers  of  monarchy,  usurp- 
ed the  reigns  of  government  at  a  period  in  English 
history  remarkable  for  the  number  of  superior  minds 
which  graced  it,  is  not  only  to  utter  a  libel  on  human 
nature,  but  to  assert  a  gross  calumny  on  the  men  of 
the  time.  The  truth  is,  the  baubles  of  legitimacy  were 
•float  on  the  perilous  tides  of  revolution,  and  the 
throne  became  the  prize  of  the  strongest  arm  and 
stoutest  heart.  Cromwell  was  victor  in  that  Olympic 
game  of  ambition,  and  when  the  laurel  of  triumph 
was  placed  on  his  brow,  it  shaded  a  body  of  thought 
Inferior  in  vigor  and  in  majesty  to  none  that  had  pre- 
viously been  known  in  the  courts  of  Christendom. 

But  Cromwell,  it  is  said,  was  a  canting  hypocrite. 
How  stands  this  charge  in  the  view  of  truth?  The 
conduct  and  writings  of  the  Protector  are  referred  to 
in  vindication  of  the  charge.  In  judging  of  a  man 
you  must  give  him  the  advantage  of  all  the  circum- 
stances in  which  he  is  placed.  Now,  cant  was  the 
language  of  the  Cromwellian  epoch.  It  was  a  period 
of  great  religious  excitement  Fanatics,  with  their 
long  hair  and  sullen  brows,  were  to  be  met  with  in  the 
loftiest  and  lowest  places.  Cromwell  was  one  of  these 
Ken  in  whom  the  fervor  of  genuine  religion,  becom- 
ing blended  with  mere  human  passion,  produces  that 
strange  combination  of  dirt  and  deity,  which,  fancying 
itself  accomplished  in  holiness,  justifies  itself  in  its 
hellishness  by  assuming  that  it  has  the  sanctions  of 
divinity  on  its  side.  -After  ages  perceive  the  errors 
and  the  vices  of  such  a  character,  but  to  the  men  of  its 
own  period,  it  seems  all  it  professes  to  be.  In  judging 
of  the  character  of  a  man  by  the  criterion  his  writings 
•fiord,  the  fact  that  all  ages  have  their  peculiarities 
must  not  be  overlooked.  The  student  of  that  philoso- 
phy, which  history  enforces,  knows  very  well  that  mu- 
tations in  styles  of  thought  are  as  great  as  the  changes 
which  fashion  prescribes  to  dress.  Dr.  Johnson's  lit- 
labors,  particularly  bis  essays,  are  not  tolerated 
*,  by  the  many,  because  of  their  style,  and  yet,  at 
the  period  of  their  production,  criticism,  by  the  most 
rigid  application  to  her  rules  and  compasses,  could  dis- 
cover no  defects  in  them.  The  literature  of  the  pre- 
sent period  is  more  akin  to  that  of  the  age  of  Anne 
than  any  other.  It  has  bridged  the  chasm  of  a  centu- 
ry, and  allies  itself,  by  its  affinities,  with  a  style  that 
was  regarded  quite  obsolete  by  our  literary  grandfa- 
thers of  fifty  years  ago.  This  is  true,  however,  only 
of  our  prose  literature.  The  present  race  of  poets  are 
unMke  those  of  the  period  referred  to  in  their  style. 

The  style  of  the  age  of  Cromwell  was  a  canting 
east    All  the  writers  of  the  period  were  infected  by  it, 


and,  hence,  Cromwell  is  not  to  be  adjudged  to>  be  • 
canting  hypocrite  because  his  writings  wear  the  gsnrb 
of  the  time.  Such  writings,  produced  now,  would, 
very  properly,  stigmatise  their  author  as  a  hypocrite. 
We  do  not  think  the  charge  of  extraordinary  hypocri- 
sy, which  has  been  so  generally  urged  against  blan, 
can  be  sustained.  He  was  a  sinner  against  his  own 
convictions  of  right  and  duty,  and,  at  times,  be  dis- 
sembled when  he  thought  the  exactions  of  stale  poli- 
cy required  it,  as  every  other  monarch  does.  Shadows 
"struck"  as  much  "terror"  to  his  soul  as  they  did  **> 
the  soul  of  Richard.  The  fact  that  he  shivered  in  the 
presence  of  his  own  conscience  proves,  not  only  Use 
vitality,  but  the  sensitiveness  of  his  moral  sense.  Had 
he  been  as  bad  a  man  as  his  slanderers  represent  bins, 
his  conscience  would  have  been  seared,  his  inward  eye 
would  have  been  blinded  to  the  terrors  of  an  outraged 
moral  sense,  and  he  would  have  died  like  a  hardened 
villian,  "game  to  the  last." 

Although  we  do  not  think  that  hypocrisy  in  religions 
matters  was  a  very  serious  vice  in  Cromwell's  < 
ter,  yet  there  is  sufficient  evidence  on  record  to  i 
vict  him  of  profound  dissimulation.  He  sestna,  la>- 
deed,  to  have  prided  himself  on  the  success  with 
which  he  practiced  this  art.  He  was  on  a  perilous 
theatre,  and  undoubtedly  thought  it  necessary  to  play 
a  part  adapted  to  the  circumstances  in  which  he  was 
placed ;  and,  yet,  we  are  not  aware  that  the  viciona  in- 
fluences of  this  ingredient  in  his  character  extended 
much  or  seriously  beyond  himself.  Dissimulation, 
however,  is  a  hateful  vice,  and  Cromwell  is  fully  de- 
serving of  all  the  reprobation  that  should  be  directed 
against  all  who  who  practice  it. 
'  Cromwell  began  his  career  as  a  pious  man.  He  en- 
tered on  the  field  of  public  service  from  a  sense  of  du- 
ty. He  desired  to  serve  the  men  of  his  generation, 
and  this  was  the  governing  motive  of  his  early  acts  in 
the  Parliament,  and  though  modified  afterward  by  sel- 
fishness, it  never  ceased  to  exert  some  influence  over 
him.  As  things  progressed,  some  splendid  prizes  were 
offered  the  daring,  the  strong,  and  the  resolute.  The 
trophies  of  victory  dazzled  him,  and  in  the  vain  at- 
tempt to  run  the  race  for  the  glittering  prizes  of  ambi- 
tion, and  at  the  same  time  preserve  a  dutiful  allegiance 
to  the  foot-stool  of  Heaven,  he  reached  a  dilemma  in 
which  he  was  forced  to  choose  between  the  gilded  bau- 
bles of  an  earthly  throne  or  the  reversionary  glories  of 
the  realms  beyond  the  grave.  He  was  already  drunk 
with  success,  and,  apologizing  to  himself  for  some 
enormities,  by  promising  future  good  to  his  species,  he 
shipwrecked  bis  early  faith  and  staggered  into  the  En- 
glish throne.  The  act  of  seizing  the  reigns  of  the  go- 
vernment betrays  at  once  his  strength  and  his  weak- 
ness, the  force  of  his  genius  and  the  instability  of  his 
resolves  in  favor  of  right  and  duty. 

We  have  thus  shadowed  forth  the  outline  of  Crom- 
well's character  and  history.  The  filling  up  of  this 
outline  would  occupy  more  space  than  we  can  afford 
the  theme,  though  the  labor  would  by  no  means  be 
ungracious.  For  we  regard  Oliver  Cromwell  to  be  one 
of  the  most  curious  and  amazing  heroes  that  figure  on 
the  pages  of  history.  He  made  himself  what  he  was, 
namely,  the  head  and  source  of  power  in  the  greatest 
nation  in  the  world.  The  mere  fact  of  such  an  achieve- 
ment stamps  the  intellectual  powers  of  the  man  as 
miraculously  great  His  competitors  were  not  pig- 
mies; they  were  men  whose  moral  and  intellectual 
natures  were  fortified  by  the  meat  inveterate  and  an- 


THB  MURDEKKR. 


t* 


quailing  energies.  Alexander  said  he  would  be  a  com- 
petitor in  the  Olympic  games  of  Greece,  if  his  antago- 
nists were  princes.  Cromwell's  competitors  were  prin- 
ces in  the  realms  of  intellect,  and  his  success  over  all 
of  them  is  a  proof,  not  to  be  questioned,  that  his  mind 
and  heart  were  constructed  on  a  scale  of  grandeur 
xarely  paralleled. 

Under  his  rule  England  prospered  beyond  all  prece- 
dent, not  in  spite  of  bis  blunder,  but  because  of  wis- 
dom and  the  energy  that  characterized  bis  counsels. 
The  inflexibility  of  his  will,  like  springs  of  steel,  might 
bend  beneath  pressure,  but  it  was  terrific  in  its  re- 
bound. The  creature  of  a  revolution,  his  hand  was 
all  powerful  in  crushing  the  spirit  of  rebellion  within 
the  regions  over  which  his  sceptre  waved.  His  stern- 
ness yielded  to  persuasion  what  opposition  could  not 
force  from  it.  His  edicts  in  favor  of  religious  liberty 
proTe  him  to  have  been  in  advance  of  the  age  in  his 
convictions  on  this  most  important  subject.  In  fine, 
we  regard  him  as  incalculably  superior  in  wisdom,  ge- 
nius, and  general  powers  to  any  other  sovereign  that 
has  yet  occupied  the  British  throne. 

And  this  is  the  man  whose  statue  it  is  thought  by 
the  wise  men  of  England,  would  be  out  of  place  among 
those  of  the  sovereigns  of  that  nation.  We  think  so, 
too,  but  for  reasons  differing  widely  from  theirs.  What 
they  call  illegitimacy,  we  call  legitimacy;  what  they 
call  absence  of  right  to  rule,  we  call  heaven-derived 
right  to  govern.  Heaven  sends  great  men  into  this 
world  to  rule  little  men,  and  Cromwell's  usurpation,  in 
*  worldly  sense,  is  a  clear  right  in  the  view  of  truth. 
He  stands  forth  among  the  panoramic  processions  of 
the  past,  one  of  the  tallest  and  most  luminous  of  spi- 
rits. The  back  ground  which  gives  his  prominence 
relief  is  dsrk,  and  full  of  evil  things,  which,  in  the 
fight  of  Christianity,  authorizes  us  in  meting  out 
much  reprobation  on  his  head ;  but  over  all,  and  through 
aD,  Is  the  justification  of  a  fiery  soul  swayed  frequently 
by  the  motives  of  selfishness,  but  generally  by  an  anx- 
ious desire  to  confer  benefactions  on  his  day  and  gen- 
eration. 


THB  MURDERER. 

BT  THOMAS  HOOD. 

Ths  following  remarkable  and  highly  wrought  ballad 
U  supposed  to  have  been  founded  on  fact.    It  ap- 
peared originally  in  an  English  annual.    The  name 
of  the  murderer  was  Eugene  Aram. 
Twas  in  the  prime  of  summer  time, 

An  evening  calm  and  cool, 
And  four-and-twenty  happy  boys 
Came  bounding  out  of  school : 
There  were  some  that  ran  and  some  that  leapt, 
Like  troutlets  in  a  pool. 

Away  they  sped  with  gamesome  minds, 

And  souls  untouch'd  by  sin ; 
To  a  level  mead  they  came,  and  there 

They  drove  the  wickets  in : 
Pleasantly  shone  the  setting  sun 

Over  the  town  of  Lynn. 

Like  sportive  deer  they  coursed  about, 

And  shouted  as  they  ran,— 
Turning  to  mirth  all  things  of  earth, 

As  only  boyhood  can  j 
Bnt  the  usher  sat  remote  frost  sii, 

A  melancholy  man  I 


His  hat  was  off,  his  vest  apart, 
To  catch  heaven's  blessed  breeze, 

For  a  burning  thought  was  in  his  brow, 
And  hia  bosom  ill  at  ease; 

So  he  leaned  his  head  on  his  hand,  and  read 
The  book  between  his  knees  1 

Leaf  after  leaf,  he  turn'd  it  o'er, 

Nor  ever  glanced  aside; 
For  the  peace  of  his  soul  he  read  that  book  ' 

In  the  golden  eventide : 
Much  study  had  made  him  very  lean, 

And  pale,  and  leaden-eyed. 

At  last  he  shut  the  ponderous  tome, 

With  a  fast  and  fervent  grasp 
Ho  strain'd  the  dusky  covers  close, 

And  fix'd  the  brazen  hasp : 
"  O  God,  could  I  so  close  my  mind, 

And  clasp  it  with  a  clasp !" 

Then  leaping  on  his  feet  upright, 

Some  moody  turns  he  took,— 
Now  up  the  mead,  now  down  the  mead, 

And  past  a  shady  nook,— 
And  lo  1  he  saw  a  little  boy 

That  pored  upon  a  book ! 

"My  gentle  lad,  what  ts't  you  read- 
Romance  or  fairy  fable  ? 

Or  is  it  some  historic  page, 
Of  kings  and  crowns  unstable?" 

The  young  boy  gave  an  upward  glance— 
"  It  is  « The  Death  of  Abel.' " 

The  usher  took  six  hasty  strides, 

As  smit  with  sudden  pain- 
Six  hasty  strides  beyond  the  place, 

Then  slowly  back  again : 
And  down  he  sat  beside  the  lad, 

And  talked  with  him  of  Cain. 

And  long  since  then,  of  bloody  men 

Whose  deeds  tradition  saves ; 
Of  lonely  folks  cut  off  unseen, 

And  hid  in  sudden  graves ; 
Of  horrid  stabs,  in  groves  forlorn, 

And  murders  done  in  caves ; 

And  how  the  sprites  of  injured  men 

Shriek  upward  from  the  sod, — 
Ay,  how  the  ghostly  hand  will  point 

To  show  the  burial  clod ; 
And  unknown  facts  of  bloody  acts 

Are  seen  in  dreams  from  God ! 

He  told  how  murderers  walk  the  earth 

Beneath  the  curse  of  Cain,— 
With  crimson  clouds  before  their  eyes, 

And  flames  about  their  brain : 
For  blood  has  left  upon  their  souls 

Its  everlasting  stain ! 

"And  well,"  quoth  he,  "I  know  for  truth,— 
Their  pangs  must  be  extreme, — 

Wo,  wo,  unatterable  wo — 
Who  spill  life's  sacred  stream  1 

For  why  1    Methought  last  night  I  wrought 
A  murder  in  my  dream ! 

11  One  that  had  never  done  me  wrong— 
A  feeble  man,  and  old : 
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I  led  him  to  a  lonely  field, 

The  moon  ehone  clear  and  cold : 
Now  here,  said  I,  this  man  shall  die, 
And  I  will  have  his  gold! 

"Two  sudden  blows  with  a  ragged  stick) 

And  one  with  a  heavy  stone, 
One  harried  gash  with  a  hasty  knife,— 

And  then  the  deed  was  done : 
There  was  nothing  lying  at  my  foot, 

But  lifeless  flesh  and  bone! 

II  Nothing  but  lifeless  flesh  and  bone, 
That  could  not  do  me  ill ; 

And  yet  I  feared  him  all  the  more, 

For  lying  there  so  still ; 
There  was  a  manhood  in  his  look, 

That  murder  could  not  kill ! 

"And,  lo!  the  universal  air 

Seem'd  lit  with  ghastly  flame, — 
Ten  thousand  thousand  dreadful  eyes 

Were  looking  down  in  blame : 
I  took  the  dead  man  by  the  hand, 

And  called  upon  his  name ! 

11 0  God !  it  made  me  quake  to  see 

Such  sense  within  the  slain ! 
But  when  I  touch'd  the  lifeless  clay, 

The  blood  gush'd  out  amain  I 
For  every  clot,  a  burning  spot 

Was  scorching  in  my  brain  I 

"My  head  was  like  an  ardent  coal, 

My  heart  as  solid  ice; 
My  wretched,  wretched  soul,  I  knew, 

Was-at  the  devil's  price : 
A  doien  times  I  groaned ;  the  dead 

Had  never  groaned  but  twice ! 

"And  now,  from  forth  the  frowning  sky, 
From  the  heaven's  topmost  height, 

I  heard  a  voice — the  awful  voice 
Of  the  blood-avenging  Sprite : 

'Thou  guilty  man  I  take  up  thy  dead, 
And  hide  it  from  my  sight !' 

"I  took  the  dreary  body  up, 

And  cast  it  in  a  stream, — 
A  sluggish  water,  black  as  ink, 

The  depth  was  so  extreme. — 
My  gentle  boy,  remember 

This  is  nothing  but  a  dream! 

"Down  went  the  corpse  with  a  hollow  plunge, 

And  vanished  in  the  poo) ; 
Anon  I  cleansed  my  bloody  hands, 

And  washed  my  forehead  cool ; 
And  sat  among  the  urchins  young 

That  evening  in  the  school ! 

"O  Heaven !  to  think  of  their  white  souls, 

And  mine  so  black  and  grim ! 
I  could  not  share  in  childish  prayer, 

Nor  join  in  evening  hymn : 
Like  a  devil  of  the  pit,  I  seem, 

'Mid  holy  cherubim! 

"And  peace  went  with  them,  one  and  all, 

And  each  calm  pillow  spread ; 
•But  Guilt  was  my  grim  chamberlain 

That  Ugh  ted  me  to  bed; 


And  drew  my  midnight  curtains  round. 
With  fingers  bloody  red! 

11  All  night  I  lay  in  agony, 

In  anguish  dark  and  deep — 
My  fever' d  eyes  I  dare  not  close, 

But  stared  aghast  at  Sleep ; 
For  Sin  had  rendered  unto  her 

The  keys  of  hell  to  keep! 

"  All  night  I  lay  in  agony, 
From  weary  chime  to  chime, 

With  one  besetting  horrid  hint, 
That  rack'd  me  all  the  time,— 

A  mighty  yearning,  like  the  first 
Fierce  impulse  unto  crime ! 

"  One  stern  tyrannic  thought,  that  made 
All  other  thoughts  its  slave ; 

Stronger  and  stronger  every  pulse, 
Did  that  temptation  crave,— 

Still  urging  me  to  go  and  see 
The  dead  man  in  his  grave! 

"  Heavily  I  rose  up,  as  soon 

As  light  was  in  the  sky, 
And  sought  the  black  accursed  pool 

With  a  wild  misgiving  eye ; 
And  I  saw  the  dead  in  the  river  bed, 

For  the  faithless  stream  was  dry ! 

"  Merrily  rose  the  lark,  and  shook 
The  dew-drop  from  its  wing; 

But  I  never  mark'd  its  morning  flight, 
I  never  hear*d  it  sing: 

For  I  was  stooping  once  again 
Under  the  horrid  thing. 

"  With  breathless  speed,  like  a  soul  in 

I  took  him  up  and  ran, — 
There  was  no  time  to  dig  a  grave 

Before  the  day  began : 
In  a  lonely  wood,  with  heaps  of  leaves) 

I  bid  the  murdered  man ! 


"  And  all  that  day  I  read  in  school, 
But  in  thought  was  other  where; 

As  soon  as  the  mid-day  task  was  done, 
In  secret  I  was  there : 

And  a  mighty  wind  had  swept  the  leaves, 
And  still  the  corse  was  bare ! 

"  Then  down  I  cast  me  on  my  face, 

And  first  began  to  weep, 
For  I  knew  my  secret  then  was  one 

That  earth  refused  to  keep : 
Or  land,  or  sea,  though  he  should  be 

Ten  thousand  fathoms  deep! 
• 
"  So  wills  the  fierce  avenging  Sprite, 

Till  blood  for  blood  atones ! 
Ay,  though  he's  buried  in  a  cave, 

And  trodden  down  with  stones, 
And  years  have  rotted  off  hie  i 

The  world  shall  see  his  I 


"OGod!  that  horrid,  horrid  < 

Besets  me  now  awake ! 
Again— again,  with  a  dhsy  brain, 

The  human  life  I  take; 
And  my  red  right  hand  grown  raging  bet, 
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"  And  trill  no  peace  for  the  restless  clay 

Will  wave  or  mould  allow ; 
The  horrid  thing  pursues  my  soul — 

It  stands  before  me  now  !"— 
The  fearful  boy  look'd  up,  and  saw 

Huge  drops  upon  his  brow ! 

That  very  night,  while  gentle  sleep 

The  urchin's  eyelids  kiss'd, 
Two  stern-faced  men  set  out  from  Lynn, 

Through  the  cold  and  heavy  mist ; 
And  Eugene  Aram  walked  between, 

With  gyves  upon  his  wrist 

The  late  Admiral  Burney  went  to  school  at  an  esta- 
blishment where  the  unhappy  Eugene  Aram  was 
usher,  subsequent  to  his  crime.  The  admiral  stated 
that  Aram  was  generally  Kked  by  the  boys;  and  (hat 
he  used  to  discourse  about  murder,  in  somewhat  of  the 
spirit  which  Is  attributed  to  him  in  the  poem. 


A  WHISPER  TO  THE  "WIFE. 

Study  your  husband's  temper  and  character;  and 

be  it  your  pride  and  pleasure  to  conform  to  his  wishes. 

Check  at  once  the  first  advances  to  contradiction,  even 

of  the  most  trival  nature.    Beware  of  the  first  dispute. 

Whatever  might  have  been  concealed  as  a  defect 
from  the  lover,  must  with  greater  diligence,  be  con- 
cealed from  the  husband.  The  most  intimate  and 
tender  familiarity  cannot  surely  be  supposed  to  exclude 
decorum. 

Let  your  husband  be  dearer  and  of  more  consequence 
to  you  than  any  other  human  being;  and  have  no  hesi- 
tation in  confessing  those  feelings  to  him. 

Endeavor  to  make  your  husband's  habitation  allur- 
ing and  delightful  to  him.  Let  it  be  a  sanctuary  to 
which  his  heart  may  always  turn  from  the  ills  and  anx- 
ieties or  life. 

I  know  not  two  female  attractions  so  captivating  to 
men  as  delicacy  and  modesty. 

If  possible,  let  your  husband  suppose  you  think  him 
a  good  husband,  and  it  will  be  a  strong  stimulous  to 
his  being  so. 

No  attraction  renders  a  woman  at  all  times  so  agree- 
able to  her  husband  as  cheerfulness  and  good  humor. 

In  the  article  of  dress,  study  your  husband's  taste, 
endeavor  to  wear  what  he  thinks  becomes  you  best. 

Make  yourself  as  useful  to  him  as  you  can,  and  let 
him  see  you  employed  as  much  as  possible  in  econo- 
mical pursuits. 

Endeavor  to  feel  pleased  with  your  husband's  friends. 

Encourage  in  your  husband  a  desire  of  reading  out 
st  his  leisure  hours. 

On  the  day  of  her  marriage  a  woman's  tower  of  gay- 
sty  should  be  ended. 

How  indecorous  and  offensive  it  is  to  see  a  woman 
exercising  authority  over  her  husband  and  saying  "  I 
will  have  it  so."    "  It  shall  be  done  as  I  like,"  &c 

Never  join  in  a  jest  or  laugh  against  your  husband. 

Asskiiously  conceal  his  faults  and  speak  only  of  bis 
merits. 

In  married  life  confidents  are  by  no  means  desirable. 

Conceal  from  others  aoy  little  discord  or  disunion 
that  occurs  between  you  and  your  husband. 

Never  receive  the  particular  attention  of  any  other 
men. 

Be  you  ever  so  conscious  of  a  superiority  of  judge- 
ment or  talent,  never  let  it  appear  to  your  husband. 
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"Shade  of  Kemble!"  ejaculated  Ward,  at  the  time 
manager  for  Jefferson  Mackenzie,  Baltimore;  "hers 
it  is,  past  seven  o'clock,  and  crook'd  back  Richard  not 
in  his  dressing  room  1" 

"My  dear  sir!"  said  the  most  original  of  all  men, 
the  imperturbable  Thomas  W.  Gardner,  "  do  not  be 
precipitate,  when  the  late  Daniel  Reed " 

"And  you  love  me,  Hal,"  interrupted  the  stags 
manager,  "  go  to  the  devil,"  and  then  the  poor  mana- 
ger chazztd)  as  was  his  wont — with  his  hands  clasped 
in  an  agony,  from  one  side  of  the  Holiday  street  stags 
to  the  other. 

"Ring  in  the  first  music,  sir?"  inquired  the  call- 
boy,  who  scratched  his  head  and  seemed  to  enjoy  the 
despair  of  the  manager. 

"Ring  ?  You  red  headed  imp  of  Satan !— you  juve- 
nile Caliban,  get  out  of  my  sight  or  I'll  wring  your 
neck  off!" 

Away  went  the  call  boy  and  away  went  the  mana- 
ger. Ward  searched  every  bar-room  in  the  vicinity  of 
the  theatre,  for  the  great  tragedian,  but  all  in  vain.  At 
last  a  little  boy  came  running  to  him,  almost  breath- 
less with  fatigue,  and  told  bim  that  Mr.  Booth  was  in 
a  hay-loft  in  Front  street. 

The  manager  found  a  crowd  of  people  gathered 
around  the  building  in  question,  and  he  had  some  dif- 
ficulty in  edging  himself  through  the  dense  mass. 
Climbing  up  a  rough  ladder,  he  cautiously  raised  his 
head  above  the  floor  of  the  second  story,  and  there  he 
saw  the  object  of  his  search  seated  on  a  beam,  with  a 
wreath  of  straw  about  his  temples  in  imitation  of  s 
crown. 

"  Booth !"  said  the  manager  imploringly,  "  for  Hea- 
ven's sake,  come  down !  It's  nearly  eight  o'clock,  and 
the  audience  will  pull  the  theatre  to  pieces?" 

The  tragedian  fixed  his  dark  eye  on  the  intruder, 
and  raising  his  right  arm  majestically,  he  thundered 
forth, 

"  I  am  seated  on  my  throne  ? 

As  proud  a  one,  as  yon  Ulumin'd  mountain, 

Where  the  sun  makes  his  last  stand." 

"Come,  my  good  fellow,  let's  go,  we'll  have  a  glass 
of  brandy  and  a  supper,  and  all  that.    Come." 

Booth  descended  gracefully  from  his  yellow  pins 
throne,  and  kissing  the  tips  of  his  fingers  replied  with 
a  smile,  "  I  attend  you  with  all  becoming  grace.  Lead 
on,  my  lord  of  Essex.    To  the  Tower— to  the  Tower." 

After  a  little  persuasion,  Ward  led  the  tragedian  to 
the  theatre,  got  him  dressed,  the  curtain  rose,  and  the 
play  went  on.  Just  as  the  second  act  was  about  to 
commence,  a  messenger  covered  with  dust,  rushed  be- 
hind the  stage,  and  before  he  could  be  stopped,  was  la 
earnest  conversation  with  the  tragedian. 

"  What?"  said  Booth  as  he  pressed  his  Jong  fingers 
on  his  broad,  white  temples,  as  though  he  tried  to 
clutch  the  brain  beneath;  "dead,  say  you,?"  My 
poor  little  child— my  loved,  my  beautiful  one^'  And 
then  seeing  the  curtain  rise,  he  rushed  on,  commenc- 
ing— 

"  She  was  in  hearth  to  progress  far  aa  Chertsey, 
Though  not  to  bear  the  sight  of  me."  dfcc, 
The  scene  between  Anne  and  Gloster  was  never 
better  played.  The  actor,  "  the  noblest  of  them  all," 
when  he  chose  to  be,  gave  the  words  of  the  bard  with 
thrilling  effect ;  but  there  was  a  strange  calmness  about 
his  manner  that  told  hit  mind  was  not  upon  the  cha> 
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racter.  Still  the  multitude  Applauded  until  the  old  roof 
rang  again,  and  those  behind  the  scene  stood  breath- 
less with  eager  delight.  The  third  act  came  on ;  but 
Booth  was  no  where  to  be  found ! 

****** 

It  was  a  bitter  cold  night,  and  the  farmer,  as  he  drove 
his  wagon  to  market,  was  startled  from  his  reverie,  as 
he  saw  a  horseman  wrapped  in  a  large  cloak,  which  as 
it  opened  disclosed  a  glittering  dress  beneath,  ride 
rapidly  past  him. 

It  was  Booth  in  his  Richard  costume  1  Madness 
had  seized  him,  and  regardless  of  everything,  at  the 
still  hour  of  mid-night,  he  was  going  to  pay  a  visit  to 
his  dead  child.  Drawing  his  flashing  sword,  and 
throwing  the  jeweled  hat  from  his  head,  he  lashed  his 
horse's  flank  with  the  bare  weapon,  until -the  animal 
snorted  in  pain.  The  tall  dark  trees  on  each  side  of 
him  touched  his  heated  brow  with  their  silver  frosted 
branches,  and  thinking  they  were  men  sent  in  pursuit, 
the  mad  actor  cut  at  them  with  his  sword,  and  cursed 
them  as  he  fled  rapidly  by. 

At  last  after  a  gallant  ride  of  two  hours,  the  horse- 
man came  in  sight  of  a  country  grave-yard,  and  as  he 
saw  the  white  tops  of  the  monuments  peeping  through 
the  dark  foliage,  like  snowy  crests  upon  the  bosom  of 
the  black  billow,  he  raised  a  shout  wild  enough  to  have 
scared  the  ghosts  from  their  still  graves.  He  dis- 
mounted, and  away  sped  the  riderless  horse  over  hill 
and  dale.  It  was  the  work  of  a  moment,  (and  the  in- 
sane are  cunning  beyond  all  immagining)  to  wrench  the 
wooden  door  from  the  vault  containing  the  body  of  his 
child.  He  seized  the  tiny  coffin  in  his  arms,  with  the 
strong  arm  of  •  desperate  man  he  tore  open  the  lid, 
and  in  a  moment  more  the  cold  blue  lips  of  the  child 
were  glued  to  the  mad  actor's ! 

The  next  morning  some  member  of  the  tragedian's 
family  heard  a  wild  strain  of  laughter  that  seemed  to 
proceed  from  his  sleeping  room.  The  door  was  forced 
open  and  Booth  was  discovered  lying  on  his  bed  gib- 
bering in  idiotic  madness,  and  carressing  the  corpse  of 
his  little  one ! 


THE  BASTILE. 

BY   JAMES  BHERIDA2T  KNOWLES. 

"It  must  come  down  1"  exclaimed  Julian  j  "  French- 
men will  no  longer  endure  it.  What's  a  man's  life 
worth  without  security  of  person  and  property  1  I  may 
possess  health,  I  may  possess  honesty,  I  may  be  bless- 
ed with  wife  and  children,  my  affairs  may  thrive,  1  may 
have  friends  on  every  side  of  me,  and  yet  may  end  my 
days  in  a  dungeon,  if  I  happen  to  displease  a  man  in 
power.    It  must  come  down !" 

"  What  must  come  down  ?"  demanded!  Monsieur  le 
Croix,  suddenly  entering  his  appartment ;  "  what  must 
come  down  1"  repeated  he,  in  a  still  more  authoritative 
tone. 

"The  Bastfle,"  replied  Julian,  calmly  raising  his 
eyes,  which  at  first  he  had  dropped,  and  fixing  them 
steadily,  but  respectfully  upon  his  master.  There  was 
a  pause. 

"Julian,"  at  length  said  Monsieur  le  Croix,  "I  have 
heard  of  this  before.  Do  you  know  that  you  are  talk 
tag  treason  V* 

"  Yes,"  replied  Julian,  rather  doggedly ;  "but  I  also 
know  that  I  am  talking  reason  and  justice." 

"That  is,  aiyouconcrivc,"  rejoined  Monsieur  le  Croix. 
He  task  a  turn  or  two  across  the  apartment.  "Julian," 


he  resumed,  "  you  are  a  dissatisfied  man,  anal  tfcere 
are  too  many  such  in  France.  You  are  a  dangerous 
man,  too ;  for  you  read,  and  talk  of  what  you  read,  and 
unsettle  the  opinions  of  those  who  know  leas  than  yoe 
do ;  you  are  tainted  with  that  feeling  of  jealousy  and 
rancor,  with  which  Frenchmen  unhappily  begin  to  re- 
gard the  established  and  venerable  institutions  of  our 
country.  How  came  it  that  you  treated  with  Insolence 
the  valet  of  Monsieur  le  Comte  de  St.  Angel" 

"  Because  he  treated  me  with  insolence,"  answered 
Julian;  "he  called  me  to  hold  his  horse  while  be 
alighted,  as  though  I  had  been  his  master's  groom." 

"  Was  it  not  rather  because  his  master  is  a  noble- 
man ?"  sternly  interrogated  Monsieur  le  Croix.  "  Yoa 
have  been  insolent  to  the  count,  too." 

"  He  threatened  to  apply  his  whip  to  my  shoulders,0 
said  Julian,  "  And  I  told  him  he  had  better  reserve  it 
for  his  horse." 

"  And  had  he  put  his  threat  into  execution,  what 
would  you  have  done  1" 

Julian  was  silent. 

"  I  command  you  to  answer  me !"  impatiently  de- 
manded the  former.  "What  would  you  have  dose, 
had  the  count  struck  you  ?" 

"  Struck  him  again  l"  indignantly  vociferated  Julia*, 
"  though  my  hand  had  been  cut  off  the  very  next  me- 
ment !" 

"And  you  think  the  count  was  afraid  of  you  T"  said 
Monsieur  le  Croix.  "  The  count  afraid  of  you  1  Do 
you  know  the  power  of  the  count  1" 

"I  do,"  replied  Julian,  "and  the  character  of  the 
count.  He  is  not  fit  to  be  admitted  into  an  honest 
man's  family.  He  is  the  most  dissolute  young  noble- 
man of  Paris." 

"  Dare  you  say  so  7" 

"He  is  a  libertine,  sir!  I  can  prove  it!  What  then 
should  prevent  me  from  saying  it  7" 

"  Respect  to  me,"  said  Monsieur  le  Croix.  "  Julian, 
you  quit  my  service." 

"Very  well." 

"You  quit  it  to-night." 

"This  minute l"  exclaimed  Julian,  walking  coolly  to 
the  other  side  of  the  apartment,  and  taking  his  hat  from 
a  peg  on  which  it  had  been  hung.  "  Good  bye,  ak," 
said  he;  but  he  stopped  as  he  was  going  oat  of  the 
door,  and  turning,  stood  and  fixed  his  eyes  full  upon 
Monsieur  le  Croix— "I  have  been  a  faithful  servant 
to  you,  sir,"  resumed  Julian, 

"  Stay,"  said  his  master.  "  Yon  have  lived  with  ass 
eight  years.  You  have  been  a  faithful  servant  to  soe 
—up  to  this  moment  But  you  are  a  dangeroua«*&- 
ject.  You  have  begun  to  think  for  yourself— to  ques- 
tion the  rights  of  your  betters— to  make  light  of  tht 
distance  which  stands  between  them  and  you.  Be- 
cause a  nobleman  happens  to  lose  his  temper,  yoa  pot 
yourself  upon  an  equal  footing  with  him— yon  give 
him  word  for  word,  and  would  give  him  blow  fi>r  Mow— 
and  in  your  master's  house !" 

Monsieur  le  Croix  took  a  purse  from  his  pocket. 

"  I  settled  with  you  this  morning,"  contiaoed  he, 
"  and  thought  we  had  commenced  anotheryear ;  that's 
out  of  the  question  now.  Here,  Julian,  there  are  eight 
louis  d'ors  in  this  purse;  take  them  for  your  fidelity. 
Better  to  reward  it  now,  and  stop,  than  go  on,  and 
have  reason  to  reproach  it" 

Julian  mechanically  took  the  purse,  but  still  kept 
extended  the  hand  which  he  hsd  reached  to  receive  it, 
looking  his  master  all  the  while  in  the  face. 
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*  Ton  think,  if  I  continued  to  serve  you,  that  I  might 
fm>vs  unftlthful  to  yon  V  said  Julian. 

"  Tour  principles  are  undermined  in  other  matters," 
remarked  Monsieur  1e  Croix. 

M  And  you  think  they  could  be  undermined  with  re- 
spett  to  you?" 

•'  When  a  part  of  a  foundation  gives  way,"  observed 
Monsieur  le  Creix,  "  there  is  danger  of  the  whole." 

"And  your  con6dence  in  my  fidelity  is  shaken  1" 

"  It  is,"  said  Monsieur  le  Croix. 

Julian,  whose  color  had  been  gradually  mounting  is 
tie  spoke,  stood  silent  for  half  a  minute,  without  once 
withdrawing  his  eyes  from  his  master's  face.  At  length 
he  broke  silence. 

"It  Is?"  echoed  he. 

"  It  la,"  calmly  repeated  Monsieur  le  Croix. 

"  Then  perish  your  gold !"  exclaimed  Julian,  dash- 
ing the  purse  on  the  ground,  and  rushing  from  the 
apartment. 

Monsieur  le  Croix  was  an  advocate  for  the  old  regi- 
me. He  believed  that,  like  the  sun,  it  fitted  the  world 
now  as  well  as  in  the  beginning— never  taking  into 
consideration  the  difference  between  the  Creator  of  the 
one  and  the  framer  of  the  other.  He  was  at  the  same 
time  a  disinterested,  conscientious,  generous,  and  hon- 
orable man.  He  was  handsome,  too,  and  of  a  graceful 
commanding  figure,  though  now  in  his  fiftieth  year. 
He  was  married,  and,  strange  to  say,  the  object  of  a 
still  ardent  and  devoted  attatchment  to  a  wife  who  was 
nearly  twenty  years  younger  than  himself  Women 
are  capable  of  such  love.  He  had  entered  his  fortieth 
year  when  his  Adelaide  had  completed  her  twentieth 
one.  From  particular  causes  they  were  frequently 
thrown  Into  one  another's  society,  and  the  more  inti- 
mate they  became,  the  more  coldly  did  Adelaide  look 
upon  many  a  youthful  admirer  who  was  a  suitor  for 
her  head.  This  was  attributed  to  absorption  In  the 
prosecution  of  various  studies,  to  which  Monsieur  le 
Croix  had  directed  her  attention ;  until  the  increasing 
pssjstwiness  of  the  fair  one  too  plainly  indicated  an  oc- 
capation  of  the  heart,  far  more  active  and  intense  than 
aay  of  the  mind  could  be.  Monsieur  le  Croix  was  In- 
terested. He  soon  detected  within  him  symptoms  of 
the  first  genuine  passion  he  had  ever  felt,  but  not  be- 
fore he  was  too  much  fascinated  to  struggle  success- 
fully with  wishes,  which,  from  excessive  disparity  of 
years,  he  at  once  concluded  must  be  hopeless.  Little 
did  he  dream  of  his  good  fortune :  it  came  upon  him 
hke  the  arrival  of  a  rich  inheritance  to  one  who  had 
lived  in  penury,  and  always  thought  to  die  so.  He  en- 
tered his  Adelaide's  boudoir  one  day  when  she  was  so 
deeply  absorbed  that  she  did  not  perceive  him.  She 
was  seated  at  a  table  with  her  back  toward  him,  and 
she  held  in  her  hand  something  which  she  alternately 
gazed  upon  and  pressed  to  her  lips.  Unconscious  of 
the  act  of  treachery  which  he  was  committing,  he  ad- 
vanced on  tip-toe  a  step  or  two.  It  was  a  miniature ! 
—a  step  or  two  nearer — 'twas  his  own !  He  could  not 
suppress  his  emotions ;  he  clasped  his  hands  in  an  ec- 
stacy  of  transport  She  started  up;  and  turning, 
shrieked  at  beholding  him.  He  extended  his  arms, 
and  she  threw  herself  into  them.  In  a  month  she  be- 
came Mada  me  le  Croix.  A  son,  their  only  issue,  Mess- 
ed their  union.  He  was  now  nearly  nine  years  of  age 
—avprooaising  boy,  whose  sole  instructors  were,  hith- 
erto, his  father  and  mother— as  by  preference,  as  well 
as  rail  contentment  In  each  other's  society,  they  al- 
ways, resided  In  the  country;  receiving  occasionally 


the  visits  of  their  Paris  mends,  among  whom  was  rec- 
koned Monsieur  le  Comte  de  St.  Ange. 

Monsieur  le  Croix  felt  too  much  discomposed  to  re- 
join Immediately  his  wife  and  the  count  He  turned 
into  his  study—"  Julian  is  ruined  I"  exclaimed  he  to 
himself.  "I  am  sorry  for  him ;  but  there  is  no  help 
for  it  The  moment  one  of  his  order  begins  to  dispute, 
or  even  to  examine  the  claims  of  those  above  him  to 
his  respect,  he  is  fit  for  nothing  but  mischief,  and, 
sooner  or  later,  will  think  of  nothing  else.  Not  hesi- 
tate to  strike  the  count!" 

"  Papa !"  cried  little  Eugene,  running  into  the  room, 
"you  are  wanted." 

"  Who  wants  me?"  inquired  Monsieur  le  Croix. 

"My  mother."  "Did  she/  send  you  for  me?" 
"No." 

"  Why  did  you  come,  then,  and  what  do  you  mean?" 

"She  threatened  the  count  to  call  you." 

Monsieur  le  Croix  started  from  the  chair,  into  which* 
upon  entering  the  room,  he  had  thrown  himself  and 
stared  upon  his  son. 

As  he  was  rushing  up  stairs,  he  heard  a  scuffling  in 
the  room,  and  then  a  noise.  Frantic  with  conjecture, 
alarm,  and  indignation,  he  rushed  in,  his  hand  upon 
his  sword.  The  count  was  stretched  upon  the  floor ; 
Julian  standing  over  him  with  rage  and  triumph  paint* 
ed  in  his  looks;  and  on  a  chair  reclined  Madame  Id 
Croix,  half  swooning. 

"Rise,  villain,  and  defend  yourself!"  vociferated 
Monsieur  le  Croix :  but  the  count  was  either  unable  to 
rise,  or  pretended  to  be  so.  The  room  was  presently 
filled  with  domestics,  the  count's  attendants  among 
the  rest,  who,  obeying  the  signs  of  their  lord,  raised 
him,  and  conveyed  him  to  his  carriage. 

***        **-**        *       * 

"  His  life  Bhall  answer  for  It !"  exclaimed  Monsieur 
le  Croix,  pacing  the  room,  after  his  wife,  upon  being 
left  alone  with  him,  had  acquainted  him  with  the  In- 
sult which  the  count  had  offered  to  her. 

"  He  has  been  punished  sufficiently,"  said  Madame 
le  Croix;  "  thanks  to  the  brave  and  faithful  Julian." 

"  Where  is  Julian  ?"  exclaimed  her  husband.  The 
bell  was  rung  and  answered.  Julian  was  on  his  way 
to  Paris.  He  had  gone  by  the  diligence,  which  at  this 
hour  every  evening  regularly  passed  the  gate  of  the 
chateau. 


"  A  lovely  sunset !"  exclaimed  Madame  le  Croix  sit- 
ting beside  her  husband,  at  a  window  which  looked  to 
the  west,  her  head  reclining  upon  his  breast,  and  her 
little  boy  on  the  other  side  of  him ;  "  a  lovely  sunset  l" 

"Yes,"  replied  he,  "though  its  beauty  is  waning 
fast.  The  moon,  however,  will  soon  be  up.  Come, 
throw  on  your  shawl,  and  let  us  take  a  stroll  in  the 
grounds."  Madame  le  Croix  caught  her  husband's 
hand  as  she  rose,  and  looked  up  anxiously  in  his  face. 

"You  are  afraid  of  the  stranger  whom  for  the  last 
three  nights  they  have  observed  about  the  grounds," 
said  Monsieur  le  Croix.  "What  harm  have  we  to 
apprehend  from  him  ?" 

"What  brings  him  here,  and  at  night?" 

11  What  mischief  can  he  do,  and  alone?" 

"  He  may  have  associates,  who  are  at  hand,"  said 
Madame  le  Croix,  after  a  pause.  "Did  you  not  part 
In  anger  with  Julian  T'  added  she. 

"  Do  you  think  'tis  Juttan  T '  asked  M.  le  Croix. 

"Would  yea  be  uneasy  If  It  was?"  faqstotd  Ml 
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wife.  "I  should  alrnn?t  think  so, from  the  tone  in 
which  you  aj.cak." 

"  He  has  taken  up  with  companions,  I  fear,"  said 
Monsieur  le  Croix,  "  who  are  not  very  scrupulous  in 
the  respect  which  they  pay  to  the  laws— some  of  those 
vile  bands  of  republicans  who  have  given  rise  to  the 
recent  ferments  in  Paris,  and  caused  so  much  alarm 
to  the  court.    Do  you  think  it  is  he  ?" 

"  Jacqueline  thinks  so,"  replied  Madame,  in  a  whis- 
per. At  that  moment  a  heavy  and  hurried  step  was 
beard  in  the  passage,  the  door  was  burst  open,  and 
Julian  stood  before  them !  Madame  le  Croix  shrieked, 
her  husband  half  drew  his  sword,  and  the  little  Eugene 
instinctively  sprang  forward,  and  clasped  Julian  round 
the  knees.  The  man  had  been  always  particularly 
fond  of  the  boy. 

"Conceal  yourself;  sir,"  cried  Julian;  "they  are 
here!"  "  Conceal  myself  from  the  bandits  of  Paris  1" 
ejaculated  le  Croix ;  "  I'll  perish  first !" 

"Prom  the  executioners  of  the  Bastllel"  rejoined 
Julian.  "  What  1"  exclaimed  Le  Croix.  Several  steps 
were  heard  ascending  the  staircase. 

"They  are  here !"  cried  Julian  despondingly ;  " for 
these  three  nights  I  have  been  expecting  them,  and 
hoped  to  have  time  to  give  you  warning ;  but  they 
have  taken  me  by  surprize,  and  'you  are  lost  1"  The 
door,  which  Julian  had  shut  after  him,  was  rudely 
opened,  and  a  band  of  armed  men  entered  the  apart- 
ment Madame  le  Croix  threw  her  arms  about  her 
husband,  while  the  little  boy,  quitting  Julian,  ran  back 
to  his  lather,  and  caught  him  by  the  hand. 

"  Tour  business?"  haughtily  demanded  Le  Croix. 

"  Your  company  1"  replied  the  leader,  whose  sword 
was  drawn.    "  Your  authority  T» 

11 A  lettre-de-cachet !"  Imagine  the  conclusion  of  the 
scene.  That  night  Monsieur  le  Croix  slept  in  the 
Bastile. 

He  fancied  it  was  morning— not  a  blink  of  day  was 
Admitted  to  announce  to  him  the  coming  or  the  going 
of  the  sun.  He  rose,  and  after  taking  a  turn  or  two  of 
his  dungeon—with  the  dimensions  of  which  an  ac- 
quaintance of  now  three  weeks  had  made  him  familiar 
—he  sat  down  by  the  side  of  the  bed,  his  frame  still 
vibrating  with  the  effects  of  his  dream.  He  could  have 
wept,  was  it  not  for  the  presence  of  his  own  dignity. 
He  started  at  the  call  of  a  sensation  which  warned  him 
that  the  hour  of  his  morning's  repast  had  gone  by. 
He  listened— not  the  whisper  of  a  footstep !"  "  To  be 
starved  to  death  in  a  prison !  Such  a  thing  had  oc- 
curred, and  might  occur  again !  Heaven !  for  an  in- 
nocent man  to  be  placed,  by  an  arbitrary  power,  in  a 
predicament  which  would  extract  compassion  for  the 
roost  guilty  one!"  He  paced  his  dungeon  again! 
"  What  was  intended!"  He  leaned  against  the  wall, 
at  the  damp  and  chill  of  which  he  shivered,  as  they 
struck  to  his  heart  He  listened  again — "  did  he  not 
hear  something 7  No!"  He  resumed  his  walk.  "His 
wife  and  child  unprotected  1— ignorant  whether  he  was 
alive  or  dead.  A  kingdom  upon  the  verge  of  a  con- 
vulsion !  A  people  broke  loose  and  wild !  Rapine  !— 
Murder  I—Houses  in  flames!— All  the  combustion  and 
havoc  of  a  civil  war  I"  He  threw  himself  upon  his 
pallet  "  Well !  he  was  entombed  in  the  Bastile.  The 
moral  earthquake  might  shake  the  foundations  of  his 
prison,  and  throw  down  its  walls  and  set  him  free  1" 
The  wails — the  very  earth  on  which  he  stood— began 
to  shake!   He  sprang  upon  his  foe  t    "  Was  it  thunder 


that  he  heard  above  him,  or  the  play  of  cannon  T'    Ht 
could  almost  hear  his  heart  throb !    Shock  now  follow- 
ed shock  incessantly,  and  with  increasing  -violence. 
11  Was  the  Bastile  beset  1    It  was  1"    He  thought  at 
could  catch  the  sound  of  human  tumult !    He  threw 
himself  upon  his  knees  in  supplication,  Imploring  hea- 
ven to  strengthen  the  hands  of  the  assailants !    He 
could  now  distinctly,  though  faintly,  hear  the  eihoils 
of  an  immense  multitude  of  people— and  present] y,  all 
was  comparatively  still.    "  The  Bastile  has  surrender* 
ed,"  exclaimed  Monsieur  le  Croix,  "or  the  military 
have  overpowered  the  people !"    He  heard  the  sound 
of  bolts  withdrawing,  and  doors  flung  violently  open- 
presently,  of  voices,  numerous,  loud,  and  confusion, 
as  of  men  in  high  excitation.    He  clasped  his  hands 
convulsively,  he  stirred  not,  he  scarcely  breathed! 
Footsteps  were  rapidly  approaching,  traversing  the  in- 
tricate passages  of  the  underground  portion  of  the  pri- 
son.   A  ray  of  light  shot  through  the  key-hole  of  bis 
dungeon  door.    "  Merciful  Providence  !"    The  broad- 
est, brightest  sunbeam  he  had  ever  gazed  upon,  had 
not  the  thousandth  part  the  glory  of  that  little  ray. 
The  bolts  flew !— the  lock !— the  hand  of  liberty  swung, 
light  as  a  feather,  the  massive  door  back  upon  its 
hinges.    The  vision  of  Monsieur  le  Croix  was  drowned 
in  a  flood  of  light  from  the  torches  of  his  liberators. 
He  could  scarcely  distinguish  the  figure  of  Julian,  who 
rushed  forward,  and  clasping  his  almost  in  sensible 
master  in  his  arms,  exclaimed,  or  rather  shrieked— 
11  'Tis  down  !  — The  Bastile  is  down  " 


ACROSTIC. 
All  amiability  and  gentleness, 

No  marvel  that  our  hearts  in  homage  bend. 
Nor  deem  the  shrine  unfitting.    To  confess 

Earth's  heaven-reflected  beauties  as  they  blend 
With  Love,  and  Truth,  and  Virtue— forms  divine— 

In  thee,  fair  one,  is  to  rehearse  anew,  and  tell, 
Like  actors  in  their  scenes,  what  eye  and  brow  of  thins 

Sweetly,  yet  in  mute  eloquence,  proclaim  so  wefl. 
Of  earth's  bright  sisterhood  of  stars,  to  mortal  given, 
None  yields  a  milder  beam  to  light  his  path  to  Heaven. 
For  the  Rover— New  York,  May,  1844. 

ANECDOTE  OF  MR.  CLAY. 

A  frikcd  of  ours,  who  had  the  pleasure  of  an  inter- 
view with  Mr.  Clay  at  Milledgeville,  and  who  heard 
him  relate  a  number  of  anecdotes  of  himself  told  us 
the  following  which  we  have  endeavored  to  give  in  sis 
own  words : 

Shortly  after  entering  Georgia,  a  man  was  seen  run- 
ning down  the  hill  from  a  house  some  fifty  yards  from 
the  road-side,  hallooing  at  the  top  of  his  lungs,  "stop! 
stop !  stop !"  The  driver  reigned  in  his  horses.  In  a 
few  moments  the  man,  almost  breathless,  reached  the 
coach,  and  inquired  if  Mr.  Clay  was  a  passenger. 

"That's  my  name,"  said  he,  at  the  same  time  thrust- 
ing his  head  through  the  window  of  the  coach. 

"  Well,  then,"  said  the  man,  "  I'm  glad  you've  come 
at  last— my  wife  has  had  me  looking  for  you  for  the 
last  three  days.  She's  in  that  house  up  on  the  hUl — 
fthe's  too  sick  to  come  out  in  this  rain  (It  was  pour- 
ing down  at  the  time)— and  she  wants  you  to  go  and 
see  her." 

"My  dear  sir,"  remarked  Mr.  Clay,  "I  should  be 
very  glad  to  oblige  your  good  lady-— but,  really,  I  do 
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not  think  it  would  be  prudent  in  an  old  man  like  my- 
self to  gel  out  and  walk  up  that  hill  in  this  soaking 
tain.  Give  my  compliments  to  your  wife  and  tell  her 
under  any  other  circumstances,  I  should  be  most  hap- 
py to  make  her  acquaintance." 

But  even  this  did  not  satisfy  our  fanner.  He  offer- 
ed to  take  off  his  coat  and  give  it  to  Mr.  Clay  in  order 
10  protect  him  from  the  rain.  And  while  expostulating 
with  him,  in  a  most  urgent  manner,  a  little  boy,  a  son 
of  the  farmer's,  was  seen  hurrying  down  the  hill,  hal- 
looing at  every  jump,  "  Daddy !  daddy !  daddy !  Mam- 
my says  you  must  get  Mr.  Clay  to  name  the  6-a-o-y,  if 
he  won't  come !" 

"  Ah,  that  I  will  do  with  a  great  deal  of  pleasure," 
amid  Mr.  Clay ;  "  what  is  it,  a  girl  or  boy  V 

"A  girl,"  answered  the  farmer. 

"  Then  tell  your  good  lady,"  said  Mr.  Clay,  "  to  call 
it  Lducrttia  after  my  wife.    What  is  your  wife's  name  ?" 

"Louisa." 

"  And  tell  her,"  continued  Mr.  Clay,  "  that  my  next 
daughter  shall  be  named  Louisa,  after  her  V1— Southern 
MiactUany. 


his  sleep,  and  he  doubted  not  that  others,  as  well  as 
himself,  would  be  glad  to  be  compelled  to  sleep ! 


PARLIAMENTARY  WISDOM. 

LdBOisLAToaiAL  blunders  are  as  amusing  as  the  they 
are  instructive.  So  carelessly  have  acts  of  parliament 
been  framed,  that  one,  in  prohibiting  the  doing  of  a 
certain  act,  under  pain  of  transportation,  contained  a 
clause  dividing  the  penalty  between  the  king  and  the  in- 
farwur.  The  6th,  George  III,  cap.  48,  passed  for  the 
protection  of  timber  trees,  enumerates  all  the  trees 
which  it  was  supposed  would  come  under  this  de- 
nomination. Seven  years  afterward,  it  was  necessary 
to  pass  another  act,  adding  to  the  enumeration  poplar, 
alder,  larch,  maple  and  hornbeam  trees.  An  act  of 
Edward  VI,  made  it  a  capital  felony  to  steal  horses;  it 
wee  doubtful  if  this  included  the  stealing  of  a  single 
horse,  and  an  explanatory  act  was  accordingly  passed 
to  compose  the  doubt  In  one  session  there  was  a 
law  made  subjecting  hackney  coachmen  to  a  penalty 
if  they  had  not  a  check  string;  and  the  next  session 
another  law  was  made  requiring  the  coachman  to  hold 
the  string  in  his  hand. 

Lord  Rochester,  the  wit  of  "  Charles'  days,"  is  said 
to  have  complied  with  the  directions  of  an  act  of  par 
Uament  requiring  a  lamp  to  be  placed  over  ever  door; 
but  he  would  not  suffer  it  to  be  lighted,  the  act  con- 
taining no  words  to  that  effect  Sheridan  used  to 
compare  the  numerous  acts  amending  the  errors  of 
preceding  acts  to  the  story  of  the  "  House  that  Jack 
built."  "First  comes  a  bill  Imposing  a  tax;  then 
comes  a  bill  to  amend  the  bill  imposing  the  tax ;  then 
a  bill  to  explain  the  bill  for  amending  the  bill  imposing 
the  tax,  followed  by  another  bill  for  remedying  the  de- 
fects of  the  bill  to  explan  the  bill  for  amending  the  bill 
imposing  the  tax ;  and  so  on  ad  infinitum."  We  could 
scarcely  expect  to  find  food  for  mirth  in  the  solemn 
records  of  parliament;  but  rarely  can  we  read  them,  at 
least  such  as  relate  to  our  early  ages,  without  meeting 
with  some  absurdity  rendering  the  maintenance  of 
gravity  a  difficult  matter.  While  a  bill  for  the  im- 
provement of  the  London  police,  brought  into  the 
House  of  Commons,  in  George  Ill's  reign,  was  going 
through  committee,  a  clause  was  read  which  enacted 
that  the  watchmen  should  be  compelled  to  sleep  in  the 
day-time.  An  old  Baronet  stood  up  and  proposed  that 
the  clause  should  be  extended  to  members  of  the  House 
of  Commons,  for  goat  had  many  nights  past  prevented 
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"  Did  you  ever  hear  of  the  scrape  that  I  and  uncle 
Zekeiel  had  duckin1  on't  on  the  Connecticut?"  asked 
Jonathan  Timbertoes,  while  amusing  his  old  Dutch 
hostess,  who  had  agreed  to  entertain  him  under  the 
roof  of  her  log  cottage,  for,  and  in  consideration  of,  a 
bran  new  tin  milk  pan. 

"  No,  I  never  did— do  tell  it,"  was  the  reply. 

11  Well— you  must  know  that  I  and  uncle  Zeke  took 
it  into  our  heads  on  Saturday  arternoon  to  go  a  gun- 
ning arter  ducks,  in  father's  skiff;  so  in  we  got  and 
skulled  down  the  river;  a  proper  sight  of  ducks  flew 
backwards  and  forwards,  I  tell  ye— and  bimeby  a  few 
on  'em  lit  down  by  the  marsh,  and  went  to  feeding  on 
muscles.  I  catched  up  my  peauder  horn  to  prime,  and 
It  slipped  right  out  of  my  hand  and  sunk  to  the  bot- 
tom of  the  river.  The  water  was  amazingly  clear,  and 
I  could  see  it  on  the  bottom.  Now  I  couldn't  swim  a 
jot,  so  I  sez  to  uncle  Zeke, '  You're  a  pretty  clever  fol- 
low—jest  let  me  take  your  peauder  hom  to  prime,'  and 
don't  you  think  the  stingy  critter  wouldn't  '  Well,' 
sez  I,  *  you're  a  pretty  good  diver,  an'  if  you'll  dive  and 
git  it,  I'll  give  you  a  priminV  I  thought  he'd  leave 
his  peauder  horn,  but  he  didn't;  but  stuck  it  in  hie 
pocket,  and  down  he  went— and  there  he  staid." 

Here  the  old  lady  opened  her  eyes  with  wonder  and 
surprize,  and  a  pause  of  some  minutes  ensued,  when 
Jonathan  added— 

"  I  looked  down,  and  what  do  you  think  the  critter 
waadoin'T' 

"  Lord  1"  exclaimed  the  old  lady,  "  I'm  sure  I  don't 
know." 

"There  he  was,"  said  our  hero,  "settin'  right  on  the 
bottom  of  the  river,  pourin'  the  peauder  out  of  my  horn 
into  hizen." 


Paddy's  sxpbrimbkt  or  bxducino  a  hole.— An 
Irish  weaver,  just  imported  from  the  sister  isle,  took 
to  his  employer  in  Kilmarnock,  the  other  day,  the  first 
cloth  he  had  woven  since  his  arrival.  His  employer 
detected  in  the  cloth  two  holes,  within  half  an  inch  of 
each  other,  and  told  him  he  must  pay  a  fine  of  a  shil- 
ling for  a  hole.  "  And  blaze  ye,"  returned  Pat,  "  is  it 
by  the  number  of  boles,  or  by  the  size  of  them,  that 
you  put  the  fine  on?"  "  By  the  number  of  holes,  to 
be  sure."  "  And  a  big  hole  and  a  small  one  is  the  same 
price  ?' '  "  Yes,  a  shilling  for  each  hole  big  or  little."  . 
"  Then  give  me  a  hould  of  the  piece,"  replied  Paddy, 
and  getting  the  cloth  into  his  hands,  be  tore  the  small 
holes  into  one,  and  exclaimed  "  By  the  hill  of  Howtb* 
and  that  saves  me  one  shilling  anyhow  1" 

Thb  Hungry  Arab.— An  Arab  was  lost  in  the  desert. 
For  two  days,  he  found  nothing  to  eat  and  was  In 
danger  of  death  from  starvation,  until,  finally,  he  dis- 
covered a  fountain,  from  which  travelers  were  accus- 
tomed to  water  their  camels.  Near  the  fountain,  lying 
upon  the  sand,  he  saw  a  leather  sack. 

"  God  be  praised  1"  said  he,  as  he  raised  and  felt  it 
— "  these  are  I  believe,  dates,  or  nuts  of  some  kind. 
Oh,  how  I  will  strengthen  and  refresh  myself  upon 
them !" 

In  this  sweet  hope,  he  opened  the  sack,  saw  the 
contents,  and  cried  out  full  of  sorrow. 

"  Alas  1  they  are  only  PtarUF9 
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'AWAY  DOWN  EAST." 


"AWAY  DOWN  EA8T;M 
Or,  "  The  Jumping-off  Place." 

BT  ARTHUR  MORRILL. 

Tineas' a  a  famous  fabled  country, 

Never  teen  by  mortal  eyes, 
Where  the  pumpkins  aye  are  growing, 

And  the  sun  is  said  to  rise ; 
Which  man  doth  not  inhabit, 

Neither  reptile,  bird,  nor  beast— 
And  this  famous  fabled  country 

Is  "away  Down  East" 

It  is  caird  a  land  of  "  notions," 

Of  "  apple-sauce  "  and  "  greens," 
A  paradise  of  "  pumpkin  pies," 

A  land  of  "  pork  and  beans," 
Where  "  wooden  nutmegs  "  grow,  with 

Which  the  "Yorkers"  oft  get  fleecM ; 
And  this  famous  fabled  country 

Is  "away  Down  East." 

Once  a  man  in  Indiana 

Took  his  bundle  in  his  hand, 
And  he  came  to  "  New  York  city," 

To  seek  this  fabled  land. 
But  how  he  stares  on  learning, 

What  is  new  to  him,  at  least, 
That  this  famous  fabled  country 

Is  "further  Down  East." 

So  away  he  posts  for  "  Boston," 

With  all  his  main  and  might ; 
And  he  puts  up  at  the  "  Tremont  House," 

Quite  sure  that  all  it  right. 
But  they  tell  him  in  the  morning— 

A  curious  fact,  at  least— 
That  he  hasn't  yet  begun  to  get 

u  Away  Down  East." 

He  hurries  off  for  "Portland," 

With  his  bundle  in  his  hand, 
And  sees  "Mount  Joy"— great  joy  for  him, 

For  this  must  be  the  land. 
Pooh !  nonsense,  man — you're  crazy— 

For  doubt  not  in  the  least, 
You'll  go  a  "long  chalk"  further 

Ere  you  find  "  Down  East." 

Then  he  hies  to  proud  "  Augusta," 

By  the  famous  "  Sou*  West  Bend." 
And  he  chews  this  cud  of  comfort, 

That  his  search  is  at  an  end. 
But,  oh !    my  "  goodness  gracious  1" 

How  he  foams  like  baker's  yeast. 
When  seriously  they  tell  him 

This  is  not  "  Down  East." 

Then  away  through  mud  to  "  Bangor," 

By  which  he  soils  his  drabs; 
The  first  that  greets  his  vision, 

Is  a  pyramid— of  "  slabs  I" 
Why  this,  says  he,  is  Egypt— 

And  I'm  a  "  long  ear'd  beast;" 
For  he  then  began  to  "reckon" 

He  was  too  far  "  East." 

Ah ! — now  his  search  is  over- 
See  how  he  cuts  his  pranks  1 

He  thinks  he  can't  get  further, 
For  the  piles  of  "  boards  and  plank*." 


So,  pompously  he  questions 

A  Pat  of  humble  caste, 
Who  tells  him  he  was  niter  yii 
M  Away  Down  Abu" 

And  now  he  takes  the  steamer 

For  the  other  end  of  Maine, 
And  "Eastport"  brings  him  up  attest, 

Where  he  hopes  to  breathe  again. 
But  his  tongue  it  well  may  falter, 

While  he  hails  yon  burly  priest, 
Who  ne'er  before  had  heard  of 

Such  a  place  as  "  Down  East," 

But  soon  he  spies  a  u  native," 

Who  is  "  up  to  snonV'  I  ween ; 
Who,  pointing  o'er  the  precipice, 

Says,  "don't  you  see— something— greeaf 
So  off  he  jump'd,  to  rise  no  more, 

Unless  he  lived  on  yeast ; 
And  that,  I  think,  should  be  his  drink 

"Away  Down  East." 

And  now  his  "  anxious  mother," 

Whose  tears  will  ever  run, 
Is  eveV  on  the  look-out 

To  see  her  "  rising  son.1* 
But  she  may  strain  her  eyes  in  vain, 

I  "  calculate,"  at  least ; 
Her  son  has  sett  in  regions  wet, 

"Away  Down  East." 
For  the  Rover— New  York,  May,  1844. 

THE  ROVER  OMNIBUS. 

"Tins  Mr/RDM**,"  in  the  present  number  off* 
Rover,  is  a  very  powerful  and  thrilling  poem,  hardr/stf- 
passed  by  any  poem  of  similar  length  in  the  Engiitn  lan- 
guage. Hood  possesses  great  versatility  of  ^nt>jT 
talent  too  of  a  very  high  order.  He  writes  in  every  style, 
prose  and  poetry,  "from  grave  to  gay,  from  lively* 
severe,"  and  with  almost  equal  felicity  and  power  a 
all. 


Abthur  Mobwbll  is  certainly  very  clever  at  hinw- 
ous  sketches.  His  "  Down  East,"  in  the  P^^. 
ber  of  the  Rover  will  strongly  remind  the  reader  * 
some  of  the  comical  verses  of  Hood,  or  Oliver  Wen- 
dell Holmes.  M-ito 

We  have  several  excellent  correspondents,  who wp* 
almost  exclusively  for  the  Rover. 

To  CoaaESPONDBirrs.— The  lines  from  Boston  * 
dressed  to  M.  M.  received  several  weeks  ago,  a»f£ 
quite  up  to  the  mark.  We  are  sorry  we  cannot  o«V 
the  writer  by  publishing  them.  We  have  not  yetee» 
the  prose  articles  to  which  he  alluded. 

A  little  gem  of  a  poem  from  Mrs.  Madlda  P. .  W 
Brunswick,  Maine,  was  received  a  little  too  W* 
this  number.    It  will  be  inserted  next  week.  , 

"The  last  Welsh  Harper"  is  not  without m™^ 
yet  we  are  not  quite  satisfied  with  the  last  tm** 
Will  the  author  alter  it,  or  shall  we? 

Full  sktb  of  tbb  Rovm,  from  its  wmn^?SJJa 
can  still  be  furnished  by  the  publishers,  at  m  * 
street,  in  single  numbers,  monthly  fMTtBl°r^hti  fcr 
umes.    Terms,  three  dollars  a  year,  five  dor"L|t 
tw*  copies,  er  tea  dottars  fer  five  «?**  fa  idW^ 
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^  -».v«^  the  pr  me  wri'ers  of  England  may  well  be  com 
^%red  with  'hit  of  B/roi  among  bar  poata.    But  we 
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ho  greater  part  of  Eiijand  and  Scoilan«1  on  foot  du- 
inie  the  long  vacation,  and  afierwar  1  raaXti  g  a  aiiP* 
war  of  Franca  on  bomback.    Ha  bagau  U  pr 
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ho  greater  part  of  Eiuland  and  ScoilaiH  on  foot  du- 
iua  the  long  vacation,  and  afterwar  i  maKii  g  a  aimilar 
tour  of  Fraaca  on  horseback.    Ha  bagau  u  pubUih 
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OUR  YOUTH. 

BT  CAROLINE  U    8AWYBB. 

Law  its  pleasures  depart !— they  are  bright  as  the  hues 

That  blush  on  the  cheek  of  the  dawn— 
The  fragrance  they  yield  is  more  fresh  than  the  dews 

That  gem  the  young  flowers  of  the  morn ! 
But  they  come  not  to  linger ! — all  fleeting  and  frail— 

They  wither  and  die  on  the  heart, 
And  their  mem'ry  cornea  back  like  a  sorrowful  tale — 

Let  the  pleasures  of  youth- lime  depart 1 

Let  its  beauty  depart !— as  the  day-lily  opes 

To  the  morn,  but  to  perish  at  night — 
As  the  star  that  seems  ever  most  bright  to  our  hopes, 

Is  the  soonest  to  fade  from  our  sight- 
So  the  fairest,  the  brightest,  most  beautiful  bloom, 

Which  youth  to  the  cheek  may  impart, 
Is  shadowed,  at  length,  by  the  pinions  of  gloom- 
Let  the  beauty  of  youth,  too,  depart  1 

Let  its  day-dreams  depart!— as  the  mirage  that  beams 

On  the  wanderer's  sight  to  betray- 
As  the  meteor-light  through  the  darkness  that  gleams, 

Bui  daisies  to  lead  us  astray  : 
So  the  visions  we  nurse  in  youth's  rose-tinted  day, 

Appear  but  to  cheat  the  fond  heart, 
Then  lade— making  darker  and  sadder  our  way — 

Let  the  dreams  of  our  youth  all  depart! 

Aye,  perish !— the  pleasures,  the  beauty  of  youth, 

And  the  day  dreams  we  fondly  have  nursed! 
Bat,  oh,  let  us  keep  its  affection  and  truth, 

And  Its  innocence  pure  as  at  first ! 
Then  the  peace  that  encircled  our  earlier  years, 

Around  us  in  age  will  be  cast— 
Aad  the  bright  bow  of  hope,  though  'tis  born  amid  tears, 

Illume  every  scene  to  the  last ! 
JFW  Ms  Ronr—New  York,  May,  1844. 


8IR  EDWARD  LYTTON  BDLWER. 

•WTTM  A  BEAUTIFULLY   PINT8HBD  P01TBAIT. 

This  distinguished  author,  it  is  said,  is  about  to  visit 
onr  country,  and  perhaps  will  have  arrived  among  u-* 
before  the  Issue  of  our  present  number.  Committees 
have  already  been  appointed  in  Boston  to  make  arrange- 
ments for  his  reception.  We  are  always  glad  to  see 
due  respect  paid  to  talent  and  genius  under  all  circum- 
stances; but  we  hope  our  countrymen  have  had  suffi- 
cient experience  in  these  matters  to  avoid  those  ex- 
travagant manifesto tions  of  man- worship,  which  have 
in  some  signal  instances  been  returned  only  by  con- 
tempt and  ridicule.  Let  them,  if  they  please,  show 
respect  for  Intellect,  for  hiyh  talent,  but  let  them  not 
at  the  same  time  forget  what  is  due  to  their  own  self- 
respect. 

All  will  accord  to  Bulwer  the  possession  of  extraor- 
dinary powers  of  mind,  a  very  high  grade  of  talent  and 
genius  a*  an  author;  but  the  vote  in  his  favor  as  a 
man  would  not  ho  so  unanimous.  Many  regard  the 
moral  effect  of  a  large  portion  of  his  wrMngs  as  un 
favorable  to  the  w  Ifare  of  society.  Indeed  his  position 
among  the  pr  »se  wri'ers  of  England  may  well  be  com- 
pared with  thai  of  Bvroi  among  her  poets.  But  we 
fwfiti  IIl.-No  11 


did  not  sit  down  to  write  an  essay  or  criticism 
the  man  or  his  writings,  but  to  draw  the  attention  of 
our  readers  to  the  very  finely  engraved  portrait  of  this 
hu trior  which  we  now  present  them. 

From  a  work  just  published  by  the  Harpers,  called 
"  A  New  Spirit  of  the  Age,"  giving  nn  account  of  the 
most  distinguished  living  authors  of  England,  we  maks: 
ihe  following  extracts  concerning  Bulwer  and  his  writ- 
ings. 

"  It  should  be  remembered  to  the  honor  of  Sir  E.  L. 
Bulwer,  that  although  born  to  an  independence  and  to 
the  prospect  of  a  fortune,  and  inheriting  by  accident  of 
binh  an  advantageous  posiiLm  in  society,  he  has  yet 
cultivated  his  talent  with  the  most  unremitting  aasi- 
duity,  equal  to  that  of  any  'pcore  scholar,'  and  has  not 
suffered  his  *  natural  gifts'  to  be  smothered  by  indo- 
lence or  the  pleasures  of  the  world.  He  is  one  of  the 
most  prolific  authors  of  our  time;  and  his  various  so* 
complishments,  habits  of  research,  and  extraordinary 
industry,  no  less  than  his  genius,  well  entitle  him; 
to  the  rank  he  holds  as  one  of  the  most  successful,  hv 
that  branch  of  literature  in  which  he  eminently  excels* 
We  must  not  be  dazzled  by  his  versatility ;  we  enter- 
tain no  doabts  about  his  real  excellence,  and  shall  en- 
deavor to  fix  his  true  definite  position. 

"  Sir  Edward  Lytton  Bulwer  is  the  youngest  son  of 
General  Bulwer,  of  Heydon  Hall,  In  the  county  of 
Norfolk,  and  of  Elizabeth,  daughter  and  heiress  of 
Henry  Warburton  Lytton,  E»»q.,  of  Knebworth  Park, 
Herts,  to  the  possession  of  which  estate  he  has  just 
succeeded ;  and  is  connected  on  both  sides  of  the  house, 
with  many  noble  and  ancient  families.  He  sat  in  par- 
liament at  an  early  age  for  the  borough  of  St.  Ives,  and 
subsequently  for  the  city  of  Lincoln.  His  parliamen- 
tary career  was  highly  creditable,  and  in  one  respect, 
in  especial,  has  left  an  honorable  testimonial  to  his  ex- 
ertions; we  allude  to  the  bill  for  the  protection  of 
dramatic  copyright,  which  he  brought  in  and  carried* 
He  distinguished  himself  at  the  ssme  time  as  an  able 
political  writer.  As  a  speaker,  he  had  won  the  I 
of  the  House,  though  his  voice  is  weak,  his  i 
somewhat  hesitating,  and  his  style  more  florid  than 
accords  with  the  taste  of  that  assembly.  His  train  of 
argument  surmounted  these  disadvantages,  and,  what 
was  more  difficult  still,  induced  honorable  members  to 
overlook  a  certain  appearance  of  fastidious  nicety  in 
dress,  which  by  no  means  accords  with  their  notion  In 
general.  He  was  made  a  baronet ;  the  date  and  occa- 
sion of  which  event  we  forget.  His  political  labors  in- 
terfered not  in  the  least  with  his  literary  career,  to  the 
progress  of  which  we  now  turn. 

11  The  development  of  his  lite-wry  taste  is  ascribed  to 
the  influence  of  his  mother,  to  whose  charge  he  was 
early  consigned  by  hU  father's  death.  The  '  Percy's 
Heliques'  was  a  favorite  book  of  his  childhood,  and  he 
wrote  some  ballads  in  imitation,  when  only  five  or  six 
vearsold.  He  was  never  sent  to  ni.y  puMIc  school, 
hut  graduated  at  Cambridge.  He,  however,  found  for 
rtimseif  a  kind  of  education  ;  which  was  probably  of 
uore  importance  to  the  development  of  genius  than 
•  iiy  he  received  In  the  University,  by  wandering  over 
he  greater  pert  of  England  and  Scoilan<!  on  foot  du- 
inie  the  long  vacation,  and  afterwar  i  makh  g  a  similar 
tour  of  France  on  horseback.    He  bagaa  u  publish 
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when  only  two  or  three  and  twenty,  at  first  in  verse ; 
next  anonymously  a  novel  now  forgotten,  entitled 
1  Falkland.1  It  hence  appears  that  hit  early  attempts 
were  failures.  His  first  successful  work  was f  Pelham,' 
and  this  established  his  reputation  as  a  clever  novelist 
It  was  rapidly  followed  by  '  The  Disowned,'  by  'De- 
vereux ;'  and  then  by  '  Paul  Clifford,'  which  stamped 
him  as  a  man  of  genius.  '  Eugene  Aram'  well  sus- 
tained the  high  reputation  thus  gained. 

"  There  was  a  considerable  interval  between  these 
two  fine  works  last  named,  and  the  other  novels  and 
romances  of  their  author,  in  which  he  undertook  the 
editorship  of  the  '  New  Monthly  Magazine.'  His  own 
papers,  of  which  he  wrote  many,  were  various  in  sub- 
ject ;  sometimes  political,  sometimes  literary  criticism. 
A  series  entitled  '  The  Conversations  of  an  Ambitious 
Student1  was  in  general  devoted  to  abstract  specula- 
tion. The  best  of  these  were  afterwards  re-published 
under  the  title  of  ( The  Student.1  The  germ  of  many 
of  the  thoughts  embodied  and  developed  in  these  pa- 
pers belongs  to  Hazlitt ;  but  the  germ  has  power  and 
life  sufficient  to  bear  the  branching  stems,  and  foliage 
with  which  it  was  elaborated  by  Bulwer,  and  in  a  man- 
ner that  was  often  worthy  of  it  If  the  saying  attri- 
buted to  Sir  Lytton  Bulwer  concerning  his  editorship 
is  true,  it  belongs  to  that  ( dandiacal'  portion  of  him, 
which  disagreeably  interferes  with  one's  confidence  in 
his  sincerity ;  for  if  he  said  he  became  an  Editor  '  to 
show  that  a  gentleman  might  occupy  such  a  position,' 
it  must  simply  be  set  down  to  the  same  Beau-Brum- 
mel  idiosyncrasy  which  makes  him  seriously  careful 
of  the  cut  of  his  coat,  and  the  fashion  of  his  whistcoat 
But  it  was  only  a  "  flourish  of  the  queutf  whoever 
said  it  The  motive  was  more  worthy ;  and  if  a  proof 
were  wanting,  the  papers  of  the  '  Student'  might  be 
referred  to,  in  which  the  aim  is  always  high  and  pure. 
'  England  and  the  English,'  was  more  the  work  of  the 
man  of  the  world,  and  the  member  of  Parliament,  super 
added  to  the  thinker.  No  doubt  it  con  tains  some  exag- 
gerations, but  it  is  correct  in  the  main,  and  is  an  ad- 
mirably applied  and  much  required  dose  for  our  over- 
weening conceit  of  our  national  prejudices  and  pride. 
It  might  have  been  entitled  '  An  Exposition  of  the  In- 
fluences of  Aristocracy.' 

"  A  return  to  the  region  of  fiction  was  perhaps  ac- 
celerated by  a  tour  on  the  Continent  Passing  over 
the  '  Pilgrims  of  the  Rhine,'  a  piece  of  prettiness  in 
literature  beautifully  illustrated,— a  work  which,  to  use 
appropriate  language,  a  perfect  gentleman  might  per- 
mit himself  to  write  for  a  thousand  pounds— we  see 
Sir  Lytton  Bulwer  in  his  own  element  again  upon  the 
publication  of  his  *  LasMDays  of  Pompeii ;'  followed 
by  'Rlenzi,'  and,  at  intervals  wonderfully  short,  by 
•Ernest  Maltravers,'  'Alice,'  'Night  and  Morning,' 
•Zanonl,'  and  'The  Last  of  the  Barons.' 

"  Had  the  author  of  these  works— giving  evidence  of 
a  range  and  variety  of  intellect,  invention,  and  genius 
sufficient  to  satisfy  a  high  ambition— attempted  no 
other  walk  of  genius,  he  would  have  stood  above  and 
beyond  the  analytical  portion  of  criticism,  and  com- 
manded its  far  more  worthy  and  genial  office  of  syn- 
thetical appreciation  of  excellence.  But  he  has  aimed 
at  the  fame  of  a  poet,  and  a  dramatist,  besides.  Those 
who  are  used  to  think  of  Sir  Lytton  Bulwer  as  a  uni- 
formly successful  author— a  sort  of  magician  under 
whose  wand  paper  will  always  turn  into  gold,  do  not 
know  that  several  already  forgotten  poems  have  been 
put  forth  by  him  since  his  acquirement  of  popularity, 


the  very  names  of  which  sound  strange.  '  Isatael,  an 
Oriental  Tale,' '  Leila,  or  the  Siege  of  Granada,'  •  The 
Siamese  Twins'  have  gone  into  forgetfulneas,  and 
'  Eva,  and  other  poems  and  tales,'  are  not  destined  to 
a  long  life.  Then  there  have  been  patriotic  songs,  and 
odes,  in  which  there  was  a  curious  mixture  of  the  roast- 
beef  of  Old  England  style,  with  an  attempt  at  imagi- 
native impulse  and  intensity  of  meaning,  depending 
chiefly  for  high  personifications  and  abstract  qualities 
upon  the  use  of  capital  letters.  Moreover,  there  was 
a  tragedy  of  '  Cromwell'  which  is  said  to  have  heea 
re-written,  and  its  design  and  character  changed  while 
it  was  going  through  the  press :  and  finally,  after  it 
was  printed,  was  suppressed.  'The  public  was  not 
worthy  of  It,*— we  heard  this  intimated.  But  there 
were  some  few  intellects  alive  who  were ;  and  they 
could  not  obtain  it  Besides,  the  public  has  many 
good  things  of  which  it  is  not  worthy  as  a  maaa ;  and 
yet,  here  and  there,  the  right  sort  of  man  always  pkki 
up  the  right  sort  of  book  to  his  thinking. 

"  That  there  are  great  elements  of  popular  success, 
and  a  mastery  of  the  worldly  side  of  it,  in  Sir  Lytton 
Bulwer,  is  undoubted ;  nor  would  it  in  the  least  sur- 
prize us  if  be  became  a  peer  of  the  realm,  sometime 
within  the  next  ten  years ;  nevertheless  there  are  se- 
veral other  things  which  he  cannot  accomplish. 

"The  known  dramatic  works  of  Sir  Lytton  Bulwer 
consist  of  '  The  Duchess  de  la  Valliere,'  'The  Lady  of 
Lyons,'  'Richelieu,'  'The  Sea  Captain,'  and  'Money,' 
all  brought  out  on  the  stage  by  Mr.  Macready.  The 
first  was  deservedly  a  failure.  Of  the  others,  one  only 
retains  a  share  of  popularity,  but  its  share  is  a  large 
one.  'The  Lady  of  Lyons'  is  a  decided  favorite  with 
the  public.  It  is  usual  to  place  its  author  among  the 
first  of  modern  dramatists,  which  he  decidedly  is  noty 
as  well  as  among  the  first  of  our  novelists,  which  he 
assuredly  i»,  of  whatever  period. 

"  Sir  E.  L.  Bulwer  is,  in  private,  a  very  different  and 
superior  man  to  the  character  indicated  by  the  por- 
traits of  him.  That  of  Chalon,  conveys  the  last  In- 
firmities of  mawkish  sentimentality  and  personal  af- 
fectation ;  whereas  Sir  Lytton  is  very  frank,  easy,  care- 
less, (sometimes,  perhaps,  studiously  so,)  good-natured, 
pleasant,  conversible,  and  without  one  tint  of  those 
lack-a-daisy  qualities  conferred  upon  him  by  the  artists. 
If  his  sitting  had  its  '  weak  moment,'  the  artist  ought 
not  to  have  copied  it,  but  to  have  taken  the  best  of  the 
truth  of  the  whole  roan. 

"  Now,  it  may  be  the  fact,  that  nothing  would  con- 
vey so  complete  a  conviction  to  the  mind  of  Sir  Lyt- 
ton of  his  own  genius  and  general  talents,  and  so  per- 
fect a  sensation  of  inward  satisfaction  and  happiness, 
as  to  be  seated  at  a  table— say  in  the  character  of  an 
Ambassador— with  his  fingers  covered  with  dazzling 
rings,  and  his  feet  delightfully  pinched  in  a  pair  of 
looking-glass  boots  with  Mother-Shipton  heels,  while 
he  held  a  conversation  with  two  diplomatic  foreigners 
of  distinction,  from  different  courts,  each  in  his  own 
language :  took  up  the  thread  of  an  argument  with  t 
philosopher  on  his  right ;  put  in  every  now  and  then 
a  capital  repartee  to  the  last  remark  of  a  wit  at  his 
left  elbow,  while  at  every  moment's  pause  he  continued 
three  letters  lying  before  him— one  to  the  Minister  of 
State  for  the  Home  Department,  one  to  a  friend  (inclo- 
sing a  postscript  for  his  tailor,)  and  one  on  love,  con- 
taing  some  exquisite  jokes  in  French  and  Italian  on 
the  Platonic  Republic— and  all  those  conversations 
and  arguments,  and  repartees,  and  writings,  continu- 
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lag  at  the  same  time— etch  being  fed  from  the  same 
fount  with  enough  to  last  nil  the  turn  came  round. 
And  finally,  that  he  should  discover  the  drift  of  one 
diplomatist,  talk  over  the  other  to  his  views,  confute 
the  philosopher,  silence  the  court  wit,  convey  the  most 
important  information  to  the  English  Premier,  give 
hie  friend  all  the  advice  he  asked,  with  something  far 
more  subtle  besides,  (together  with  the  clearest  direc- 
tions and  fractional  measurements  In  the  postcript,) 
and  that  the  love-letter  should  not  only  answer  every 
possible  purpose  of  kindliness,  delight,  amusement  and 
admiration,  but  should,  by  a  turn  of  the  wrist,  be  easily 
convertible  into  an  exquisite  chapter  for  a  future  novel. 
"  Notwithstanding  the  popularity  of  Sir  E  L.  Bui- 
wer,  we  hardly  think  he  has  been  sufficiently  apprecia- 
ted aa  a  great  novelist  by  the  majority,  even  of  those 
critics  who  admire  his  works ;  while  the  hostile  at- 
tacks and  depreciations  have  been  very  numerous  and 
unceasing.  Of  his  philosophy  we  would  say  in  brief 
that  we  believe  the  world  is  hardly  in  the  main  so  bad 
aa  he  considers  it,  and  certainly  with  many  more  ex- 
ceptions than  he  seems  io  admit;  and  that  he  himself 
is  a  much  better  man  than  he  knows  of,  and  only 
wants  more  faith  in  genuine  and  sincere  nature  to  be 
himself  the  possessor  of  as  large  a  share  as  his  faith." 

THE  MIDNIGHT  "REQUIEM. 

BT  ARTHUR  MORRBLL. 

At  midnight  I  was  suddenly  awakened  by  the  stran- 
gest music  that  ever  before  greeted  my  ear;  and 
which  proceeded  from  a  rear  house  occupied  by  col- 
ored families.  A  negro  woman  had  died  during  the 
the  day,  and  her  family  and  friends,  assembled  to 
watch  over  the  corpse,  employed  the  time  until  day- 
break in  singing  hymns  the  most  strange,  with 
voices  the  most  wild  and  discordant  I  ever  heard ; 
yet  it  was  a  solemn  religious  rite  performed  over  the 
dead,  and  who  could  help  being  deeply  moved  ? 

Hark!  Ms  midnight's  atill  hour,  and  to  my  ear 

Strange  music  is  borne  along; 
What  discord— but  oh,  it  is  sweet  to  my  soul, 

For  religion  attunes  the  song. 

'lis  a  negro  choir,  and  o'er  the  dead 

The  unskilful  anthem  is  raised; 
TJntutoiM  voices  join  in  the  song, 

And  the  God  of  the  dead  is  praised. 

How  discordant  the  sound !  yet  round  my  heart 

A  hallowed  spell  it  throws; 
And  within  my  wicked  bosom  a  spark 

Of  devotion  brightly  glows. 

Religion— O  God  1  what  a  void  in  the  soul 
Where  thy  blessed  light  hath  not  shone! 

Religion— O  God !  what  a  sinful  heart 
Is  this  same  one  of  my  own ! 

Still  they  sing— and  the  song  is  borne  on  high, 

The  wild  hallelujah  is  heard ; 
Though  their  features  are  black  and  their  voices 
harsh, 

They  are  blest  with  the  Holy  Word. 

Sing  on !  to  the  spirit  of  her  that  is  dead 
la  your  wild  yet  sweet  melody  given ; 
She  hears  you,  perchance,  in  another  world, 
And  responds  to  your  anthem  in  Heaven I 
For  tht  Rover— New  York,  May,  1844. 
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BT  H.  HASTINGS  WILD. 
CHAPTER  I. — THE  OMNIBUS. 

The  clear  sky  at  noon— beg  pardon  of  the  sky  for  sup- 
posing it  out  of  fashion — we  mean  of  morning,  had 
tempted  out  the  modish  butterflies  in  clouds;  and 
Broadway  presented  a  moving  panorama  of  the  gay 
and  beautiful.  Solomon  in  all  his  glory  waa  not  ar- 
rayed like  these ;  and  the  splendor  of  Tyrian  purple  are 
outdone  in  elegance  by  the  walking  costume  of  the 
daughters  of  republican  America. 

A  distant  rumble,  and  the  affrighted  lair  were  hur- 
ried from  the  majesty  of  a  stately  promenade  into  a 
quicker  walk.  4Soon  the  dust  nose  in  clouds— the  wind 
discomposed  at  the  puff  all  that  the  patience  of  hours 
at  the  toilet  had  accomplished.  The  sky  waa  overcast. 
Big  drops  of  rain  mocked  the  insufficient  shelter  of  the 
parasol,  and  then  in  a  calm,  as  if  the  earth  held  its 
breath  to  receive  the  bath,  down  came  the  rain  in  tor- 
rents. Among  those  caught  in  the  shower,  one  lady 
dressed  in  the  extreme  of  fashion,  cast  aa  imploring 
look  at  a  passing  omnibus,  it  had  but  one  vacant  seat, 
but,  for  a  miracle,  half  a  dozen  hands  were  raised  at 
once,  to  pull  the  signal  strap,  and  stop  the  stage. 
People  safely  sheltered  usually  make  it  a  point  of  honor 
not  to  notice  the  desire  and  perplexities  of  less  fortunate 
pedestrians  in  a  shower,  but  in  this  instance  the  Por- 
cine code  of  the  omnibus  was  forgotten. 

Nay,  more — the  passengers  were  exuberant— almost 
oppressive  in  their  politeness.  One  insisted  on  holding 
her  parasol,  that  the  water  might  not  drop  from  it  upon 
her  dress— the  lady  was  conducted  to  the  dryest  place 
in  the  carriage,  and  her  fringes  and  furbelows  were 
gathered  up  for  her— all  of  which  attention  she  receiv- 
ed as  a  matter  of  course,  scarce  thanking  the  officious 
gentlemen  with  a  gracious  look,  and  almost  visiting 
upon  them  the  discomposure  with  which  the  weather 
had  afflicted  her.  Another  face  presented  itself  at  the 
door.  "Go  on,  driver!  You  are  full!"  And  yet  it 
was  a  female  race.  Why  would  those  who  had  waited 
upon  one  lady  with  so  much  eagerness,  leave  another 
of  her  sex  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  ankle  deep  in 
mud  and  water  1  Why?  She  was  not  fashionable— not 
even  in  the  last  year's  fashion ;  and,  if  the  truth  must 
be  said,  she  was  not  so  much  as  tolerably  well  dressed. 
"  There  are  differences,  look  you,"  as  Parson  Hugh 
hath  it. 

"Come  in,  child,"  said  one  of  the  passengers,  a  be- 
nevolent, and  rather  old  gentleman—"  Come  in !  Any 
port  in  a  storm !"  He  seated  her  upon  his  knee— the 
lady  bridled — the  child,  she  was  no  more,  though  her 
face  showed  that  she  had  cares  beyond  her  years — 
could  see  no  impropriety  in  accepting  the  courtesy  of  a 
man  apparently  old  enough  to  be  her  grandfather.  If 
she  had  scruples,  however,  the  rain  left  her  no  choice. 
The  yeung  men  began  to  cast  very  "  knowing"  glances 
at  her,  but  her  protector  calmly  gave  bis  eyes  a  tour  of 
observation  round  the  vehicle,  which  at  once  put  down 
all  their  glances.  Still  the  lady  minced,  and  looked 
from  time  to  time  superciliously  and  with  a  great  deal 
of  the  appearance  of  outraged  propriety  over  her  shoul- 
der. The  girl  wore  nothing  but  a  shilling  calico ;  and, 
what  was  conclusive  against  her  "  respectability,"  she 
had  a  basket  upon  her  arm ! 

The  coach  had  reached  the  head  of  one  of  the  un- 
fashionable streets,  in  which  the  poor  pay  more  rent 
than  the  wealthy  do  for  their  palaces,    lliechild^ulled 
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at  the  string  once,  but  the  driver  did  nut  notice  it 
Nobody  assisted  her,  for  her  only  friend  could  not  reach 
the  strap  while  she  sal  upon  his  knee.  She  tugged  ai 
it  again,  the  vehicle  stopped— she  pushed  her  way 
timidly  out,  amid  knees  which  seemed  more  than  ever 
angular  and  protuberant,  was  half  drowned  in  the  gut 
tar  to  begin  with,  and  ran  home  in  a  pehing  shower. 

The  lady  but  raised  the  tip  of  her  finger  a  few  minutes 
afterward,  and  three  gentlemen  caught  hold  of  the  &1<r* 
nal  string  together. 

"Do  you  alight  here,  ma'am?"  one  of  them  in- 
quired. 

u  My  house  is  a  few  steps  farther  down,  but"— 

"Driver,  can't  you  turn  a  step  or  two  out  of  your 
tray?"  one  asked,  and  all  assented  In^he  implied  re- 
quest. The  stage  turned,  and  the  omnibus  drew  up  at 
the  door  of  a  ptincely  mansion.  A  servant  came  out 
with  an  umbrella,  and  the  lady  was  safely  conducted 
within  her  own  door. 

*       *       *        *       *        *       *        *       * 

"  Dear!  How  you  are  wet,  child !"  cried  an  old  wo- 
man in  a  tremulous  voice,  as  the  sewing  girl  entered  her 
poor  but  neat  apartment  The  grandmother — for  that 
was  her  relation  to  our  young  friend— did  not  rfce  to 
meet  nor  as  she  entered,  for  she  not  risen  unassisted 
for  many  months— she  was  palsied.  Mary  busied  her 
aalf  at  once  in  attending  to  her  grandmother's  com- 
forts, and  then,  the  old  lady's  insisting  upon  it,  she 
heeded  her  own.  And  then,  over  their  frugal  cup  of 
hot  water,  sparingly  tinctured  with  the  Chinese  weed, 
the  two  compared  notes  upon  family  expenses.  After 
the  purchase  of  a  few  necessaries,  which  she  had 
brought  in  her  basket,  Mary  had  remaining  a  half 
dollar,  less  the  sixpence  which  she  had  paid  for  her  ride. 
Miss  Modiste,  from  Paris,  for  whom  she  had  toiled  be- 
yond  twelve  on  the  night  preceding,  could  not  pay  her. 
She  was  sure  that  girls  should  be  willing  to  wait  a  day 
or  two  for  their  money,  in  such  times,  when  they  were 
fortunate  to  find  work  at  all.  The  lady  for  whom  the 
dress  was  made  owed  the  milliner  a  hundred  dollars ; 
and  if  Miss  Modiste  could  wait  weeks  for  that  sum, 
aba  waa  sure  that  Mary  could  wait  days  for  a  few  shil  • 
ling.  All  this  Miss  Modiste  delivered  with  a  voluble 
and  rapid  English  accent  which  showed  that  she  was 
from  Paris— very  far  from  it,  but  no  further  than  she 
always  had  been.  But  then  what  could  a  fashionable 
milliner  do,  without  the  name  of  the  capital  of  the 
world  of  fashion  in  her  advertisement?  Mary  almost 
sighed  aloud  as  she  withdrew  from  the  shop,  to  be 
driven  by  the  storm  into  the  same  stage  with  the  very 
garment  for  the  making  of  which  she  was  unpaid ;  to 
see  the  wearer  treated  with  overstrained  civility,  and 
herself  almost  shut  into  the  street  in  a  drenching  rain. 

It  was  Saturday  night.  Mary  thanked  God  that  she 
was  still  above  starvation,  and  concealed  from  her 
grandmother  the  partial  despondence  which  she  could 
not  help  It  eling.  She  checked  the  d  sire  to  repine, 
until,  in  the  calm  twilight  of  a  beautiful  evening  which 
had  succeeded  the  shower,  her  thoughts  were  vchooled 
into  absolute  and  heartfck  gratitude.  The  morrow, 
welcomed  in  such  a  frame  of  mind,  she  felt  must  be  a 
happy  day. 

But  Mary's  happiness  was  short-lived.  She  had  in 
tended  a  surprize  for  her  old  relative,  and  a*  she  pre- 
pared to  enjoy  it  with  her,  her  pleasure  was  dampen 
with  surprize  of  another  color.  Age  is  peevish,  and 
the  approach  of  dotage  brings  unreasonable  whiam 
Mary  and  her  grandmother  had  not  always  been  poor. 


The  old  lady  waa,  before  her  later  infirmity,  which 
made  her  taciturn,  garruroua  upon  her  happy  eaya— 
first,  when  a  husband  and  a  sou  made  her  former  resi- 
dence in  New  York  delightful — then  of  her  removal  no 
the  South,  where  in  that  sunny  clime  her  every  wish 
was  answered  by  affectionate  servants.  And  In  this 
part  of  her  narrative,  Mary's  memory  of  her  infancy 
could  assist  her— for  none  can  recollect  mora  vivfafiy 
the  comforts  of  childhood  in  competence,  than  those 
whose  maturer  years  are  fated  to  fall  in  penary. 

The  last  stage  of  these  days  of  ease  waa  when,  re- 
turned to  New  York  after  the  death  of  her  second  has- 
hand,  Mrs.  Haynes  vested  under  the  ad  vice  of  a  friend 
nil  that  was  left  to  her  in  a  then  profitable  stock.  The 
fearful  tornado  whirh  is  too  well  remembered  and  too 
deeply  felt  by  many  of  cur  readers,  swept  away  the 
'ependence  of  the  widow  and  the  orphan.  They  were 
compelled  to  retire  from  the  circle  in  which  they  had 
moved,  and  were  soon  forgotten. 

Mary,  In  their  destitution,  turned  the  knowledge  of 
needlework  which  the  old-fashioned  and  wiae-faahion- 
ed  educaiionol  notions  of  her  grandmother  had  given 
her,  to  good  account.  It  was  well  that  adversity 
rat  her  strengthened  than  broke  down  her  young  mind ; 
lor  it  had  nearly  prostrated  her  grandmother,  and  an 
attack  of  palsy  completed  the  wreck.  The  newspapers 
s>peak  of  "commercial  embarassments,"  of  cent  per 
ct  nt,  and  of  financial  operations  checked  or  ruined  by 
the  almost  universal  failure  of  corporate  credit,  and 
breaches  of  moral  honesty— but  these  are  nothing  in 
the  catalogue  of  woe  that  follows.  It  is  bad  when  the 
broker  cannot  pay  his  "  differences,"  but  oh,  it  la  worse 
when  the  widow  cannot  pay  for  her  bread.  It  is  bad 
when  the  merchant's  note  is  dishonored  j  but  it  la 
worse  when  the  broken  faith  of  those  in  whom  the 
fatherless  trusted  breaks  the  heart  of  the  indigent  in- 
heritors of  straw  and  stubble,  where  they  bad  fancied 
gold  was  hoarded. 

Bit  by  bit  their  mementos  of  other  days,  their  once 
indispensable  comforts,  had  been  wrested  from  them. 
But  there  waa  one  trifle  to  which  the  widow  dang  as 
with  her  life.  It  was  a  mourning  ring,  the  gift  of  her 
son,  Mary's  father,  upon  the  death  of  her  first  husband. 
When  the  second  bridal  took  place  the  ring  waa  lost 
night  of.  It  laid  perdue  till  the  presence  of  her  second 
husband  no  longer  kept  her  heart  from  the  grave  of 
the  first  When  the  second  was  also  laid  in  the  earth, 
her  heart  returned  to  her  first  love,  memory  recurring 
only  to  the  second  husband  as  to  a  kind  friend.  And 
Mary's  father,  whom  she  also  wept  as  no  more ;  her 
first  and  only  child,  he  too  spake  through  his  orphan 
daughter  to  her  heart  The  mourning  ring  came  out 
from  its  concealment,  and  had  been  worn  for  many 
years,  as  an  indispensable  part  of  the  old  lady's  toilet. 

Age,  we  have  remarked,  has  unreasonable  whims, 
Mr*.  Haynes  in  competence,  when  the  expense  of  such 
an  alteration  would  not  have  been  inquired,  did  not 
think  of  having  a  lock  of  her  son's  hair  in  wo  fen  in  the 
brooch  with  that  of  her  husband.  No*\  that  every 
penny  was  counted  and  saved  for  absolute  necessaries, 
xhe  wished  aloud  a  thousand  times  that  the  hair  of  her 
son  should  be  braided  in  the  trinket  with  that  of  the 
father.  Hours  she  would  sit  and  look  at  the  ringer  on 
which  she  wore  the  precious  rehc,  having  apparently 
mo  thought  for  any  other  object— no  interest  in  any- 
hing  else.  Ever  anxious  to  make  her  aged  relative 
ton  i  fort  able,  Mary  at  length  proposed  to  the  old  lady 
to  take  the  ring  to  •  jewelier'e.    in  the  msiafuhslr 
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— claeien  end  poverty  in  which  the  old  lady  II fed,  the 
outaide  world  was  to  her  one  dark  Egypt,  to  which 
Mary  went  only  t»  procure  bread  and  return;  and 
Jacob  did  not  aiipulate  more  earnestly  for  the  safety  of 
Benjamin  than  did  Mrs.  Haynea  for  the  safely  of  the 
ling;  and  the  brethren  of  Benjamin  did  not  promise 
more  confidently  than  Mary  did  that  all  should  be  well. 
That  very  evening  she  had  procured  it  from  the  jewel 
lex's,  she  was  about  to  crown  the  old  lady's  nieian 
ehoiy  happiness  by  returning  it  to  her,  when  the  poor 
child  discovered  that  it  was  lost! 

Fortunately,  as  Mary  had  intended  to  aurprixe  her 
with  the  trinket  that  evening,  the  grandmother  did  not 
once  mentien  it  A  long  hour  of  anxiety  it  caused  poor 
Mary.  8he  even  lay  awake  waiting  far  the  dreaded 
question,  which  she  could  not  answer.  But  sleep  must 
"visit  the  weary ;  and  Mary  wna  insensible  to  trouble 
and  to  sorrow,  and  back  in  her  dreams  to  the  dimly 
remembered  but  happy  days  of  childhood,  long  before 
the  brilliant  lights  in  the  bouse  of  her  fashionable  fellow 
passenger  of  the  omnibus  gave  any  token  of  the  close 
of  a  fashionable  evening. 

Mrs.  Meredith,  the  lady  whose  retreat  to  the*omni- 
has  we  have  recorded,  was  on  the  point  of  retiring  for 
the  night  when  Be  tie  y  her  maid  brought  her  the  ring. 
The  footman  said  that  a  gentleman  bad  just  called  with 
it,  supposing  Mr.  Meredith  had  dropped  it  in  the  omni- 
boa.  It  was  a  lady's  ring,  and  he  remembered  no  other 
lady.  A  girl  in  a  homespun  gown  could  not  of  course 
have  lost  such  a  trinket;  and  indeed  the  gentleman  did 
not  remember  that  any  such  person  was  his  felJow- 
passenger. 

"The  thing  is  none  of  mine,  Betty." 

"So  I  thought,  mawm.  You  can't  want  no  such 
trumpery  as  this,  mawm.  Where  shall  I  put  it,  if  you 
please,  mawm  ?" 

"I'm  sure  I  don't  care  what  becomes  of  it,"  yawned 
the  lady. 

Betty  did—for  with  all  her  depreciation  of  the  article, 
Betty  bad  quite  a  weakness  for  jewelry,  and  the  result 
of  her  presenting  it  to  her  mist  re  as  had  been  just  as 
she  had  hoped.  It  was  packed  in  cotton  in  a  pill- box, 
and  deposited  in  Betty's  trunk  within  the  half  hour, 
and  Mrs.  Meredith  thought  no  more  about  it. 

CHAPTCB  II. — WHERE  HAVE  I  SEEN  THAT  FACE  BEF0BB? 

"  I  wish,  Mary,  you  would  manage  to  bring  home 
thai  mourning  ring  to-night,"  said  old  Mrs.  Haynesae 
her  grand  daughter  tied  on  her  hat  on  Monday  morn- 

tag. 

Poor  Mary !  She  did  not  know  how  to  prevaricate, 
and,  if  she  had  known,  she  felt  aware  that  prevarica- 
tion would  only  delay  the  discovery  that  must  be  made 
after  awhile.  She  only  signed,  and  dared  not  turn  her 
head  toward  the  old  lady. 

"Well,  I  suppose  you  could  get  it,"  pursued  her 
grandmother,  "  if  ii  was  not  for  that  woman  that  don't 
pay  her  bill.  I  don't  see  why  people  don't  pay  their 
bills— I  always  did." 

Little  did  ihey  know  in  what  manner  Mrs.  Meredith 
did  atand  in  the  way  of  the  return  of  the  trinket.  Mary 
placed  her  grandmother's  frugal  dinner  within  hei 
reach,  and  putting  her  own  in  her  reticule,  hurred  out. 
She  was  a  different  looking  lassie  from  the  storm-drag- 
gled maiden  of  the  preceding  Saturday  She  was  care 
worn  and  pale,  it  is  true,  but  the  inquietude  which  sai 
noon  her  omnteiiance  made  it  even  more  interesffait 
Bar  raven  curls  dropping  in  natural  ringlets  upon  he* 


neck,  harmonised  with  her  brilliant  though  sunken 
eyes— unnaturally  brilliant.  For,  when  adversity  forms 
young  women  into  a  struggle  with  the  world,  out  of 
their  gentle  sphere,  and  beyond  their  strength,  theex- 
enions  which  at  last  enfeeble  and  prostrate  them,  give 
them  at  first  unnatural  mental  and  physical  strength, 
and  light  the  eye  while  the  heart  may  be  ready  to  tta§> 
Mary  was  not  what  is  generally  aryled  "beautinaV' 
There  was  nothing  winning  in  her  appearance,  bat 
at  the  same  time  there  was  nothing  of  that  careless- 
ness of  personal  attire  which,  too  often  for  their  a»- 
spectable  appearance,  attends  the  dispirited  poor.  Far 
removed  from  coquetry  or  desire  to  attract  attentat, 
her  drees  and  person  still  bespoke  aH  that  care,  cleanli- 
ness and  attention  could  do  tor  her  toilet  j  and  if  her 
tout  enacmble  did  not  at  once  strike  the  spectator  with 
its  elegance,  it  left  an  impression  which  would  at  once 
give  the  observer,  upon  a  second  meeting,  the  vagae 
recollection  of  having  before  met  the  orphan  child. 

She  encountered  her  friend  of  the  omnibus.  It  was 
on  her  lips  to  ask  him  if  he  had  seen  her  lost  treasure. 
She  even  stopped,  and  was  upon  the  point  of  address- 
ing him,  when  the  ill-concealed  smiles  of  the  other 
men  in  the  stage,  and  the  open  superciliousness  of  she 
one  woman  crossed  her  mind.  Pure  in  thought  aa  a 
babe,  it  now  for  the  first  time  crossed  her  mind  that  It 
might  have  been  something  more  than  the  mean  ap- 
pearance of  her  clothing  which  caused  the  half  eon- 
tempt  and  complete  insult  which  she  had  experienced 
on  Saturday,  while  accepting  what  seemed  to  her  the 
simple  and  well-timed  kindness  of  a  stranger.  Then, 
with  her  natural  frankness,  she  was  about  to  say  some- 
thing to  him  in  apology,  or  in  explanation  of— she  knew 
not  what— and  then,  quick  as  a  flash,  she  thought  that 
if  anything  were  wrong,  this  would  only  make  it  worse. 
She  blushed,  hung  her  head,  and  passed  on. 

The  gentleman  l«»oked  after  her.  "  Where  have  I 
seen  that  face  before?"  he  asked  himself.  The  inci- 
dent in  the  omnibus  did  not  occur  to  him,  and  if  it  bad 
he  would  hardly  have  thought  of  Mary  in  that  con- 
nection, so  different  was  she  in  general  appearance  on 
Monday  from  the  girl  that  bis  genuine  politeness  had 
sheltered  on  Saturday. 

"Where  have  I  seen  her  before?    So  young" 

and  he  ran  "over  in  his  miud  the  portraits  of  all  the 
pretty  servants  whom  chance  had  thrown  in  his  way 
in  his  wanderings.  An  acquaintance  saluted  him,  and 
Mary  was  forgotten  again,  after,  with  the  character- 
istic injustice  of  man  to  the  other  sex,  he  had  set  her 
aside  as  one  beneath  a  virtuous  man's  thoughts.  Mary 
went  her  way,  grieving  that  a  little  foolish  indeciaien 
had  probably  shut  her  out  for  ever  from  her  last  chance 
of  recoveiing  her  lost  treasure. 

Betty,  the  maid,  meanwhile,  had  derived  much  en- 
joyment from  the  contemplation  of  the  prize  which 
had  thus  fallen  into  her  hands.  The  ownership  of  it 
did  not  trouble  her  mind  in  the  least  Why  should  if? 
Better  moralists  than  Betty  do  not  hesitate  to  appro- 
priate to  themselves  larger  matters,  the  property  of 
others ;  and  had  not  the  conduct  of  her  mistress  also, 
in  relation  to  the  subject,  been  enough  to  remove  all 
scruple?  Had  Mrs.  Meredith  done  as  she  would  as 
done  by,  ahe  would  have  caused  the  ring  to  be  adver- 
tised, and  thus  at  once  have  found  a  claimant  for  ft. 
Maty  diligently  studied  the  advertisements  in  all  the 
newspapers  which  fell  in  her  way,  and  even  advertised 
he  loss  heraeIC  But  Mrs.  Meredith  had  entirely  ftf- 
goMsa  the  ring,  and  Betty  could  not  read. 
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So  passed  a  week.  The  grandmother  was  growing 
daily  more  importunate  for  the  ring,  which  she  was 
sure  had  been  gone  quite  long  enough  to  be  altered. 
She  was  certain  she  should  never  see  it  again,  she 
said.  So  was  poor  Mary,  but  she  dared  not,  could  not 
acknowledge  it  Her  home  became  every  day  more 
and  more  uncomfortable.  The  return  to  her  humble 
lodgings,  to  which  she  had  been  in  the  habit  of  look- 
ing forward  as  the  happy  and  quiet  hour  of  the  day, 
was  so  no  longer.  Her  peevish  relative  did  not  fail  to 
open  the  subject  of  the  lost  ring,  as  soon  as  her  grand- 
child opened  the  door,  and  poor  Mary  quailed  as  the 
old  lady  did  not  scruple  to  accuse  her  of  ingratitude— 
of  lac*  of  filial  affection,  in  thus  neglecting  a  memen- 
to of  her  father— of  terrible  carelessness  in  general. 
Mary  was  deeply  affected  as  she  perceived  that  her 
grandmother's  mind  was  growing  yet  more  imbecile 
under  this,  to  her,  terrible  calamity ;  but  her  constant 
reproaches  at  length  drove-the  child  in  desperation  to 
acknowledge  that  the  ring  was  lost,  and  how. 

" And  why  didn't  you  tell  me  this  before?  why 
didn't  you  set  right  about  finding  it  ?  I've  faith  to  be- 
lieve, Mary  Richardson,  that  you've  sold  that  ring. 
It  cost  ten  dollars  when  it  was-  new,  and  it  was  such 
good  oldfashioned  gold  that  the  jeweller  gave  you 
twelve  for  it.  But  I  shall  know.  I  shall  watch  you 
— you — you— that  ever  it  should  come  to  this!  You 
might  have  had  the  hair  saved— your  own  poor  fa- 
ther's and  his  father's— but  there.  It  was  swept  into 
the  street  long  before  this,  without  they  saved  it  to 
put  into  a  new  ring,  for  it  was  beautiful  hair— and — " 

The  old  lady  had  talked  herself  to  sleep,  and  as  Mary 
adjusted  the  pillows  under  her  head,  a  singlo  scalding 
tear  fell  from  the  orphan's  eyes  upon  the  old  woman's 
'  cheek.  She  opened  her  eyes— the  loss  of  the  ring 
was  forgotten. 

"  Never  mind,  if  we  are  poor,  Mary.  God  will  be 
good  to  us— and  there's  that  ring  with  your  grandfa- 
ther's hair  in  it,  you  shall  have  your  father's  put  in 
too,  as  soon  as  we  are  able." 

The  old  lady  sank  into  slumber  again.  Poor  Mary 
sat  down  in  the  twilight  and  sobbed  as  if  her  heart 
would  break.  * 

"  If  she  fails  thus,  in  a  short  time  she  will  be  to  me 
but  as  the  living  dead." 

CHAPTBR  III.— THE  INTELLIGENCE  OITI.CE. 

It  was  Sunday,  three  weeks  from  the  commence- 
ment of  our  sketch.  Betty  was  arranging  herself  for 
the  afternoon  parade  which  all  servant  maidens  in  New 
York,  so  much  affect,  and  which  is  indeed  their  right 
as  well  as  their  privilege.  Many,  perhaps  most  of 
them,  attend  church ;  and  it  is  a  beneficent  order  of 
Providence  that  the  poor  dependent  whose  recreations 
are  abridged  by  her  situation,  finds  in  the  visit  to  the 
sanctuary  at  once  the  fulfilment  of  religious  duty  and 
the  gratification  of  a  not  necessarily  criminal  vanity, 
the  display  of  her  well  saved  holiday  clothes ;  the  ex- 
change of  greetings  between  friends  who  scarce  meet 
except  at  such  times ;  the  affectation  of  independence 
which  all  put  on,  induced  by  the  natural  exaltation  of 
spirit  which  they  feel,  that,  for  a  few  hours  at  least, 
they  are  their  own  mistresses,  the  cheerfulness  which 
the  day  inspires  making  the  laborer  contented  with  his 
lot;  certainly  in  these,  the  simple  pleasures  of  the 
poor,  there  are  reasons  enow  that  the  Sabbath  should 
be  to  them  a  welcome  day,  apathetically  as  it  is  receiv- 
ed and  wearily  as  its  hours  may  past  with  those  who 


are  endowed  with  more  of  this  earth's  blessings  and 
comforts.  And  if  in  their  enjoyment  of  the  Sabbath 
these  should  indulge  in  what  rigid  observers  of  form 
consider  improper,  surely  over  such  a  sin  the  Record- 
ing Angel,  to  borrow  Sterne's  beautiful  figure,  may 
drop  an  obliterating  tear,  as  he  makes  the  record. 

But  we  are  all  Infirm.  Betty  had  no  business  with 
her  mistress's  wardrobe,  certainly ;  and  if  that  mistress 
had  done  nothing  to  weaken  her  sense  of  right  and 
wrong ;  if  she  had  never  treated  with  slight  and  deri- 
sion any  moral  obligation,  however  apparently  trivial, 
Betty  might  not  have  found  herself  in  difficulty.  Mrs. 
Meredith  did  not  care  anything  about  the  ring,  and  it 
was  an  easy  train  of  ratiocination  by  which  Betty 
reached  the  conclusion  that  if  she  helped  herself  to 
the  loan  of  a  few  articles  of  her  mistress's  dress,  In 
order  that  the  ring  could  be  worn  to  better  advantage, 
Mrs.  Meredith  would  be  none  the  worse.  Perhaps 
she  would  never  know  it,  and  if  she  did  she  would 
never  care.  But  she  did  care,  and  poor  Betty  lost  her 
place.  v 

When  men  have  reached  fifty  years  of  age,  if  there 
is  any  good  in  them  it  comes  out.  They  discover  that 
the  world  is  much  more  endurable  when  its  inhabi- 
tants mutually  assist,  encourage,  and  befriend  each 
other.  Men  of  such  an  age  are  polite,  not  from  form 
merely,  but  from  generosity  of  Impulse  and  of  habit. 
It  was  therefore  that  our  friend  in  the  omnibus  was 
so  attentive  to  Mary.  He  saw  that  she  needed  polite- 
ness and  attention;  and  that  wa9  enough  for  him. 
He  did  not  repulse  her,  because  there  was  no  eclat  in 
waiting  upon  a  poor  girl  in  a  homespun  dress.  He 
did  not  care  for  the  doubt  of  his  motives  or  the  affec- 
ted superiority  which  the  young  gallants  in  the  con- 
veyance betrayed. 

Middle-aged-oW  single  gentlemen  are  invariably  the 
favorites  of  landladies.  Middle-aged-young  single  gen- 
tlemen are  different  sort  of  people,  as  difficult  to  please 
as  a  boy  between  his  teens  and  twenties.  The  boy  is 
afraid  of  being  suspected  of  juvenility,  the  middle- 
aged  young  gentleman  is  afraid  of  being  suspected  of 
age.  So  neither  can  be  treated  except  with  extreme 
punctilio.  But  your  dear,  kind,  middle-aged,  old  gen- 
tleman, with  just  two  crows-feet  to  each  eye,  and 
about  a  score  of  gray  hairs  among  his  whiskers,  can 
be  "  done  anything  with."  So  his  landlady  asked  our 
old  friend  if  he  wouldn't  be  kind  enough  to  step  in- 
to the  "Institute  for  the  Encouragement  of  Faithful 
Domestic  Servants,"  and  ask  the  principal  to  send  her 
a  chambermaid.  The  young  men  at  the  breakfast  ta- 
ble laughed,  and  so  did  our  middle-aged  friend  a  little, 
for  he  was  not  in  the  habit  of  laughing  much,  and  con- 
sented. 

Reader,  did  you  ever  happen  to  pass  one  of  these 
places,  once  denominated  "  Intelligence  offices,"  now 
become  "  Institutes,"  with  the  march  of  mind  ?  On 
long  benches  are  seated  rows  of  girls ;  these  with 
their  sewing,  those  with  nothing  but  sour  looks ;  these 
simpering,  those  chatting ;  these  practising  palmistry, 
and  others  intently  listening.  Here  a  party  are  ear* 
nestly  attending  to  some  vivid  description  of  the  un- 
heard-of atrocities  to  which  the  speaker  was  subjected 
in  her  last  place,  and  how  she  will  never  be  subjected  to 
the  like  again  If  she  dies  for  it.  Stop  and  look  in,  and 
suddenly  and  uniformly  as  a  file  of  soldiers  obey  the 
word,  "  eyes  right,"  the  whole  optical  battery  is  direc- 
ted to  you :  blue  eyes,  black  eyes,  and  gray-— hazel  and 
nondescript.    Some  stare,  some  quis,  some  leer,  some 
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look  imploringly,  some  curiously,  and  some  carelessly, 
and  some  look  defiance,  as  much  as  to  say,  "If  you 
go  for  to  oome  for  to  think  that  I  am  to  be  had  for  less 
than  twelve  dollars  a  month,  and  all  my  afternoons 
and  Sundays,  you'd  better  not  come  in  here  Mr.  Ser- 
vant-seeker 1" 

Our  friend  hesitated  on  the  threshold,  and  repented 
of  his  promise.  He  had  dared  in  his  time  to  refuse  to 
light  a  duel ;  he  had  once  skilfully  rescued  a  victim 
from  an  infuriated  mob ;  he  had  even  been  ta  a  real 
battle,  where  they  fired  leaden  bullets.  Nay,  more,  he 
had  in  his  life-time  crossed  the  Park,  in  New  York,  at 
high  noon,  during  the  pyrotechnical  festivities  of  the 
Fourth  of  July.  All  these  things,  and  more  and  more 
terrific  ones  he  had  dared  and  done  without  flinching ; 
but  when  he  put  his  foot  on  the  threshold  of  the  "  In- 
stitute," he  did  tremble  a  little,  so  strange,  unapprecia- 
ble,  and  unintelligible  did  the  danger  of  something 
seem  to  him. 

"  Oh,  come  in  old  feller/'  shouted  some  one  in  the 
crowd,  observing  that  he  hesitated.  He  did  come  in, 
and  with  absolute  awkwardness  and  timidity  made  his 
way  up  to  the  throne  of  the  Pluto  of  this  receptacle  for 
girls  out  of  service ;  and  such  a  buzz  of  comment  and 
inquiry  rose  behind  him,  with  here  and  there  a  word 
intelligible,  that  he  involuntarily  looked  at  his  coat 
sleeves,  to  ascertain  if  the  garment  was  right  side  out, 
and  felt  of  hi9  nose  to  be  sure  his  head  was  not  turn- 
ed. The.  master  of  ceremonies  was  provokingly  dull 
of  apprehension,  and  the  interview  was  cruelly  pro- 
tracted. When  at  length  the  man  was  made  to  under- 
stand, he  said, 

•'  Perhaps  you  can  agree  with  one  of  them  here." 

Richardson  looked  round ;  and  at  the  sight  of  the 
amphitheatre  of  moon  faces,  pale  faces,  red  faces, 
clean  faces,  coquettes,  demurites,  prudes,  and  wantons 
— he  blushed,  absolutely  blushed.  Upon  ray  word  it 
is  true,  but  there  was  never  a  woman  of  the  company 
who  changed  countenance,  except  from  a  look  of  cu- 
riosity to  a  smile,  and  from  a  smile  to  an  expression  of 
countenance  even  more  open,  and  showing  more  teeth. 
He  turned  suddenly  to  make  his  exit. 

One  of  them  stood  directly  in  the  doorway.  He 
strove  gently  to  put  her  aside,  but  she  was  not  to  be 
pnt  off  so  easily. 

"Come,"  she  said,  "you'd  better  take  me  than  one 
of  them  young  flirts,  and  then  your  wife  won't  be  jea- 
lous." 

A  shout  of  laughter  rose,  and  Richardson  felt  his 
ears  tingle,  and  still  pressed  forward.    She  caught  his 


"  Oh  stop  and  look  a  body  in  the  nice,  if  yon  aint 
ashamed  of  yourself!" 

It  was  our  old  acquaintance,  Betty.  Richardson 
looked  at  her  mechanically  for  an  instant,  and  then  all 
bis  embarrassment  vanished. 

"Where  did  you  get  that?"  he  asked  anxiously, 
pointing  to  the  ring. 

"  What  ?"  cried  the  woman,  bridling  up  with  an  air 
•of  injured  innocence. 

The  conversation  had  become  interesting,  and  the 
others  huddled  round  them,  tittering,  stretching  their 
necks,  and  standing  upon  tiptoe. 

11  That  ring  I  mean,  and  you  know  it,  for  you  never 
came  by  it  honestly." 

"  What  is  the  difficulty  ?"  inquired  the  man  of  the 
"Institute,"  emerging  from  his  corner. 

Richardson  turned  to  answer,  and  Betty  seised  the 


moment  to  flit.  She  undoubtedly  had  her  own  reasons 
for  not  answering  questions.  Perhaps  she  was  deter- 
mined to  keep  the  ring— perhaps  it  did  not  seem  best 
to  her  to  refer  any  person  to  Mrs.  Meredith  for  a  "  cha- 
racter," as  the*  document  of  that  description  which 
she  now  found  it  proper  to  use  was  one  of  a  date  some- 
what antiquated. 

CHAPTEH  IV.— THB  PAWNBROKER'S. 

Poor  Mary's  grandmother  had  grown  much  worse. 
Anxiety — for  in  the  second  childhood,  the  few  trifles 
which  interest  are  clung  to  with  more  than  infantile 
eagerness — had  broken  her  down  fearfully  in  a  few 
weeks.  She  sat  in  her  chair  silent  for  hours  together. 
Mary  could  no  longer  leave  her ;  and,  indeed,  if  her 
situation  would  have  permitted  her  to  be  left  alone, 
there  was  no  cause  for  Mary's  absence.  Her  employ- 
er, kind  at  heart,  though  somewhat  unceremonious, 
had  given  her  occupation  while  any  lasted,  but  now 
the  fashionables  had  all  left  town— the  seasonable 
dresses  were  made  up,  and  all  was  dull  for  the  poor 
operatives.  Mrs.  Meredith  had  paid  her  bill,  with  a 
threat  of  the  withdrawal  of  her  "patronage,"  from 
such  importunate  people ;  and  the  miliner  had  paid 
Mary,  not  only  a  portion  of  the  cash  received  from  her 
customer,  but  also  a  portion  of  the  patronizing  condes- 
cension of  that  lady,  as  she  told  her  poor  dependent 
that  she  was  sorry  to  say  she  could  no  longer  give  her 
work  at  present.  Mary  thanked  her,  passed  silently 
into  the  street,  summoned  her  fortitude  to  her  aid,  and 
tried  to  persuade  herself  she  was  merely  wiping  dust 
from  her  eyes,  when  she  was  stanching  a  tear.  Mary 
could  not  be  idle.  She  divided  her  little  stock  of  mo- 
ney into  sums  to  be  used  from  day  to  day,  and  in  no 
case  to  be  exceeded,  and  found  that  by  economy  they 
could  exist  ten  days— by  parsimony  they  might  make 
it  last  longer.  She  looked  over  her  small  stock  of 
personal  effects,  to  think  what  among  them  could  pos- 
sibly be  spared,  if  the  worst  came  to  the  worst  j  and 
she  shuddered  at  the  necessity  which  might  occur  for 
her  visiting  a  pawnbroker's— a  place  from  which  her 
intuitive  sense  of  delicacy  shrunk.  She  busied  her- 
self in  repairsof  her  scanty  wardrobe,  and  that  of  her 
aged  relative  $  and,  after  that  was  done,  time  hung 
heavy  upon  her  hands,  and  she  volunteered  repairs 
upon  the  clothing  of  the  wretched  near  her.  It  might 
make  her  some  return  one.day— but  of  that  she  did 
not  think,  for  even  our  poor  Mary,  in  all  her  destitu- 
tion, felt  that  there  were  others  even  more  wretched 
than  she. 

Poverty  makes  its  victims  acquainted  with  strange 
associations.  The  gay,  the  happy,  and  the  easy  living 
world  little  wot  of  the  shades  and  degrees  of  misery, 
which  are  concealed  beneath  the  revolting  and  forbid- 
ding exterior  of  those  we  consider  the  vile,  and  pass 
without  mercy  as  the  victims  of  their  own  voluntary 
debasement.  Voluntary !  God  in  heaven,  and  the  poor 
sin-infected  heart  on  earth,  alone  know  how  little  of 
debasement  is  voluntary.  Step  by  step  the  moral  to- 
prosy  steals  over  the  human  soul,  each  descent  pre- 
paring for  the  next,  and  circumstances  and  tempta- 
tions come  unbidden,  till  the  poor  degraded  being  is 
cheated  into  the  belief  that  he  is  not  to  impute  blame 
to  himself,  but  to  accident  Or,  if  he  remember  a  vo- 
luntary act  of  error,  it  is  so  far,  far  back,  that  he  does 
not  connect  it  with  the  present  though  it  was  the  first 
step  in  his  descent.    But  we  are  digressing. 

"It  Is  a  pity"— said  our  pleasant  friend  of  the  omni- 
bus, as  he  saw*  girl  emerge  from  a  filthy  subUrraneaa 
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hole  in  the  low  part  of  the  city.  Drunken  words  and 
sounds  followed  her  out,  as  she  seemed  to  flee  them. 
Dot  so  much  in  astonishment  as  in  fright,  and  not  s<> 
much  in  fright,  neither,  as  in  avoidance  of  annoying 
things,  too  common  to  excite  surprize,  or  to  indue* 
excessive  fear.  Our  middle-aged  man  would  not  havt 
descended,  for  the  world,  to  the  den  from  which  h* 
saw  that  intelligent  face  coming  up.  "  80  neat  too— 
It  is  a  pity— a  terrible  pity !  If  she  could  only  b* 
snatched  from  this  life !"  and  >e  advanced  a  step  to 
follow  and  address  her.  "  Humph  1"  he  said,  as  h* 
drew  nearer,  and  then  fell  back  again  irresolute — ••  l« 
is  the  same  poor  creature  that  came  so  near  speaking 
to  me  in  the  street  a  week  or  two  ago,  I  verily  believe ! 
So  young,  so  neat,  so  modest,  so  superior  to  the  o there 
•f  her  crass;  and  now  I  recollect,  it  is— it  must  be  the 
same  girl  that  I  took  care  of  in  an  omnibus  some  time 
since.  It's  a  pity — a  terrible  pity.  I've  a  great  mind 
fa  speak  to  her."  He  looked  up,  but  she  had  vanished 
It  was  Mary ;  and  she  had  been  clothing  the  uncon- 
scious child  of  a  drunken  father  and  heart-broken  mo- 
ther. Charity  had  lighted  her  path,  consecrated  her 
purposes,  defended  her  person.  Her  little  stock  of 
money  was  almost  irone,  and  still  there  opened  no  hope 
of  an  increase.  And  her  poor  old  grandmother!  It 
was  almost  a  pain  to  Mary  to  see  her  awakening  to 
any  partial  and  temporary  interest  in  things  about  her; 
for  ahe  would  invariably  at  such  times  ask  for  the  lost 
ling,  the  thought  of  which  formed  the  whole  occupa 
Hon  of  her  feeble  mind.  Had  Mary  been  wealthy— 
had  she  possessed  anything  beyond  what  was  even  in- 
sufficient for  her  instant  necessaries,  affection  would 
have  prompted  the  innocent  deception  of  substituting 
another  trinket,  as  near  like  the  lost  as  could  have  been 
devised. 

But  Mary  was  poor—abjectly  poor.  The  last  shil- 
ling had  been' expended,  and  for  the  morrow's  subris- 
asace  there  remained  in  her  possession  but  a  few'  pen- 
nies. She  was  diiven  to  the  much  dreaded  step,  and 
wrapping  in  a  kerchief  the  Prayer  Book,  the  only  artl 
cfte  save  her  Bible  which  remained,  which  would  com 
mend  even  a  shilling  at  the  brokers,  she  took  her  way 
te  Chatham  street.  She  could  not  resist  dwelling  n 
moment  with  anxious  eyes  on  the  trumpery  jewelry  in 
tbs  window.  But  she  recollected  the  injunction, 
"Thou  shalt  not  covet,"  and  checked  the  thought, 
which  seemed  to  her  almost  the  forbidden  sin ;  and 
with  a  hasty  look,  to  be  sure  that  no  one  recognised 
her,  she  entered  the  shop,  and  was  shown  into  one  of 
those*  stalls  contrived  for  the  wretched  poor,  and  the 
wickedly  improvident,  to  conceal  their  misery  or  their 
improvidence  from  each  other.  Guilty  and  wretched 
did  Mary  feel  as  she  was  about  to  place  in  careless 
hands,  the  book  which  had  belonged  to  her  father 
Bat  ahe  had  no  choice  between  that  and  the  family  bi- 
ble. A  prayer  book  may  be  taken  up  in  every  church. 
hot  the  house  without  the  word  of  God  beneath  it* 
roof;  is  Indeed  desolate. 

Hardly  had  ahe  entered,  and  found  concealment  in 
Site  of  the  boxes,  when  our  old  friend  of  the  omnibup 
entered  the  place.  Failing  in  all  his  attempts  to  trace 
Betty,  the  etprit  du  eorpt  of  her  companions  leading 
them  to  refuse  to  answer  all  hla  questions,  he  had  com- 
menced the  round  of  the  pawnbrokers'  shops,  hopim 
that  she  might  attempt  thus  to  dispose  of  the  artlcl< 
In  which  he  took  what  may  appear  to  the  reader  sue* 
a*  tmaeco+tntable  interest.  He  started  at  hearing  > 
«Oio*  at  his  elbow,  through  the  thin  board.    Uaaooas- 


tomed  to  the  place,  he  leaned  forward  over  the  < 
to  look.    It  was  ato. 

"Again!"  he  thought,  almost  aloud.  "How  fte- 
quently  that  poor  child  crosses  my  path  !" 

She  unfolded  the  Prayer  Book— it  was  an  artdeat 
snd  peculiar  one.  The  pawnbroker,  who  knows  of  no 
family  associations — no  extrinsic  value — no  standard 
«nve  dollars  and  cents— offered  her  txnpeuce  upon  it! 
She  would  have  taken  it  back,  bat  he  hsd  already  pat 
the  ticket  and  the  money  in  her  hand,  and  she  grldst* 
)ut  of  the  place,  with  a  disappointed  and  bexetisf 
heart. 

14  What  is  her  name?"  inquired  our  friend. 

"That's  telling,"  said  the  broker,  with  a  leer. 

Attracted  irresistably  by  its  appearance,  the  , 
man  placed  his  hand  upon  the  book. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon !"  said  the  money-lender,  as  he 
took  it  rudely  from  him,  and  put  it  on  a  shelf  behind, 
the  ticket  tucked  between  the  pages.  Pawnhfokesi 
never  break  one  customer's  secret  to  another. 

CHAPTEH  V. — FOUND. 

The  old  lady  was  dying.  It  was  near  midnight,  and 
the  feeble  lamp  served  only  to  make  the  apartment 
darker,  by  casting  scarce  discernable  shadows.  An 
I  rish  woman  was  rocking  herself  to  and  fro  upon  (be 
floor,  and  uttering  a  low  continual  moan.  She  bad  no 
relationship  there — no  tie  but  gratitude — for  ahe  was 
the  mother  of  the  child  whose  life  Mary's  attention 
had  saved.  She  had  for  the  whole  day,  and'up  to  that 
hour,  busied  herself  with  such  rude  offices  of  friendship 
as  her  kind  heart  prompted,  and  her  feeble  means 
would  permit.  She  had  even  robbed  her  own  children 
of  a  portion  of  lheir  scanty  food,  to  offer  well  meant 
sustenance  to  the  dying,  but  the  lacklustre  eyes  of  the 
failing  woman  could  not  comprehend  her  offer,  earnest- 
ly as  she  assured  her  that  it  was  "only  the  hunger  that 
was  on  her."  The  patient's  faculties  were  benumbed, 
and  she  had  already  sunk  into  a  lethargy  from  which 
no  earthly  power  could  recall  her. 

Mary  stood  at  the  bedside.  The  dying  woman  felt 
about  the  clothes,  as  If  seeking  to  find  something, 
which  should  be  in  her  hand. 

"It  is  the  death  feeling  now,"  said  the  Irishwo- 
man, aa  she  rose  and  stood  beside  the  weeping  Mary. 

A  noiseless  step  entered  the  chamber— a  man  had 
gently  pressed  to  the  bedside  between  the  two  women. 
The  dying  woman  held  up  her  hand  to  look  again  at 
the  ring  which  had  been  so  long  worn  upon  her  finger, 
she  missed  it  anew  for  the  thousandth  time,  as  if  she 
had  never  discovered  the  loss  before.  She  threw  a 
look  of  dull  inquiry  on  her  grandchild — it  passed  to  the 
man  beside  her,  and  suddenly  the  paralytic,  her  gift  sf 
voice  gone,  struggled  with  all  her  remaining  powers  of 
vitality  to  turn  toward  him.  He  leaned  over  her  and 
listened  for  her  breath,  but  it  was  forever  departed. 

Mary  permitted  the  stranger  to  draw  her  gentry  from 
the  bedside.  The  kind  Irish  woman  was  about  to  make 
her  own  preparations  for  the  last  sad  duties. 

"  Stay,  my  good  woman,"  said  he,  in  a  voice  almost 
rifled  with  grief,  "I  will  see  that  the  last  offices  are 
performed." 

Mary  rose  from  her  seat  bewildered,  and  onr  friend 
•if  the  omnibus — for  it  was  he— drew  her  to  his  bosom. 

"  Ood  will  forgive  you  what  sorrow  and  destitution 
nay  have  tempted  you  to  forget — end  I  will  take  care 
hst  want  shaU  no  more  be  your  apology  or  fremsta- 
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And  the  strong  man  sat  down  and  wept,  but  it  was 
■ware  for  the  living  than  for  the  dead. 

The  poor  girl  was  bewildered.  She  could  not  ima- 
gine what  fu  had  to  pray  forgiveness  for  in  her  past 
Mas,  or  to  prevent  her  in  future;  and  in  her  hour  of 
destitution  and  grief  ahe  could  not  give  attention  to 
the  solution  of  riddles.  She  could  perceive  taut  his 
attentions  were  kind,  but  she  fdt  not  the  reproaches 
which  she  could  not  understand.  She  almost  void, 
and  ahe  did  wish,  that  the  chaiity  which  came  so  un 
graciously,  at  so  late  an  hour,  had  not  come  at  all. 
Again  she  returned  to  the  bedside. 

" Coma  away,  my  child,"  aald  the  visitor  again. 
"If  indeed  you  are  my  daughter,  obey  the  first  request 
I  have  ever  made  of  you.11 

The  Irish  woman  hod  taken  up  the  light  and  held  it 
ta>  the  stranger's  face.  Mary  recognized  her  fiiend  of 
the  omnibus,  and  was  more  bewildered  than  ever. 

"Sure,  ye'll  hark  till  what  the  gentleman  would  be 
•ayinV  aald  the  woman. 

"I  am  Henry  Richardson,  your  father I" 

"Holy  Virgin  I"  shouted  the  Irish*  woman,  almost 
dropping  her  lamp,  "  it's  a  long  lane  that  has  no  turn. 
Ha  Is  good  to  them  that  remembers  the  poor— blesslns 
on  the  night  that  we  have  lived  to  see— it's  deep  under 
sorrow  that  we  find  the  jewel  joy !  The  Lord  save 
ya*a  now— sure  ye'll  be  wanting  to  spake."  And  the 
good  soul,  in  her  intuitive  knowledge  of  what  was  pro- 
per and  kind,  left  them  together. 

Richardson  drew  his  daughter  from  the  corse  of  her 
grandmother,  and  seated  her  by  his  side.  She  could 
conceive  of  no  motive  for  his  deceiving  her— she  was 
prepossessed  In  his  favor— she  knew  that  no  certain 
tidings  of  her  father's  death  had  overreached  his  friend?, 
and,  believing  all  he  said,  she  bowed  her  head  upon 
his  neck  to  weep.  "O  God!"  he  thought,  "hadst 
thon  but  restored  her  to  me  innocent!"  He  told  her 
first  the  story  of  his  search  for  the  ring,  in  which  he 
had  once  or  twice  encountered  her.  He  told  her  of  bis 
almost  taking  up  whut  he  now  knew  was  his  own  book 
at  the  pawnbroker's.  That  very  evening  he  had  visit- 
ad  the  office  of  a  newspaper,  in  order  to  tempt  the  cu- 
pidity of  Betty  by  advertising  a  reward  for  the  ring. 
There,  upon  (he  file  of  papers,  his  eye  had  accidentally 
fallen  upon  her  advertisement,  and  he  had  immediately 
followed  the  trace  which  it  gave  of  her. 

And  then  Mary  told  her  father  of  the  manner  in  which 
the  ring  was  lost— of  her  meeting  him  upon  the  follow- 
ing Monday — of  her  inclination  to  speak — her  doubt — 
her  fears  of  misconstruction— and  how  at  last  her  heart 
failed  ber.  As  she  related  thin,  and  he  remembered 
how  uncharitable  had  been  his  thoughts,  his  heart 
•mote  hi  in.  Had  she  but  spoken  to  him  on  that  day, 
how  much  would  have  been  saved  to  both  I 

Hope,  now  that  one  of  the  causes  of  his  suspicion 
was  wiped  away,  whispered  to  the  father's  heart ;  but 
•till  be  dared  only  to  hope.  He  told  her  of  his  seeing 
bar  come  from  the  fearful  place  of  iniquity  we  have  de- 
scribed; and  on  that  point,  too,  without  suspecting 
that  he  had  doubted  her,  she  artlessly  cleared  her  con- 
dact,  without  knowing  what  was  the  tenor  of  the  gen- 
tle cross-examination  to  which  her  father  was  subject- 
ing her.  The  pure,  who  feel  that  they  are  above  sus- 
picion, are  the  Inst  to  learn  that  they  are  suspected. 

The  lamp  had  flickered  out  in  its  socket— the  morn- 
sag  light  was  slowly  growing  in  the  room  upon  the 
Mag  and  the  dead,  and  still  the  father  and  the  daugh- 


ter were  in  busy  converse,  unmindful  of  the  passage  of 
the  hours.  As  she  answered  his  questions  In  the  frank- 
ness of  her  young  soul,  unfolding  itself  to  one  whom 
she  might  love  and  trust,  he  listened  with  an  attention 
which  heard  her  every  breath.  Nearer  and  nearer  had 
she  grown  to  his  heart,  and  his  confidence  in  her  every 
moment  increased,  aa  the  purity  of  her  mind  was,  un- 
consciously to  herself,  shown  In  her  natural  and  easy 
language— not  by  the  earnest  protestations  and  pre- 
pared periods,  which  are  the  efforts  of  the  hypocrite. 
He  collected  incidental  proofs  of  what  she  did  not 
dream  he  had  doubted ;  and,  when  the  morning's  sun 
glistened  in  her  tears,  he  could  not  resist  the  impulse 
to  clasp  her  to  his  bosom  with  all  a  father's  implicit  af- 
fection. 

Little  remains  to  be  said,  save  the  particulars  of  the 
happy  consummation,  and  how  it  happened  that  Mr. 
Richardson  could  meet,  without  knowing  his  own  child. 
Hia  heart  yearned  to  her,  even  when  he  deemed  her 
both  a  stranger  and  unworthy ;  but  it  is  thus  that  af- 
fliction often  makes  us  humane,  and  the  heart  that  Is 
in  doubt  respecting  its  own  beloved  is  ever  more  ten- 
der to  those  who  seem  destitute.  Called  abroad,  even 
before  Mary's  birth,  it  was  his  misfortune  to  meet  with 
shipwreck.  Taken  up,  the  sole  survivor  of  a  wreck, 
by  an  outward  bound  Indiaman,  he  found  an  opening 
in  that  country  for  his  enterprizing  spirit,  and  decided 
upon  a  temporary  residence  there.  Writing  home  to 
advise  his  friends  of  the  fact,  hia  first  letter  miscarried, 
and  the  loss  of  the  ship  in  which  he  sailed  having  been 
ascertained,  he  was  given  up  as  dead.  His  next  let- 
ters, through  the  changes  in  the  address  of  his  mother, 
never  reached  their  destination.  He  could  endure  the 
silence  pf  his  friends  no  longer,  and  returned  to  find 
his  wife  in  the  churchyard,  and  his  mother  married 
and  removed.  He  wrote  to  her  husband's  address,  but 
while  the  world  had  shifted  with  him,  it  had  not  stood 
still  with  his  mother,  and  her  changes  of  residence  in 
following  her  husband,  defeated  inquiry.  As  she  be- 
lieved him  dead,  his  efforts  to  discover  her  had  been 
met  with  no  corresponding  endeavors  on  her  part;  and 
at  length,  upon  the  death  of  her  second  husband,  she 
returned  to  New  York,  invested  her  property  as  we 
have  already  stated,  and  resided  in  the  city  to  which* 
her  son  was  a  frequent  visitor,  without  his  once  sus- 
pecting her  proximity,  or  her  once  imagining  that  he 
was  among  the  living. 

At  the  date  of  our  story  the  son  found  himself  weal- 
thy, and  alone  in  the  world,  without  a  connection  to 
share  his  fortune.  He  had  just  returned  from  an  ex- 
cursion to  the  South,  where  he  had  traced  his  mother 
from  place  to  place,  and  at  last  to  New  York.  Mean- 
time, as  reverses  had  fallen  upon  her,  she  had  disap- 
peared, and  he  could  find  no  one  who  knew  whither. 
He  had  been  but  a  short  time  in  the  search  in  the  cltf, 
when  the  train  of  incidents  which  have  formed  the  sub- 
ject of  this  sketch  occurred,  and  he  reached  the  bed- 
sdde  of  his  sged  parent  just  in  season  for  her  to  imagine 
from  his  sudden  apparition,  that  she  had  met  hat  sua 
in  Heaven. 

The  daughter,  we  need  not  say,  proved  all  that  a  fa- 
ther's heart  could  wish.  He  had  again  a  home— and 
Mhe  what  she  had  never  known  before,  a  father.  Upon 
their  advertising  for  a  chambermaid,  Betty  was  cfce 
first  to  present  herself,  with  the  very  ring  upon  her  fin- 
ger. Many  a  ••  merry- making"  had  it  attended  in  her 
possession,  but  she  was  not  at  all  unwilling  to  part 
with  it  for  a  more  gaudy  one. 
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ANECDOTE  OP  POWERS  THE  SCULPTOR. 


HA8  OCEAN  AUGHT  ? 

81   MRS.  MATILDA  p.  HUHT. 

Fes—- pearls  are  there, 

And  gems  and  gold; 
And  diamonds  glare 

Where  none  behold: 
And  ships  are  there 

In  ruin  hurled, 
And  harbors,  where 

All  flags  are  furl'd. 

And  graves  are  there- 
Graves  of  the  brave, 

The  good,  the  fair, 
Its  waters  lave. 

And  life  is  there 
In  finny  forms, 

And  lovely  are 
Its  myriad  swarms. 

And  wreaths  are  there, 

Of  sea- weed  framed, 
And  shining  hair 

Of  beauty  famed ; 
And  peace  is  there, 

And  quiet  deep, 
And  couches  where 

The  waters  sleep. 

And  mirth  is  there— 

Sweet  sounds  untold, 
Where  mermaids  fair 

Their  revels  hold; 
And  gloom  is  there, 

In  darksome  cell, 
And  caverns,  where 

Sea-monsters  dwell. 

And  tears  are  there, 

O'er  lost  ones  shed, 
For  waves  to  bear 

Above  the  dead. 
And  thought  is  there 

With  searching  mind, 
And  eye  of  care 

Its  stores  to  find. 
For  the  Rover—Brunswick,  Me.%  May,  1344. 

POWERS.  THE   8CULPTOR. 
Amusing  Anecdote. 

A  fbibnd  of  ours,  a  gentleman  who  spent  a  part  of 
the  past  winter  in  Italy,  has  related  to  us  a  capital  an- 
ecdote which  was  told  by  Powers  while  a  party  of 
Americans  were  whiling  away  an  evening  at  his  house 
in  Florence.  The  great  sculptor  i&said  to  be  a  born 
wag,  and  tells  a  Yankee  story  in  a  s^le  that  not  even 
Marble  or  Hill  can  ever  hope  to  imitate.  We  know 
that  the  anecdote  must  suffer  in  our  hands ;  yet  we 
•hall  attempt  to  give  It  as  nearly  as  possible  in  the 
words  of  the  artist. 

A  few  months  since,  said  Powers,  I  received  a  letter 
post-marked  at  Leghorn,  which  proved  to  be  the  com- 
mencement of  a  correspondence  from  an  eccentric  ge- 
nius that  I  had  never  seen  or  heard  of  before.  The  old 
gentleman,  for  such  I  knew  him  to  be  by  his  style  and 
penmanship,  wrote  me  that  he  had  experienced  a  very 
tedious  passage  from  Boston,  was  dreadful  sea-sick  on 
the  voyage,  had  a  gale  of  wind  every  few  days,  stated 


how  many  fellow  passengers  he  had,  how  many  ropes 
had  been  broken,  how  he  had  fared,  &c.,  &c,  and  at 
this  in  the  plainest,  simplest  and  most  unsophisticated 
style,  and  with  as  much  freedom  and  familiarity  as 
though  he  had  been  my  father,  and  I  must  necessarirr 
feel  a  deep  interest  in  every  incident  of  his  travels. 

A  few  days  afterward  I  received  another  letter,  in 
which  he  told  me  all  that  had  occurred  to  him  since  he 
landed  in  Italy,  and  stating,  three  or  four  times  before 
he  concluded,  that  he  had  written  to  me  a  few  day* 
before!  He  informed  me,  also,  that  he  would  best 
Florence  in  a  few  days,  when  he  hoped  to  have  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  me  "face  to  face."  He  thought, 
however,  that  this  pleasure  might  possibly  be  delayed 
a  few  weeks,  for  he  was  of  half  a  mind  to  go  down  to 
Rome  and  Naples  before  he  visited  roe. 

Three  days  afterward  I  received  a  third  letter  from 
my  unknown  friend,  in  which  he  said  he  was  sorry  to 
inform  me  that  he  had  fully  determined  to  go  to  the 
south  of  Italy,  repeatedly  dwelling  upon  his  regret  that 
he  could  not  come  "straight"  to  see  me,  and  at  the 
same  time  informing  me  that  he  was  "  pretty  well  off 
in  the  world,"  having  made  "  as  much  as  he  should 
want  by  trading  in  Boston,"  and  having  "  no  chick 
nor  child  to  cry  for  bread."  In  each  of  the  two  latter 
epistles  he  was  careful  to  advert  to  the  precious  com- 
munications, and  to  recapitulate  all  that  he  had  said 
in  them,  in  a  style  not  much  unlike  that  for  which 
Mr.  Slick  is  so  notorious,  and  in  a  hand-writing  which 
required  all  my  powers  (and  I  have  a  family  of  some 
five  or  six)  to  decipher.  But  the  most  amusing  thingi 
in  the  last  letter  were  the  note  bena  and  postscript* 
with  which,  by- the- way,  all  of  them  more  or  lest 
abounded.  After  having  made  two  or  three  at  the  foot 
of  the  third  letter,  the  old  gentleman  could  not  put  it 
into  the  post  without  adding  two  or  three  more  on  the 
back  after  it  was  sealed.    Those  on  the  back  ran  thus: 

"  N.  B.— I  think  after  all  I  shall  see  you  in  a  few 
days." 

"P.  S.— If  I  do  not  see  you  I  will  write  to  you." 

"  P.  S.  again. — If  you  should  not  hear  from  me  in  a 
month,  you  may  conclude  that  I  have  gone  to  the  Ho- 
ly LancL 

Well,— continued  Powers,  in  his  peculiarly  humor- 
ous and  happy  manner,— while  I  did  riot  complain  at 
paying  postage  on  the  old  gentleman's  letters,  I  must 
confess  that  I  was  rather  pleased  at  the  idea  that  he 
was  probably  on  his  way  to  Jerusalem,  for  he  did  not 
seem  to  need  any  of  my  assistance  in  anything,  and 
the  information  which  he  communicated  had  not  aided 
me  much  in  my  profession,  producing  always  a  degree 
of  excitement  in  the  risible  faculties  too  immoderate  to 
be  beneficial. 

Some  two  months  afterward,  while  occupied,  chisel 
in  hand,  over  some  of  the  finishing  traces  of  my  favor- 
ite Eve,  an  old  gentleman,  with  a  slouched  hat  and  a 
pepper  and  salt  coat  with  heavy,  sagging  pockets  at 
the  sides,  entered  my  studio,  and  took  a  seat  upon  a 
block  of  marble.  I  made  him  my  best  bow,  Invited 
him  to  a  chair,  and  continued  my  work.  He  then 
pulled  a  corn-cob  out  of  one  pocket,  and  the  barrel  of  a 
goose-quill  out  of  the  other,  and  inserting  the  latter  in- 
to the  former,  asked  me  if  I  ever  smoked.  On  being 
answered  in  the  negative,  he  said,  "  I  always  smoke 
when  I  can  get  a  chance ;"  and,  raking  a  brimstone 
match  along  the  bottom  of  his  left  shoe,  set  fire  to  las 
tobacco  with  which  he  had  loaded  his  pipe,  and  began 


THE  LEG. 


Itt 


pnfflfog  away  like  a  steamboat.  After  sitting  and 
smoking  for  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  he  stood  up, 
and  looking  me  full  in  the  face,  asked,  with  a  genuine 
Down  East  drawl : 

"  Is  your  name  Powers  7" 
"That  is  my  name,  sir." 
"What!  Hiram  Powers?" 
"The  same,  sir— your  humble  servant." 
"  Wal,  you're  the  very  man  I  wanted  to  see.    I've 
writ  you  three  letters." 

"I  am  aware  of  that,  sir— I  received  them." 
"  I'm  from  Boston  myself,  and  I  bMieve  you  are  from 
them  are  parts  somewhere ;  and  bein'  as  you  was  the 
only  American  I  had  ever  heard  of  in  Italy,  I  jest 
thought  I  would  write  you  a  letter  when  I  got  to  shore. 
I'm  very  sorry  that  I  couldn't  git  here  before,  but  there 
was  no  help  for  it." 

I  assured  him  that  it  afforded  me  great  pleasure  to 
meet  him,  and  offered  my  services  for  any  purpose  that 
he  might  please  to  command  them.  He  repeated  ver- 
bally what  he  had  before  written— that  he  had  "  made 
as  much  as  he  should  want  by  trading  in  Boston,"  was 
"  pretty  well  off  in  tho  world,"  and  had  "no  chick  nor 
child  to  cry  for  bread."  He  seemed  to  be  pleased  with 
the  figures  and  busts  around  him,  making  the  most 
particular  inquiries  about  every  piece. 

"  What  is  that  one?"  he  asked. 

"That  is  my  Greek  slave." 

"Du  tell !    Did  you  ever  see  a  Greek  slave  ?" 

"I  have,  and  have  endeavored  faithfully  to  represent 
one  in  that  figure." 

"  It  is  a  great  pity  that  so  pretty  a  woman  should  be 
in  chains.  And  what  is  thi$—\hiB  ere  small  figure  of 
a  boy,  with  a  conk-shell  at  his  ear  and  a  fisherman's 
seine  in  his  hand?" 

"This  is  my  Fisher-boy— an  ideal  figure,  illustrative 
of  the  beautiful  superstition  among  Eastern  fishermen, 
that  they  can  tell  whether  the  storm  is  approaching  by 
holding  to  their  ear  the  sea-shell." 

"  Why,  he  really  looks  like  a  live  feller  a-lietenin'. 
And  what  is  that  are  you're  at  work  on  ?" 

"  This  is  intended  to  represent  Eve,  holding  in  her 
hand  the  forbidden  fruit." 

H  Wal,  it's  my  opinion,  Mr.  Powers,  that  all  these 
atottya,  at  you  call  'em,  would  look  a  good  'eal  better  if 
they  had  some  clothes  on." 

"  But  you  must  confess  that  they  wouldn't  look  so 
natural." 

"  Oh  yes ;  but  what's  the  price  of  that  are  piece  of 
stattyary  you  are  making  there?" 

"  la  should  be  worth  from  four  to  five  thousand  dol- 
lars, I  think." 

What!  five  thousand  dollars  for  that  are!  I  had 
thought  I  should  bye  me  a  piece  of  statyary  before  I 
go  home,  but  thafe  out  of  the  question.  Hasn't  staty- 
ary rii  lately  ?    How's  paintins  here  now  V* 

I  informed  him  that  I  had  not  noticed  any  "  sudden 
change  in  the  market,"  when  he  replied  that  I  was 
"a  leetle  too  hard"  for  him,  and  bade  me  good  morn- 
ing. Whether  he  purchased  any  statuary  or  paintings 
before  leaving  for  home  I  did  not  learn.  He  was  so  as- 
tounded at  my  price  for  Eve,  that  a  period  was  put  to 
our  correspondence. 

Such  is  the  story  which  we  have  undertaken  to  give 
our  readers  second-hand  from  the  great  sculptor.  There 
Is  no  American  residing  abroad  who  Is  prouder  of  his 
country  and  its  institutions  than  Powers,  and  he  would 
be  the  last  to  say  a  disparaging  word  against  one  of  his 


own  countrymen  to  foreigners.  Nevertheless,  being 
himself  a  Yankee  boy,  he  enjoys  a  Yankee  story  with 
great  relish,  and  never  fails  to  entertain  a  company  of 
American  friends  with  more  or  less  of  his  New  Eng- 
land anecdotes,  and  stories  of  New  England  charac- 
ters.— New  Orleans  Picayune, 

THE  HERITAGE  OF  LOVE. 

BY  C.  D.  BTUABT. 

"  What  will  ye  have  ?"  said  Jove  one  day, 

To  those  fair  children  of  his  own, 
Who,  crown'd,  earth's  destiny  to  sway, 

Stood  lingering  round  their  father's  throne. 

Pride  raised  her  voice  for  pomp  and  name, 

Ambition  chose  the  sword  of  power- 
Hope  wish'd  but  rosy  dreams  of  fame, 
While  Avarice  ask'd  a  golden  dower. 

Thus  panoplied  on  earth  to  reign, 

The  servants  of  their  sire  above, 
They  stood,  a  bright  immortal  train, 

All  arm'd,  but  meek  and  blue-eyed  Love ! 

"  BIy  son !"  the  Eternal  Thunderer  said, 
"  Why  all  unarm'd,  ray  light,  my  joy  ? 

What  helmet  shall  adorn  the  head; 
Of  thee,  my  youngest,  fairest  boy?" 

"  Ah !  neither  crown  nor  helm  I  seek !" 
The  weeping  child,  with  murmuring,  cried; 

"  Give  but  the  tear  that's  on  thy  check, 
The  smile  that  trembles  by  its  side !" 

Full  in  his  father's  arms  he  fell, 
All  faint,  he  neither  sees  nor  hears ; 

The  god,  disarm' d  by  pity's  swell, 
Gave  up  his  wreath  of  smiles  and  tears ! 

Now  Pride,  Ambition,  Avarice  roam 
Poor  wanderers  'mid  their  ruin  hurl'd ; 

And  Hope  has  sought  with  Love  a  home, 
While  Love  has  conquered  all  the  world! 
For  the  Rover— New  York,  May,  1844. 


THE  LEO. 

In  the  autumn  of  1782,  the  surgeon  Louis  Thevcnet 
of  Calais,  received  an  anonymous  letter,  requiring  his 
attendance  on  the  following  day  at  a  certain  house  not 
for  from  the  town,  and  requesting  him  to  bring  with 
him  the  necessary  instruments  for  amputating  a  limb. 
Thevenet  was,  at  that  period,  very  renowned  for  hie 
skill,  and  It  was  by  no  means  uncommon  for  patients 
to  send  for  him  from  England,  in  order  to  be  guided 
by  his  judgment  in  cases  of  more  than  extraordinary 
importance,  tie  had  been  long  attached  to  the  army, 
and  though  of  somewhat  uncouth  manner,  was  uni- 
versally beloved  on  account  of  the  kindness  of  his  dis- 
position. 

Thevenet  puzzled  a  long  time  over  the  anonymous 
communication.  Both  time  and  place  were  indicated 
with  the  greatest  exactness ;  at  such  an  hour,  and  at 
such  a  spot,  would  he  be  expected ;  but,  as  before  ob- 
served, the  letter  bore  no  signature.  "  A  hoax,  in  all 
probability,"  was  the  conclusion  he  arrived  at,  and  he 
resolved  not  to  go. 

Three  days  afterward  he  received  a  similar  invita- 
tion, though  couched  in  more  pressing  terms,  with  the 
announcement  that  a  carriage  would  be  at  his  door  at 
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Dine  the  next  morning,  to  convey  him  to  the  appointed 
apot. 

Scarcely  had  the  clock  finished  striking  the  hour  of 
nine,  on  the  following  morning,  than  a  handsome  open 
carriage  drove  to  the  surgeon's  door;  he  made  no 
further  hesitation,  but  entered  it.  As  he  got  in,  he  in- 
quired of  the  coachman  whither  he  was  going  to  diive 
him,  and  the  man  replied  in  the  English  language,  (>  I 
do  not  meddle  with  things  that  are  no  business  of 
mine." 

"  O  ho !  so  I  have  to  do  with  an  Englishman,  you 
•urly  dog,"  replied  Thevenet. 

The  coach  arrived  at  length  at  the  appointed  house. 
"  Who  am  I  to  see — who  lives  here — who  is  ill  7  asked 
Thevenet  of  the  coachman,  as  he  left  the  carriage. 
The  man  repeated  his  former  answer,  and  was  thank- 
ed for  his  civility  in  terms  very  much  resembling  those 
above  quoted. 

He  was  received  at  the  door  by  a  handsome  young 
man,  about  twenty-eight  years  old,  who  conducted 
him  up  a  staircase  to  a  large  room.  His  accent  betray- 
ed him  to  be  a  native  of  Great  Britain.  Thevenet  ad- 
dressed him  in  English,  and  was  replied  to  with  much 
politeness. 

u  You  desired  my  attendance, "  aaid  the  surgeon. 

"  I  am  very  grateful  for  the  trouble  you  have  taken 
to  visit  me.  Pray  rest  yourself;  here  art  refreshments 
of  all  kinds,  if  you  wish  anything  before  performing  the 
operation. 

"  First  of  all,  sir  let  me  see  and  examine  the  patient ; 
possibly  ii  may  not  be  necessary  to  proceed  to  amputa- 
tion." 

"  It  will  be  necessary,  Monsieur  Thevenet.  Let  me 
entreat  you  to  be  seated.  I  have  the  fullest  confidence 
in  you — listen  to  me.  Here  is  a  purse  containing  a 
hundred  guineas,  they  are  yours  when  the  operation  is 
over,  let  the  result  be  what  it  may.  If,  on  the  con- 
trary you  refuse  to  fulfil  my  wishes — you  see  this 
loaded  pistol— you  are  in  my  power,  and,  aa  sure  as 
you  are  alive,  I  shoot  you  dead  on  the  spot." 

"  Sir,  your  pistol  does  not  in  the  least  alarm  me. 
What  is  it  you  require?  Tell  me  at  once  without 
further  preface,  for  what  purpose  have  I  been  sum- 
moned here?" 

••  You  must  cut  off  my  right  leg." 

II  With  all  my  heart,  sir,  and  your  head  as  well,  if 
yea  please :  but,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  your  leg  appears 
perfectly  sound.  You  sprang  up  the  staircase  just 
bow,  with  all  the  agility  of  a  rope  dancer. 

What  is  the  matter  with  your  leg  7" 
"Nothing  whatsoever,  only  off  it  must  come." 
"  Sir,  you  are  a  fool !" 

"That,  Monsieur  Thevenet,  is  no  business  of  yours." 
"  What  sin  has  that  well  shapen  limb  of  your  com- 
mitted 1" 

"  None;  but  have  you  made  up  your  mind  to  take  it 
off?" 

"  Sir,  you  are  a  stranger  to  me,  and  I  should  like  to 
have  proofs  of  your  being  of  sound  mind." 
"Monsieur  Thevenet,  will  you  grant  my  request?" 
"  First,  sir,  give  me  some  sufficient  reason  for  in 
flirting  so  wanton  a  mutilation  on  you." 

II I  cannot  disclose  the  truth  to  you  at  present,  I 
may,  perhaps,  within  a  year;  but  I  wUI  lay  you  any 
wager,  sir,  that  you  yourself  will,  at  the  expiration  oi 
the  twelvemonth,  allow  that  my  reasons  for  desiiing 
to  be  freed  of  my  leg  were  moat  satisfactory  and  praise- 
worthy." 


"  I  make  no  bet  with  you,  unless  yon  inform  sej 
your  name,  your  residence,  gour  family  and  prases 
sion." 

41  All  this  shall  be  duly  communicated  to  yoa,  be* 
not  at  present.  Allow  me  to  ask  you  if  you  couaairr 
me  a  man  of  honor?" 

"  A  man  of  honor  does  not  present  a  pistol  at  mf 
surgeon's  head.  I  have  duties  to  perform  even  le»wl 
you,  who  area  total  stranger  to  me.  Without  it  be 
strictly  necessary,  I  will  not  consent  to  mutilate  ; 
If  you  are  bent  on  becoming  the  assassin  of  am  f 
cent  father  of  a  family — fire  1" 

"  'Tis  well,  Monsieur  Thevenet,"  answered  the  Eng- 
lishman, taking  up  the  pistol :  "  I  will  still  compel  yea 
to  remove  my  leg.  What  roy  entreaties  have  failed  to 
obtain ;  what  neither  the  hope  of  reward  nor  the  fearef 
death  have  succeed  in  extorting  from  you,  I  wUI  owe 
to  your  passion." 

11  How  so,  sir?" 

14 1  will  lodge  a  ball  in  my  leg,  here  before  your  very 
eyes." 

The  young  man  sat  down,  and  deliberately  placed 
the  muzzle  immediately  above  his  knee,  MonsSew 
Thevenet  rushed  toward  him  in  hopes  of  preventing 
him  from  effecting  his  mad  design.  "  Stir  from  your 
seat!"  exclaimed  the  Englishman;  "and  I  putt  the 
trigger.  Answer  me  once  more,  will  you  put  me  to 
the  needless  pain— will  you,  by  your  refusal,  compel 
me  to  increase  the  sufferings  I  have  to  endure?" 

14  Sit,  once  more  you  are  a  fool,  but  be  it  as  yoa  wish 
—I  consent  to  take  off  that  cursed  leg  of  yours," 

The  necessary  preparations  were  made.  Just  before 
the  first  incision,  the  Englishman  lighted  his  pipe,  and 
swore  it  should  not  go  out.  True  to  his  word,  he 
smoked  on  till  the  leg  lay  on  the  ground  before  him, 
no  longer  his  own  exclusive  property. 

Monsieur  Thevenet  showed  all  his  wonted  skin,  and 
in  a  tolerably  short  apace  of  time,  the  patient  was 
restored  to  health.  He  gave  his  surgeon  a  m unifies* 
fee,  and  felt  his  esteem  for  him  increase  each  day. 
With  tears  of  gratitude  in  his  eyes  he  thanked  him  far 
relieving  him  of  his  limb,  and  sailed  for  England  duly 
equipped  with  a  wood  leg. 

About  eighteen  moatha  after  these  events,  Moorieur 
Thevenet  received  a  letter  from  England,  to  the  soft- 
lowing  effect: 

Enclosed  is  an  order  on  Monsieur  Panchaud  of  Paris, 
for  two  hundred  and  fifty  guineas,  which  I  brg  jom  tt 
accept  in  token  of  my  heartfelt  gratitude.  By  depri- 
ving me  of  a  limb  which  formed  the  sole  obstacle  ts 
my  earthly  bliss,  you  have  rendered  me  the  happiest 
of  mortals! 

(t  Best  of  men.  At  length  shall  you  be  made  ac- 
quainted with  the  real  grounds  of  what  yen  wait 
pleased  to  term  my  mad  whim.  You  pei  t-istt  d  in  i 
taining  that  no  rational  cause  could  postlbly  i 
the  self- mutilation  I  have  undergone.  Will  for  yea 
that  you  refused  to  accept  the  wager  I  offered. 

44  Shortly  after  ray  last  return  fioni  the  East  Indies, 
I  became  acquainted  with  perfection  in  the  person  of 
Emily  Harley ;  1  fell  desperately  in  love  with  hex. 
Her  wealth  and  family  connexions  made  my  relations 
as  eager  for  the  match  as  myself,  though  1  taw  but  her 
beauty  and  angelic  disposition,  i  y<>kt-d  my  self  to  the 
car  of  her  admirers.  Alas !  my  dear  Thevenet,  I  was 
fortunate  enough  to  become  the  moat  unfortunate  of 
ill  my  rivals ;  she  loved  me — and  me  only  ;  the  avow- 
ed her  ejection,  and— rejected  me  7    JUi  vaia  did  1 
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press  my  suit,  in  vain  did  her  parents  and  friends  inter- 
cede for  me— she  remained  inexorable. 

"  For  a  long  time  did  I  fail  to  discover  the  cause  of 
her  refusal  to  become  mine  :  to  make  one  happy  whom 
she  owned  to  loving  to  distraction.  At  length  one  of 
her  sisters  revealed  the  mystery.  Miss  Harley  was  a 
marvel  of  beauty,  bat,  strange  to  relate,  was  born  with 
bat  one  leg,  and  this  blemish  rendered  her  averse  to 
becoming  my  wife,  as  she  feared  I  might  look  on  her 
with  aversion. 

"My  resolution  was  soon  formed;  I  determined 
there  should  be  no  disparity  between  us,  and  thanks  to 
you,  worthy  Thevenet,  it  exists  no  longer. 

**  I  returned  to  London  with  my  wooden  leg  and  at 
ones  betook  myself  to  Miss  Harley.  The  report  had 
circulated  (set  on  foot  by  a  letter  I  had  previously  des- 
patched to  England)  that  I  had  injured  my  leg  by  a  fall 
from  my  horse,  and  that  amputation  was  found  neces 
sary ;  I  became  the  object  of  universal  pity.  Emily 
fainted  away  at  our  first  meeting.  She  remained  for 
a  long  time  inconsolable;  but  at  length  consented  to 
our  marriage.  On  the  day  after  our  union  did  I,  for 
the  first  time,  disclose  the  sacrifice  I  had  made  to  gain 
her  hand.  Her  love  for  me  became  even  yet  more  ten- 
der. O,  Thevenet  1  to  obtain  my  Emily,  I  would  lose 
ten  more  legs  without  the  least  compunction. 

"My  gratitude  toward  you  can  only  end  with  my 
life.  Come  to  London  and  pay  us  a  visit,  and  when 
once  you  have  seen  my  angel  wife,  1  defy  you  to  say 
again  that  I  am  a  fool. 

Chailis  Tsmplb." 

Monsieur  Thevenet  showed  the  letter  to  his  friends 
after  having  related  all  the  preceding  circumstances, 
and  he  never  told  the  story  without  a  burst  of  laugh- 
ter, as  he  wound  it  up  with :  "  He  la  as  much  a  fool 
as  aver !" 

The  following  is  his  answer  to  the  above : 

"Sib— I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  munifi- 
cent present  for  such  must  I  term  a  sum  so  much  ex- 
ceeding the  value  of  my  humble  services. 

"I  congratulate  you  on  your  marriage  with  your  ac- 
complished countrywoman.  True,  a  leg  is  a  heavy 
price  to  pay  for  the  possession  of  a  fair  and  virtuous 
wife;  yet  not  too  heavy,  if  the  result  prove  in  favor  of 
the  change.  It  cost  Adam  a  rib  from  his  body  to  be 
blessed  with  Eve ;  many  other  men,  since  him,  have 
lost  their  ribs  for  their  fair  ones ;  some  even  have  for- 
feited their  beads. 

"  Notwithstanding  your  protestations,  you  must  al- 
low me  to  retain  my  original  opinion.  Very  probably 
yon  are  right  at  present,  for  you  are  still  in  all  the  rap- 
ture of  the  honeymoon.  I  am  right,  too,  but  with  this 
difference,  that  it  requires  time  to  be  convinced  of  the 
justice  of  my  opinion  ;  for  it  is  ever  long  ere  we  are 
willing  to  admit  the  truth  of  ideas  that  clash  with  our 
own. 

"Have  a  care,  sir,  for  I  strongly  suspect,  that  ere 
two  years  are  Mown,  you  will  begin  to  wish  that  the 
amputation  hid  been  performed  below  the  knee  joint. 
In  three  years  it  will  strike  you  that  you  might  very 
well  have  compounded  for  the  loss  of  your  foot  only 
In  four  years  you  will  think  that  the  sacrifice  of  youi 
great  toe  miyht  have  very  well  sufficed,  and  before 
the  expiration  of  the  fifth  year,  you  will  grudge  even 
your  little  toe.  After  six  years,  I  am  afraid  the  paring 
•f  your  nails  will  seem  to  you  all  that  was  necessary. 

"  I  have  said  all  this  without  prejudice  to  your  wife'*- 
aHrits.   Beauty  and  virtue  are  not  so  fleeting  as  the 


judgment  of  man.  In  my  y<  nth  1  would  have  laid 
down  my  life  for  the  beloved  one,  but  I  never  would 
have  lost  my  leg  for  her ;  the  k»ss  of  one  I  would  ne- 
ver have  repented,  but  each  day  I  should  have  repined 
over  the  sacrifice  of  the  other.  Had  I  ever  consented 
to  such  a  sacrifice,  I  should  say :  •  Thevenet,  you  were 
a  fool  V  and  herewith  I  have  the  honor,  etc.  etc. 

G.  Tiiavairrr." 

In  the  year  1793,  during  the  reign  of  terror,  Mon- 
sieur Thevenet,  who  had  been  denounced  as  an  aristo- 
crat by  some  aspiring  member  of  his  profession,  fled 
to  London  in  order  to  escape  the  equalizing  propensi- 
ties of  the  guillotine.  When  there,  desiring  to  in- 
crease his  acquaintance,  he  inquired  for  the  residence 
of  Sir  Charles  Temple. 

He  was  directed  to  his  mansion,  and  was  announced 
to  its  master.  Seated  on  an  easy  chair  by  the  fireside, 
a  foaming  tankard  of  porter  at  his  elbow,  and  twenty 
newspapers  strewed  around  him,  appeared  a  portly 
gentleman,  whose  size  would  scarcely  allow  him  to 
quit  his  chair. 

11  Ha !  right  welcome,  Monsieur  Thevenet !  exclaim- 
ed the  portly  gentleman,  who  was  no  oiher  than  Sir 
Charles  Temple ;  do  not  be  offended  with  me  if  I  re- 
sume my  seat,  but  my  cursed  wooden  leg  is  always  in 
my  way.  In  all  probability,  my  worthy  friend,  you 
are  come  to  ascertain  if  my  hour  of  conviction  has  ar- 
rived 7" 

"  I  am  here  as  a  fugitive  from  my  native  land,  and 
claim  your  protection  1" 

11  You  must  take  op  your  abode  with  me,  for,  of  a 
verity,  you  are  a  wise  man.  By  this  time  Thevenet,  I 
should  have  been  admiral  of  the  blue,  if  this  infernal 
wooden  leg  had  not  incapacited  me  from  serving  my 
country.  Here  am  I  reading  In  the  papers  news  of  the 
most  stirring  kind,  and  cursing  my  stars  that  I  can 
take  no  part  in  all  that  is  going  on.  Come,  say  some- 
thing consoling  to  me." 

"  Vour  excellent  lady  is  for  better  adapted  then  I  to 
play  the  comforter." 

11  Don't  mention  her.  Her  wooden  leg  hinders  her 
from  dancing,  so  she  has  devoted  herself  to  cards  and 
scandal ;  there  is  no  possible  dealing  with  her ;  but  she 
is  a  good  enough  woman  In  her  way.*' 

"Then,  after  all,  I  was  right 7" 

"Most  indubitably  so,  my  dear  Thevenet;  bet 
enough  of  that  I  committed  an  egregious  blunder. 
Had  I  but  my  leg  back  again,  not  a  nail-patring  of  it 
would  I  part  with.  Between  ourselves,  be  it  said,  I 
was  a  fool ;  but  keep  this  piece  of  truth  to  yourself.*9 

CRUI8E  OF  THE  FOX  PRIVATEER 
Of  Portsmouth.  N.  H. 

BT    ONI    OP    BKR    OFriCJRB. 

The  Fox  was  built  in  Portland  by  Wiltinm  Moulton. 
She  was  of  about  two  hundred  and  fifty  tone,  and  car- 
led  a  lone  twenty-four  pounder  on  a  pivot  amidthips 
—  two  lung  French  eights,  and  ten  eighteen  pound 
rarronades.  She  sailed  from  Portsmouth,  N.  H.  in 
March,  1314,  on  her  fourth  cruise,  under  command  of 
Rlihu  Deering  Brown,  Esq.  Her  officers  and  crew 
^insisted  of  ninety  men. 

On  leaving  port  she  stood  to  the  eastward,  and  on 
the  third  day  made  Cape  Sable.  Here  we  hove  to,  as ' 
•his  was  the  headland  always  made  by  vessels  hound 
into  the  Bay  of  Fundy.  On  the  22d  oi  Man  h,  fell  in 
with  and  captured  a  schoouer  from  Jamaica,  loaded 
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with  rum.  Put  a  pin  nsater  and  crew  on  board  and 
ordered  her  to  Portsoy  tih.  Shortly  after  we  stood  to 
the  eastward  as  far  as  Liverpool,  N.  S.  Off  this  place 
we  fell  in  with  a  brig  from  the  West  Indies,  with  a 
cargo  of  sugar.  She  had,  besides,  $1,000  on  board 
For  safe-keeping  we  concluded  to  "  remove  the  de- 
posits ;"  after  which  we  manned  her  and  ordered  her 
to  Portsmouth. 

After  this  we  continued  standing  off  and  on  until  the 
1st  of  April,  when  we  fell  in  with  a  schooner  from 
Liverpool,  loaded  with  potatoes,  bound  to  St.  John, 
N.  F.  We  took  a  good  supply  of  her  cargo,  which  we 
found  very  acceptable,  and  was  about  letting  her  go, 
when  her  captain,  Bartlett  by  name,  in  the  course  of 
conversation,  said  he  was  formerly  1st  lieutenant  of  the 
privateer  Liverpool  packet,  and  the  prize  schooner  was 
originally  a  prize  to  her.  Captain  Brown  being  in- 
formed of  this  circumstance  immediately  ordered  the 
crew  to  be  taken  out  and  the  vessel  destroyed,  which 
was  accordingly  done  by  scuttling  her.  The  Liverpool 
packet  is  well  remembered  by  many  of  the  people  of 
Maine,  especially  those  concerned  in  the  coasting  trade. 
Large  numbers  of  them  suffered  greatly  by  this  vessel 
— in  fact  she  was  the  greatest  scourge  that  ever  en- 
tered Massachusetts  bay— the  Bulwark,  Sir.  Thomas 
Keppell,  excepted.  This  honorable  gentleman  burnt 
all,  indiscriminately— fishermen,  coasters,  and  every- 
thing that  would  burn,  if  fallen  in  with  after  eleven 
o'clock— for,  after  this  hour,  he  was  remarkably  fond 
ofbon-fires. 

After  this  capture  we  stood  off  and  on  a  few  days 
without  falling  in  with  anything.  We  then  run  down 
off  Sambo  Light,  and  lay  by.  On  the  12th  of  April,  in 
the  morning,  the  fog  cleared  up,  saw  a  large  brig  in- 
shore of  us  under  easy  sail.  Tacked  ship  and  stood 
for  him.  On  the  first  glance  at  him  he  presented  a 
tier  of  painted  ports,  but  soon  showed  a  black  side. 
He  was  standing  along  with  reefs  in  his  topsails  and 
foresails— his  foresails  standing  up  high  from  the  deck, 
and  otherwise  disguised  to  appear  like  a  merchantman. 
We  stood  down  within  a  mile's  distance  from  him,  and 
tacked  ship.  In  a  few  minutes  his  rigging  was  alive 
with  men,  letting  out  reefs  and  making  all  sail  in  chase. 
The  wind  was  blowing  a  moderate  breeze  from  the 
eastward,  and  we  continued  standing  close  hauled  on 
the  wind  to  the  southward.  Our  craft  had  the  longest 
legs  and  we  walked  away  from  him  without  any  trou- 
ble. He  continued  the  chase,  however,  until  sun- 
down, when  it  fell  calm.  The  enemy  appeared  sat- 
isfied that  he  could  not  outsail  us;  neither  could 
he  deceive  us  by  his  disguise.  Although  the  Fox  was 
far  from  being  a  fast  sailerr,  yet  she  run  the  whole  war 
as  a  privateer,  and  for  several  years  as  a  Ouineaman 
from  the  Island  of  Martinico,  and  was  never  captured. 
At  her  greatest  peril  there  was  always  something  to 
Intervene  to  save  her. 

At  sundown  we  were  about  ten  miles  bearing  North 
from  the  stranger.  About  midnight  a  breeze  sprung 
up  from  N.  E.  We  immediately  tacked  ship  and  stood 
to  the  northward,  with  a  light  air  of  wind  gradually 
increasing  and  hauling,  so  that  the  enemy,  by  keeping 
on  the  same  tack,  came  in  close  contact  with  us  at 
daylight— not  more  than  good  musket  shot  off.  We 
found  we  had  formed  a  complete  angle  for  meeting, 
and  the  chase  was  evidently  as  much  taken  by  sur- 
prize as  ourselves,  for  we  passed  without  receiving  a 
single  shot  from  him,  he  not  being  cleared  for  action. 
We  were  standing  on  opposite  tacks,  and  he  imme- 


diately tacked  ship.  The  moment  that  his  helm  was 
down,  eurs  was  also.  We  found  we  could  go  in  stays 
twice  to  his  once— it  was  therefore  thought  best  to 
tack  with  him,  keeping  on  opposite  tacks,  taking  care 
to  pass  him  as  quick  as  possible.  As  soon,  however, 
as  his  guns  could  be  brought  to  bear  on  ua  he  opened 
his  whole  broadside,  and  continued  to  play  on  us  audi 
out  of  range,  when  he  would  tack  ship. 

The  wind  being  light  we  got  out  sweeps  to  help  as 
out  of  trouble.  Thus  we  continued  beating  to  wind- 
ward without  receiving  much  damage ;  only  two  shot 
came,  on  board,  and  but  one  of  them  did  any  damage. 
This  shot  pame  in  aft,  knocked  one  man  down  at  the 
sweeps,  and  passed  through  the  two  arm  chests  ma- 
king the  muskets,  pistols  and  cutlasses  fly  in  every 
direction,  but  neither  killed  nor  wounded  a  single  per- 
son. The  man  knocked  down  was  not  hurt,  it  being 
only  effected  by  the  wind  of  the  ball.  A  negro,  a  na- 
tive of  Jamaica,  standing  on  the  arm  chest  at  the  time 
the  shot  struck  it,  looked  up  at  the  brig  for  an  instant 
and  sung  out,  "You  lie,  d— n  youl  no  kill  an  <fe 
time  lM 

We  still  continued  turning  to  windward,  always 
tacking  when  he  tacked,  thus  keeping  on  the  opposite 
tack  with  the  enemy,  until  we  at  last  got  out  of  reach 
of  his  guns.  We  then  stood  to  the  south  east,  until 
dark.  This  vessel  proved  to  be  the  Rifleman  sloop  of 
war,  mounting  eighteen  guns,  long  nines  and  thirty- 
two  pounders.  We  continued  standing  S.  E.  until  1 
A.  M.,  when  we  tacked  ship  and  stood  in  shore.  We 
run  until  we  made  Cape  Cansor,  and  then  stood  off 
and  on  until  about  the  25th  of  April. 

About  2  P.  M.  one  day  we  saw  a  large  sail  in  the 
West,  coming  down  on  us  with  a  cloud  of  canvas,  and 
shortly  after  a  brig  hove  in  sight  in  the  southward, 
both  giving  us  chase.  The  ship  we  soon  recognized 
as  the  Majestic  Razee.  The  wind  at  this  time  blow- 
ing strong  from  N.  N.  W.,  we  shaped  our  course  for 
the  Isle  of  Sable— a  low  sand  Island,  very  dangerous 
and  much  feared  by  cruisers,  as  it  cannot  be  seen  but 
at  a  short  distance,  being  nearly  on  a  level  with  the 
sea.  At  10  P.  M.  wind  hauled  to  N.  and  N.  N.  E., 
which  enabled  us  to  bring  the  enemy  dead  before  the 
wind. 

The  chase  continued  and  the  wind  increased.  The 
moon  at  this  time  was  in  the  full— the  weather  was 
clear,  except  flying  clouds,  which  would  occasionally 
obscure  her— and  to  these  slight  eclipses  we  were  in  a 
great  measure  indebted  for  our  escape.  The  brig  held 
no  way  with,  but  the  ship  gained  slowly  on  us.  She 
would  frequently  however  lose  sight  of  us,  as  the 
clouds  passed  the  moon,  and  on  this  account  she  se- 
veral times  hauled  on  a  wind — but  as  the  clouds  clear- 
ed away  she  would  again  get  a  sight  of  us  and  con- 
tinue the  chase.  At  12,  night,  we  drew  near  the  Isle 
of  Sable,  end  she  gave  up  the  chase.  We  then  hauled 
to  the  eastward  and  saw  her  no  more. 

We  then  concluded  to  try  our  fortune  off  Cape  Race, 
N.  F.  Here  we  arrived  in  May.  Stood  in  to  make 
the  Cape.  It  being  foggy,  could  see  nothing  for  some 
time.  A  length  the  fog  cleared  away  and  we  found 
ourselves  close  on  board  of  two  frigates.  One  was 
the  Tenados  and  the  other  a  barque-rigged  vessel,  name 
not  known.  They  were  laying  under  easy  sail  and 
disguised  for  decoy ;  but  the  Fox  was  too  cunning  to 
be  caught  by  artifice.  The  vessel  was  put  about  on 
the  same  tack  with  the  enemy,  to  try  the  rate  of  sailing. 
We  soon  ascertained  that  they  were  not  merchantmen; 
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for  under  their  then  short  sail  we  found  we  could  not 
lore-reach  them  but  a  little.  If  we  had  any  doubts  in 
regard  to  the  matter  they  were  toon  removed,  for  they 
shortly  made  sail  in  chase. 

At  this  time  the  Tenados  frigate  was  about  three 
miles  on  oar  lee  quarter,  and  the  barque  about  four. 
The  chase  continued  until  12,  night,  at  which  time  the 
Tenados  was  three  miles  on  our  weather  quarter,  ha- 
ving eaten  us  this  much  out  of  the  wind.    The  breeze 
steadily  increased  till  it  blew  almost  a  gale.    The.barque 
•till  hung  on  our  lee  quarter,  not  gaining  any.    The 
ship,  at  12,  was  able  to  carry  her  fore  topmast  studding 
sail  to  advantage,  and  finish  the  chase  at  once.    In 
this  situation  we  found  that  something  must  be  done 
quickly  or  we  were  lost.    Captain  Brown  gave  orders 
to  have  the  square  sail  bent,  the  studding  sails  lower 
and  aloft,  got  ready.    We  then  let  Ay  the  main  sheet 
— put  the  helm  hard  aweather— squared  the  yards  as 
she  fell  off— set  square-sail  and  all  other  sail  that  would 
draw  dead  before  the  wind.    The  frigate  Immediately 
kept  away,  which  brought  us  close  together.    But  we 
soon  brought  him  dead  before  the  wind,  which  caused 
all  bis  sails  to  draw  upon  one  mast.    A  schooner  has 
a  great  advantage  in  this  position,  for  she  cad  show 
more  sail  according  to  her  size  than  a  frigate.    The 
chase  continued  all  night  and  next  day— the  wind  blow- 
ing a  strong  gale  from  N.  E.    In  the  course  of  the  day 
the  frigate  carried  away  three  topmast  studding  sail 
booms  and  lost  as  many  as  two  lower  studding  sails; 
for  we  noticed  she  set  topgallant  sails  for  lower  stud- 
ding sails.    We  kept  about  one  or  two  miles  from  him, 
but  he  never  fired  a  gun.    The  wind  increasing  in  the 
afternoon,  and  a  short,  sharp  sea  making,  caused  our 
vessel  to  steer  bad.    About  4  P.  M.  we  found  the  ship 
was  gaining  on  us.    So  thought  the  first  lieutenant 
Captain  Harry  Salter,  but  Captain  Brown  would  not 
be  convinced  for  some  time ;  he,  however,  was  satis- 
fied of  its  truth  before  it  was  too  late. 

In  the  position  we  were  then  in,  it  was  thought  best 
to  try  one  and  the  last  experiment.  This  was  to  start 
all  the  water  in  the  lower  hold,  pumping  it  out  at  the 
same  time.  This  we  found  affected  our  steering  for 
the  better;  but  still  the  enemy  gained  slowly  on  us. 
At  length  it  was  deemed  advisable  to  heave  our  guns 
overboard.  It  was  a  hard  case,  and  We  were  extreme- 
ly loth  to  do  so ;  however,  the  order  was  given,  and  in 
ten  minutes  her  decks  were  cleared  of  all  except  Long 
Tom  and  the  Long  Eights,  or,  as  some  called  them,\ 
Nines.  This  done,  it  raised  the  bows  of  the  Fox  out 
of  water  and  improved  her  speed  and  steerage.  We 
found  that  the  enemy  did  not  gain  on  us ;  nor  did  we 
leave  her  perceptibly,  although  we  were  not  a  little 
pleased  to  find  that  we  held  our  own. 

The  frigate  was  now  within  good  gun-shot,  but  did 
not  fire.  Before  heaving  our  guns  over  we  had  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  we  should  be  taken,  and  the 
captain  ordered  the  thousand  dollars  prize  money  to 
be  shared  among  the  crew,  or  otherwise  to  make  a  di- 
vision of  It  for  that  purpose,  should  we  be  so  unfortu- 
nate as  to  be  captured.  Our  greatest  fears,  in  the 
event  of  her  coming  up  with  us,  were,  that  she  would 
ran  us  down  and  destroy  every  soul  of  us— as  such 
things  have  been  done  by  the  officers  of  the  navy  of 
this  magnanimous  nation.  But  we  were  neither  doom- 
ed to  captivity  or  destruction. 

At  6  P.  M.  the  gale  greatly  increased,  attended  with 
heavy  squalls  of  rain.  We  now  had  night— and  a  dark 
one  indeed  when  the  squalls  passed  over  us.    At 


8  P.  M.  there  came  on  a  most  tremendous  squall, 
which  carried  away  our  squaresail  boom.  We  hastily 
cleared  the  wreck— took  in  studding  sails,  hauled  the 
sheets  aft,  and  then  jammed  close  on  a  wind  to  the 
southward.  At  U  P.  M.  took  in  jib  and  mainsail,  and 
hove  to  under  the  foresail,  thinking  ourselves  happy  m 
escaping,  for  we  had  but  little  hopes  of  getting  clear. 
We  now  set  the  watch  and  endeavored  to  get  some 
rest,  as  our  watching  and  anxiety  had  nearly  beat  us 
out.  The  writer  of  this  sketch  was  at  the  con  from 
the  first  hour  of  the  chase  until  the  vessel  was  hove  to 
—being  relieved  only  by  Captain  Brown  himself  just 
long  enough  to  take  a  bite  of  bread  and  meat,  Ac. 

The  next  morning  at  daylight  a  sail  was  seen  to  the 
northward.  All  hands  were  called  to  make  sail  in 
chase.  At  8  A.  M.  came  up  with  the  chase,  which 
proved  to  be  an  English  brig,  called  the  Balize,  from 
Liverpool,  and  last  from  Cork,  bound  to  Quebec,  with 
an  assorted  cargo  of  dry  goods.  The  brig  had*  been 
under  a  convoy,  but  owing  to  her  bad  sailing  was  left 
in  the  rear.  This  was  a  valuable  prize.  As  she  was 
found  to  be  a  dull  sailer,  it  was  thought  best,  under  all 
circumstances,  to  load  the  Fox  out  of  her  cargo,  there- 
by lightening  the  prize,  and  thus,  perhaps,  Improve 
her  sailing.  As  we  had  thrown  our  guns  overboard, 
it  was  also  deemed  best  for  us  to  go  into  port  with 
what  we  could  stow.  We  accordingly  went  to  work 
and  got  all  on  board  that  we  could  stow  away,  leaving 
not  a  hole  or  crevice  unfilled.  Where  we  could  not 
put  a  piece  of  broadcloth  we  stuffed  in  pieces  of  linen, 
calico,  &c.,  leaving  no  room  below  for  our  own  accom- 
modation. This  completed,  we  put  on  board  a  prize- 
master  and  crew,  and  ordered  her  to  the  nearest  port. 
I  would  here  state  that,  in  taking  out  the  goods,  we 
found  two  hogsheads  of  scalping  knives,  intended,  no 
doubt  to  be  employed  by  the  Indians.  These  we  threw 
overboard.  We  then  made  sail  for  Portsmouth,  where 
we  shortly  arrived,  having  been  sixty  days  on  the  cruise. 
The  two  prizes  first  captured  bad  arrived  safely  Into 
American  ports,  but  we  had  little  hopes  of  our  last  an  1 
best  prize  getting  in— she  being  a  very  dull  sailer;  .Ait 
she  had  the  good  luck  to  get  on  to  Saco  bar,  where 
she  arrived  in  a  thick  fog,  while  at  the  same  tine  there 
lay  at  anchor  off  Wood  Island  two  frigates.  The  good 
people  of  Saco  did  not  permit  her  to  lay  long  on  the 
bar.  At  high  water  they  got  her  Into  tue  river  and  up 
to  the  falls,  and  immediately  went  to  work  and  dis- 
charged her,  taking  the  cargo  into  the  country,  whence 
some  of  it  never  returned,— it  was  supposed.  They 
were  fearful  that  the  enemy  would  come  into  the  town 
and  perhaps  burn  it. 

The  cargo  of  these  three  prizes  sold  for  about  $600,- 
000,  and  each  seaman's  share  amounted  to  $1,380,  af- 
ter the  slicing  of  agents  and  the  owners,  their  friends 
and  relations.  Of  all  the  officers  and  crew  of  the  Pox 
that  are  now  living,  I  know  of  but  one  who  Is  not  poor 
—and  all  of  those  who  have  died,  died  poor,  which 
goes  to  establish  the  truth  of  an  old  saying,  money  ob- 
tained by  privateering  soon  takes  to  itself  wings.— 
Portland  TVanscHpt. 


Men  show  particular  folly  on  five  different  occasions : 
when  they  establish  their  fortune  on  the  ruin  of  others; 
expect  to  excite  love  by  coldness,  and  by  showing  more 
dislike  than  affection— wish  to  become  learned  In  the 
midst  of  repose  and  pleasure— seek  friends  without  ma- 
king any  advances  of  friendship ;  and  when  they  are  un- 
willing to  succor  their  friends  In  distress. 
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THE  DORCHESTER  GIANT.— THB  DECLARATION. 


Tbbbk  is  nothing  better  for  the  blues  than  reading 
'Some  of  the  humorous  poetry  of  Oliver  Wendell 
Holmes.  The  following  is  equally  graphic  and  gro- 
tesque. That  species  of  marble,  commonly  called 
11  pudding  atone,"  abounds  in  Dorchester  and  other 
places  in  the  vicinity  of  Boston,  and  is  often  met 
with,  thickly  scattered  in  rude  lumps  and  boulders 
on  the  surface  of  the  ground.  Hence  the  origin  of 
the  poem. 

THE  DORCHE8TER  GIANT. 

BT  OLIVER  WBNDILL  HOLUX8. 

These  was  a  giant  in  lime  of  old, 

A  mighty  one  was  he ; 
He  bad  a  wife,  but  she  was  a  scoid, 
So  he  kept  her  shut  in  his  mammoth  fold, 

And  he  had  children  three. 

It  happened  to  be  an  election  day, 
And%the  giants  were  choosing  a  king— 

The  people  were  not  democrats  then, 

They  didn't  talk  of  the  rights  of  men, 
And  all  that  sort  of  thing. 

Than  the  giant  took  his  children  three 

.And  fastened  them  in  the  pen : 
The  chUdren  roared— quoth  the  giant,  "Be  still  1" 
And  Dorchester  Heights  and  Milton  HiU 

Boiled  back  the  sound  again. 

Then  he  brought  them  a  pudding  stufFd  with  plums 

As  big  as  the  State  House  dome ; 
Quoth  he,  "  There's  something  fur  you  to  eat, 
To  stop  your  mouths  with  your  'lection  treat, 

And  wait  till  your  dad  comes  home." 

So  the  giant  pulled  him  a  chesnut  stout, 

And  whittled  the  boughs  away ; 
The  boys  and  their  mother  set  np  a  ehont — 
Said  he,  "  You're  in,  and  you  can't  get  out, 

Bellow  as  loud  as  you  may." 

Off  he  went,  and  growled  a  tune, 

Aa  he  strode  the  fields  along : 
'Tie  said  a  bufialo  fainted  away, 
And  f«il  as  cold  a  lump  of  clay, 

Whan  he  heard  the  giant's  song. 


Hark )  on  the  common  there  is  a  row, 

The  giants  are  fighting  there ! 
There  are  two  parties  in  politic*, 
And  they're  having  the  matter  out  with 
What  funny  oaths  they  swear! 

Now  go  it,  my  little  man  in  green, 

You're  lightest  by  a  ton  ; 
Another  slap  on  his  knowledge  box- 
There  he  is,  like  a  slaughtered  ox- 
It  was  right  bravely  done ! 


What  are  those  lone  ones  doing  now — 

The  wife  and  children  sad  1 
Oh!  they  are  in  a  terrible  rout, 
Screaming  and  throwing  their  podding  about, 

Acting  as  they  were  mad. 

They  flung  it  over  to  Roxbury  hills, 

They  flung  it  over  the  plain; 
And  all  over  Mil  ton,  and  Dorchester,  tea, 
Great  lumps  of  pudding  the  giants  threw, 

They  tumbled  as  thick  aa  rain! 


Giant  and  mammoth  have  passed  away, 

For  ages  have  floated  by ; 
The  suet  is  hard  as  a  marrow  bone, 
And  every  plum  is  turned  to  stone, 

But  there  the  puddings  lie. 


THE  DECLARATION. 
The  groups  around  the  marble  stairs 

Are  whispering  low  and  sweet, 
And,  echoing  to  the  music  strain, 

They  hear  the  dancers'  feet : 
How  sweetly  floats  that  festive  air 

Amid  the  gardens  round, 
And  lingering  on  the  night  wind's  breath 

The  swelling  cadence  sounds. 

Now  tread  they  in  the  silent  street, 

Where  bright  the  moonlight  falls 
Upon  the  mantling  vines  that  shade 

Her  father's  snowy  walls : 
Her  lover's  voice  gives  sweeter  tones 

Than  music  ever  made ; 
Her  eyes  have  sought  the  ground,  her  bum 

Still  on  his  arm  is  laid : 

41  One  moment  on  the  gallery  stay 

To  watch  the  lady  moon, 
Or  see  the  glittering  stars  that  deck 

The  purple  sky  of  June ; 
See  where  thy  clustering  roses  climb 

Upon  the  railing  high, 
And  where  the  fair  catalpa  bends 

Her  graceful  canopy. 

w  Ah  I  linger  'neath  this  moonlit  sky 

But  one  sweet  moment  more— 
I  give  my  beating  heart  to  thee 

Beside  thy  father's  door. 
Thou  wert  the  playmate  and  the  friend 

Of  childhood's  balmy  time, 
The  fancy  of  the  dreaming  boy, 

The  love  of  manhood's  prime !"  u> 

For  &$  Roser-Ntw  York,  May,  18M. 


THE  ROVER  OMNIBU8. 

To  ConnaapoHDBiiTS.— We  have  not  lost  diktat 
the  hint  given  to  us  by  H.  C.  J.  two  or  thies  wisto 
ago,  and  shall  endeavor  to  profit  by  it. 

Some  scraps  received  some  time  since  from  a  "Sub- 
scriber" at  Boston,  will  soon  be  published.  They  bin 
been  mislaid  for  awhile. 

The  lines  of  Phazma  2d,  of  Boston,  on  C.  W.  D.«P* 
pear  to  us  to  be  on  a  used  up  subject.  The  gM*  cm 
hardly  be  worth  the  powder.  , 

Some  fair  correspondent,  who  signs  herself  "Low, » 
has  sent  us  a  couple  ot  very  sweet  pieces  of  poetry, 
one  of  which,  "The  Declaration,"  is  published  in  «J 
present  number.  If  these  articles  are  origin*!.  t» 
they  certainly  are  new  to  us,  we  shall  consider  our- 
selves very  much  favored  by  further  communictuo* 
from  the  writer.  We  have  reserved  the  other  tfi&w 
our  next  number. 

••Our  Childhood's  Days,"  by  S.  M.  E.  is  too  com- 
mon place.  To  write  well  on  a  hackneyed  subject  l» 
no  easy  matter.  - 

Lines  to by  O.  P.  of  Albany,  nave  not  iw* 

cieni  interest  for  publication. 

Other  articles  on  hand  will  be  attended  to  fooa. 
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THE  WIFE'S  REMONSTRANCE. 

BT  CAR0X.XK2  U.  SAWYER. 

Oh,  why  are  you  sad  when  all  others  are  gay  1 

Is  earth  darker  now  than  in  life's  early  day  ? 

Is  the  kind  hand  withdrawn  that  upheld  us  of  yore, 

Or  the  blight  laughing  sunshire  around  us  no  more? 

No;  earth  is  still  smiling,  and  nature  is  clad 

In  all  her  old  beauty— then  why  art  thou  sad  ? 

True,  some  friends,  grown  faithless,  seem  cold  and  es- 
tranged, 
But  others  are  left  us  whose  love  is  unchanged ; 
Whose  hearts,  through  all  seasons  of  good  or  of  ill, 
Like  the  ivy,  around  us  cling  faithfully  still! 
Let  us  cherish  them  deep  in  our  hearts,  and  be  glad, 
For  oh  I  with  such  blessings  how  can  we  be  sad  1 

You  say  we  are  poor ! — ah,  I  have  not  forgot 
That  to  struggle  with  fortune  is  oft  times  our  lot; 
But  think  you  that  we  arc  less  happy  than  they 
Who  drag  on  'mid  splendor  their  wearisome  day? 
For  their  wealth  would  you  barter  the  bliss  we  have  had? 
Oh  not  then  what  need  have  our  hearts  to  be  sad  1 

Why  fear  for  the  future  ?— for  nine  years  or  more, 
Wchavo  managed  to  ketp  the  gaum  woll  from  our  door; 
And  why,  in  the  days  yet  to  come,  should  our  state, 
Though  humble,  be  marked  by  a  gloomier  fate? 
Let  us  give  God  our  thanks  for  the  paat,  and  be  gtad ; 
How  much  more  need  have  others,  than  we,  to  be  sad ! 

I  know  there  are  seasons  when,  strive  aa  we  will, 
Presentiment  whispers  for  ever  of  ill ; 
There  are  dark,  boding  visions  of  trouble  and  pain, 
That  lurk  in  the  heart  till  they  madden  the  brain  1 
Wo,  wo  for  that  bosom  !  it  cannot  be  glad — 
0  God,  shield  us  well  from  such  cause  to  be  sad ! 

Let  us  humbly  hope  on ;  and  if  dark  be  our  way, 
Remember  that  night  is  e'er  followed  by  day; 
Though  tempests  and  whirlwinds  may  rage  through  the 

skies, 
They  will  pass,  and  the  sunshine  again  meet  our  eyes; 
Let  our  hearts  and  our  brows,  then,  in  sunshine  be  clad, 
For  God  made  us  not  to  be  gloomy  and  sad  I 


NEW    BRIGHTON. 

WITH  AX  KNGKATIXO. 

It  was  the  remark  of  an  accomplished  European 
traveler  who,  being  a  great  lover  of  nature,  had  tra- 
versed the  Confederacy  far  and  wide  in  search  of  the 
picturesque,  that  ho  only  wanted  "  to  float  off  Staten 
Island  to  Europe  to  give  his  countrymen  an  idea  of  the 
scenic  beauties  of  America  :  the  rest  of  the  continent 
might  be  swallowed  up  in  the  ocean  for  what  he  cared 
—this  little  inland  com  pi  I  ted  in  miniature  every  thing 
4hat  was  characteristic  about  it  1"  And  true  it  is  thnt 
*hila  the  little  hills  of  Staten  Island  are  more  like 
mountains  than  many  upland*  of  twenty  times  thvir 
"tight,  her  prudent  groves  might  readily  be  mistaken 
for  primeval  forests;  her  broad  niea  lows  for  a  southern 
•avannah  or  Illinois  prairie,  and  ht  r  diminutive  lake- 
lets, with  their  wooded  headlands  all  in  such  Wry 
proportion  to  the  little  areas  of  water  they  divert Ify, 
▼<*»*•  IlL-No  13. 


pass  for  Lilliputian  types  of  the  beautiful  lakes  of  the 
interior.  * 

It  is  this  diversity  of  scenery,  all  within  an  after- 
noon's drive  of  New  Brighton,  which  gives  its  best 
attractions  to  that  most  comfortable  of  watering  pla- 
ces. It  is  too  near  the  city  and  too  cheaply  accessible 
ever  to  be  pre-eminently  fashionable—  though  its  cock- 
ney name  was  originally  given  with  that  intention, 
f*nd  a  spasmodic  effort  is  made  every  summer  to  pufT 
it  into  the  posiifon  once  filled  exclusively  by  Saratoga. 
A  most  wretched  policy  ;  for  while  fashionable  whim 
is  from  season  to  season  ever  fluctuating  bctweeen 
one  place  of  summer  resort  and  another — the  true  and 
real  attractions  of  New  Biigton  are  of  so  permanent  a 
character  that  she  must  ever  be  independant  of  their 
caprices.  The  yatcher,  the'bather,  the  horseman,  the 
sketcher,  the  florist,  can  always  here  enjoy  his  favorite 
diversion,  white  quartered  as  comfortably  as  in  the  best 
built  street  in  the  city:  while  in  an  half  hour's  time  ho 
can  exchange  the  singing  of  birds,  the  breeze  on  the 
hills,  and  the  music  of  waters  for  the  busy  atmos- 
phere of  Wall  street.  He  may  live  as  secluded  in  his 
airy  room  at  tho  Pavilion  as  a  student  in  his  college 
cloister— or  he  may  mingle  with  the  danco  in  the 
evening— or  pace  the  long  piazza  with  some  gay  bevy, 
and  air  his  sentimental  vocabulary  at  option  under  the 
thtifty  elms.  In  a  word,  though  its  palaces  are  but 
pine  and  stucco,  and  its  name  a  cockneficd  abomina- 
tion in  the  ears  of  taste,  yet  elegance,  aiiiness,  conve- 
nience and  enjoyment  are  found  in  and  about  them  as 
abundantly  as  in  any  place  of  summer  resort  through- 
out the  broad  union :  and  none  of  our  country  subscri- 
bers should  think  they  have  a  full  idea  of  the  beautlee 
of  the  bay  of  New  York,  unless  they  have  watched  Ita 
animated  shipping  from  the  dclightiful  terrace  of  New 
Brighton, 


BARRING-OUT  THE  MASTER. 
This  cos  ton  of  the  school-boys,  when  they  wished  to 
41  bring  the  master  to  terms,"  In  lengthening  oat 
their  holydays  or  granting  them  some  other  desired 
boon,  used  to  be  somewhat  prevalent  in  England 
many  years  ago,  and  wc  believe  it  has  not  entirely 
gone  out  of  use  in  some  parts  of  the  country  even  to 
this  day.    The  same  custom  has  prevailed  to  some 
extent  in  some  of  our  Southern  states.    A  writer  in 
a  London  periodical  some  eight  or  ten  years  ago 
gave  the  following  well  drawn  sketch  of  one  of  the 
last  instances  of  "  barring-out." 
It  was  a  few  days  before  the  usual  period  of  the 
Christmas  holydays  arrived,  when  the  leading  scholars 
of  the  head  form  determined  on  reviving  the  ancient 
but  almost  obsolete  custom  of  barring-cut  the  master 
of  the  schooh    Many  years  had  elapsed  since  the  at- 
tempt had  succeeded;  and  many  times  since  that 
petlod  had  it  been  made  in  vain.    The  scholars  had 
heard  of  the  glorious  feats  of  their  forefathers  In  their 
boyish  yoars,  when  they  set  the  lash  of  the  master  at 
defiance  for  days  together.    Now,  alas  I  all  was  chang- 
ed i  the  master,  in  the  opinion  of  the  boys,  reigned  a 
despot  absolute  and  uncontrolled.    The  merciless  cru- 
elty of  hts  rod,  and  the  heaviness  of  his  tasks  were  In- 
supportable    The  accustomed  holydays  had  been  ft- 
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scinded ;  the  usual  Christmas  feast  reduced  to  a  non- 
entity, and  the  chartered  rights  of  the  scholars  were 
continually  violated.  These  grievances  were  discussed 
seriatim;  and  we  all  were  unanimously  of  opinion  that 
our  wrongs  should,  if  possible,  be  redressed.  But 
how  the  object  should  be  effected  was  a  momentous 
and  weighty  affair.  .The  master  was  a  clergyman  of  the 
old  school,  who  for  the  last  forty  years  had  exercised 
an  authority  hitherto  uncontrolled,  and  who  had  no 
idea  of  enforcing  scholastic  discipline  without  the  ex- 
ercise of  the  whip.  The  consequences  of  a  failure 
were  terrible  to  reflect  upon ;  but  then,  the  anticipation 
of  success,  and  the  glory  attendant  upon  the  enterpiize, 
if  successful,  were  sufficient  to  dispel  every  fear. 

At  the  head  of  the  Greek  class,  there  was  one  whose 
very  soul  seemed  formed  for  the  most  daring  attempts. 
He  communicated  his  intentions  to  a  chosen  few,  of 
which  the  writer  was  one,  and  offered  to  be  the  leader 
of  the  undertaking,  if  we  would  promise  him  our  sup- 
port. We  hesitated  ;  but  he  represented  the  certainty 
of  success  with  such  feeling  eloquence,  that  he  entirely 
subdued  our  opposition.  He  stated  that  Addison  had 
acquired  immortal  fame  by  a  similar  enterptize.  He 
told  us  that  almost  every  effort  in  the  sacred  cause  of 
freedom  had  succeeded.  He  appealed  to  our  classical 
recollections ;  Epaminondas  and  Leonidas  were  worthy 
of  our  example ;  Tarquin  and  Caesar,  as  tyrants,  had 
fallen  before  the  united  efforts  of  freedom :  we  had  only 
to  be  unanimous,  and  the  rod  of  this  scholastic 'despot 
would  be  for  ever  broken.  We  then  entered  enthusi- 
astically into  his  views.  He  observed  that  delays 
were  dangerous;  the  "barring-out,"  he  said,  " should 
take  place  the  very  next  morning,  to  prevent  the  pos- 
sibility of  being  betrayed.1'  On  a  previous  occasion 
(he  said,)  some  officious  little  urchin  had  told  the 
master  the  whole  plot— several  days  having  been  al- 
lowed to  intervene  between  the  planning  of  the  project 
and  its  execution ;  and,  to  the  astonishment  of  the 
boys,  it  appeared  they  found  the  master  at  his  desk 
two  hours  before  his  usual  time,  and  had  the  morti- 
fication of  being  congratulated  on  their  early  atten- 
dance, with  an  order  to  be  there  every  morning  at  the 
same  hour. 

To  prevent  the  recurrence  of  such  a  defeat,  we  de- 
termined on  organizing  our  plans  that  very  night. 
The  boys  were  accordingly  told  to  assemble  after  school 
hours  at  a  well  known  tombstone,  in  the  neighboring 
churchyard,  as  something  of  importance  was  under 
consideration.  The  place  of  meeting  was  an  elevated 
parallelogram  tombstone,  which  had  always  served  as 
a  kind  of  council- table  to  settle  our  little  disputes,  as 
well  as  parties  of  pleasure.  Here  we  all  assembled  at 
the  appointed  time.  Our  leader  took  his  stand  at  one 
end  of  the  stone,  with  the  head  boys  who  were  in  the 
secret  on  each  side  of  him. 

"My  boys  (he  laconically  observed)  to-morrow  morn- 
ing we  are  to  bar-out  the  flogging  parson ;  and  to  make 
him  promise  that  he  will  not  flog  us  hereafter  without 
a  cause ;  nor  set  us  long  tasks,  or  deprive  us  of  our 
holydays.    The  boys  of  the  Greek  form  will  be  your 
captains,  and  I  am  to  be  your  captain-general.    Those 
who  are  cowards  had  better  retire,  and  be  satisfied  with 
future  floggings ;  but  you  who  have  courage,  and  know  i 
what  it  is  to  have  been  flogged  for  nothing,  come  here  | 
and  sign  your  names."    He  immediately  pulled  out  a  , 
pen  and  a  sheet  of  paper;  and  having  tied  some  bits  of 
thread  round  the  finger  ends  of  two  or  three  boys, 
with  a  pin  he  drew  blood  to  answer  for  ink,  and  to  give 


more  solemnity  to  the  act.  He  signed  the  first,  the 
I  captains  next,  and  the  rest  in  succession.  Many  of 
j  the  lesser  boys  slunk  away  during  the  ceremony  ;  but, 

on  counting  the  names,  we  found  we  mustered  up- 
;  ward  of  forty — sufficient,  it  was  imagined,  even  to 

carry  the  school  by  storm.  The  captain-general  then 
!  addressed  us :— "  I  have  the  key  of  the  school,  and 

shall  be  there  at  seven  o'clock.    The  old  parson  will 
1  arrive  at  nine,  and  every  one  of  you  must  be  there  be- 
'  fore  eight,  to  allow  us  one  hour  for  barrica  doing  the 
doors  and  windows.    Bring  with  you  as  much  pro- 
vision as  you  can;  and  tell  your  parents  that  you  have 
|  to  take  your  dinner  in  school.    Let  every  one  of  you 
I  have  some  weapon  of  defence ;  you  who  cannot  obtain 
'  a  sword,  pistol,  or  poker,  must  bring  a  string  or  cudgel. 
]  Now  all  go  home  directly,  and  be  sure  to  arrive  early 
in  the  morning." 

j  Perhaps  a  more  restless  and  anxious  night  was  never 
I  passed  by  young  recruits  on  the  eve  of  a  general  battle. 
Many  of  us  rose  some  hours  before  the  time ;  and  at 
!  seven  o'clock,  when  the  school-door  was  opened,  there 
was  a  tolerable  numerous  muster.  Our  captain  imme- 
diately ordered  candles  to  be  lighted,  and  a  rousing 
fire  to  be  made  (for  it  was  a  dark  December's  morn- 
ing.) He  then  began  to  examine  the  store  of  provis- 
ions, and  the  arms  which  each  had  brought  In  the 
mean  time  the  arrival  of  every  boy  with  additional  ma- 
terial, was  announced  by  tremendous  cheers. 

At  length  the  church  clock  struck  eight.  "Proceed 
to  barricado  doors  and  windows  (exclaimed  the  cap- 
tain,) or  the  old  lion  will  be  upon  us  before  we  are  pre- 
pared to  meet  him."  In  an  instant  the  old  oaken  door 
rang  on  its  heavy  hinges.  Some,  with  hammers, 
gimblets,  and  nails,  were  eagerly  securing  the  windows, 
while  others  were  dragging  along  the  ponderous  desks, 
forms,  and  everything  portable,  to  blockade,  with  cer- 
tain security,  every  place  which  might  admit  of  in- 
gress. This  operation  being  completed,  the  captain 
mounted  the  master's  rostrum,  and  called  over  the  list 
of  names,  when  he  found  only  two  or  three  missing. 
He  then  proceeded  to  classify  them  into  divisions  or 
companies  of  six  and  assigned  to  each  its  respective 
captain.  He  prescribed  the  duties  of  each  company. 
Two  were  to  guard  the  large  casement  window,  where, 
it  was  expected,  the  first  attack  would  be  made ;  this 
was  considered  the  post  of  honor,  and  consequently 
the  strongest  boys,  with  the  most  formidable  weapons, 
were  selected,  whom  we  called  grenadiers.  Another 
company,  whom  we  considered  as  light  infantry,  or 
sharp  shooters,  were  ordered  to  mount  a  large  desk  in 
the  centre  of  the  school;  and,  armed  with  squibs^ 
crackers,  and  various  missiles,  they  were  to  attack  the 
enemy  over  the  heads  of  the  combatants.  Xhe  other 
divisions  were  to  guard  the  back  windows  and  door, 
and  to  act  according  to  the  emergency  of  the  moment. 
Our  leader  then  moved  some  resolutions  (which  in  im- 
itation of  Brutus  he  had  cogitated  during  the  previous 
night,)  to  the  effect  that  each  individual  should  im- 
plicitly obey  his  own  captain,  that  each  captain  should 
follow  the  orders  of  the  captain-general,  and  that  a 
corps  de  reserve  should  be  stationed  in  the  rear,  to  en- 
force this  obedience,  and  prevent  the  combatants  fron* 
taking  to  flight.  The  resolutions  were  passed  amidst 
loud  vociferations. 

We  next  commenced  an  examination  of  the  various 
weapons,  and  found  them  to  consist  of  one  old  blun- 
derbuss, one  pistol,  two  old  swords,  a  few  rusty  pokers, 
and  sticks,  stones,  squibs,  and  gun-powder  in  abua- 
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dance.  The  fire- arms  were  Immediately  loaded  with 
blank-powder;  the  swords  were  sharpened,  the  pokers 
heated  in  the  fire.  These  weapons  were  assigned  to 
the  most  daring  company,  who  had  to  protect  the  prin- 
cipal window.  The  missiles  were  for  the  light  infantry, 
and  all  the  rest  were  armed  with  sticks. 

We  now  began  to  manoeuvre  onr  companies,  by 
inarching  them  into  line  and  column,  so  that  every 
one  might  know  his  own  situation.  In  the  midst  of 
this  preparation  the  sentinel,  whom  we  had  placed  at 
the  window,  loudly  vociferated,  "  the  parson !  the  par- 
son's coming!" 

In  an  instant  all  was  confusion.  Every  one  ran  he 
knew  not  where ;  as  if  eager  to  fly,  or  screen  himself 
from  observation.  Our  captain  instantly  mounted  a 
form,  and  calling  to  the  captains  of  the  two  leading 
companies  to  take  their  stations.  They  immediately 
obeyedj  and  the  other  companies  followed  their  ex- 
ample, though  they  found  it  much  more  difficult  to 
manoeuvre  when  danger  approached,  than  they  had  a 
few  minutes  before !  The  well-known  footstep  which 
had  often  struck  on  our  ears  with  terror,  was  now 
heard  to  advance  along  the  portico.  The  master  tried 
to  lift  the  latch  again  and  again  in  vain.  The  mutter- 
ing of  his  stern  voice  sounded  on  our  ears  like  the 
lion's  growl.  A  death-like  silence  prevailed.  We 
scarcely  dared  to  breathe.  The  palpitations  of  our 
little  hearts  could  perhaps  alone  be  heard.  The  object 
of  our  dread  then  went  round  to  the  front  window,  for 
the  purpose  of  ascertaining  whether  any  one  was  in 
the  school,  Every  footstep  struck  us  with  awe  j  not  a 
"word,  not  a  whisper  was  heard.  He  approached  close 
to  the  window ;  and  with  an  astonished  countenance 
stood  gazing  upon  us,  while  we  were  ranged  in  battle 
array,  motionless  as  statues,  and  silent  as  the  tomb. 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?"  he  impatiently  ex- 
claimed. But  no  answer  could  he  obtain ;  for  who 
would  have  dared  to  render  himself  conspicuous  by  a 
reply  1  Pallid  countenances  and  livid  lips  betrayed 
our  fears.  The  courage  which  one  hour  before  was 
ready  to  brave  every  danger,  appeared  to  be  fled. 
Every  one  seemed  anxious  to  conceal  himself  from 
view  ;  and  there  would  certainly  have  been  a  general 
flight  through  the  back  windows,  had  it  not  been  for 
the  prudent  regulation  of  a  corps  de-rcscirc,  armed 
with  cudgels,  to  prevent  it. 

"  You  young  scoundrels,  open  the  door  instantly," 
he  again  exclaimed ;  and  what  added  to  our  indescri- 
bable horror,  in  a  fit  of  rage  he  dashed  his  hand  through 
Ihe  window,  which  consisted  of  small  diamond- shaped 
panes,  and  appeared  as  if  determined  to  force  his  way 
in. 

Fear  and  trepidation,  attended  by  an  increasing  com- 
motion, now  possessed  us  all.  At  this  critical  moment 
eyery  eye  turned  to  our  captain,  as  if  to  reproach  him 
for  having  brought  us  into  this  terrible  dilemma.  He 
alone  stood  unmoved ;  but  he  saw  that  none  would 
have  courage  to  obey  his  commands.  Some  exciting 
stimulus  was  necessary.  Suddenly  waving  his  hand, 
he  exclaimed  aloud,  "Three  cheers  for  the  barring  out, 
and  success  to  our  cause!"  [hurra!  hurra!  hurra!] 
The  cheers  weTe  tremendous.  Our  courage  revived; 
the  blood  flushed  in  our  cheeks;  the  parson  was  break- 
ing in;  the  moment  was  critical.  Oer  enptain  un- 
daunted sprang  to  the  fire-place— seized  a  heated  poker 
In  one  hand,  and  a  blazing  torch  in  the  other.  The 
latter  ho  gave  to  the  captain  of  the  sharp-shooters,  and 
told  him  to  prepare  a  volley;  when,  with  the  red-hot 


poker,  he  fearlessly  advanced  to  the  window  seat ;  and 
daring  his  master  to  enter,  he  ordered  an  attack— and 
an  attack  indeed  was  made,  sufficiently  tremendous  to 
have  repelled  a  more  powerful  assailant.  The  missiles 
flew  at  the  ill-fated  wrhdow  from  every  quarter.  The 
blunderbuss  and  the  pistol  were  fired ;  squibs  and  crack- 
ers,  inkstands  and  rules,  stones,  and  even  burning  coals 
came  in  showers  about  the  casement,  and  broke  some 
of  the  panes  into  a  thousand  pieces;  while  blazing 
torches,  heated  pokers,  and  sticks,  stood  bristling  under 
the  window.  The  whole  wa3  scarcely  the  work  of  a 
minute.  The  astonished  master  reeled  back  in  dumb 
amazement.  He  had  evidently  been  struck  with  a 
missile  or  with  the  broken  glass ;  and  probably  fancied 
he  was  wounded  by  the  fire-arms.  The  school  rang 
with  shouts  of"  victory,"  and  continued  cheering. 

"The  enemy  again  approaches,"  cries  the  captain  ; 
:,fire  another  volley;  stay,  he  seeks  a  parley,  hear  him." 

"  What  is  the  meaning,  I  say,  of  this  horrid  tu- 
mult ?" 

"The  barring-out,  the  barring-out!"  a  dozen  voices 
Instantly  exclaimed. 

"  For  shame,"  says  he,  in  a  tone  evidently  subdued,  " 
"  what  disgrace  you  are  bringing  upon  yourselves  and 
the  school.    What  will  the  trustees— what  will  your 
parents  say?    William  (continued  he,  addressing  the 
captain,)  open  the  door  without  further  delay." 

"I  will,  sir,"  he  replied?  "on  your  promising  to  par- 
don  us,  and  to  give  us  our  lawful  holydays,  of  which 
we  have  lately  been  deprived ;  and  not  set  us  tasks 
during  the  holydays." 

'Yes,  yes,"  said  several  squealing  voices,  "that  is 
what  we  want ;  and  not  to  be  flogged  for  nothing." 

"You  Insolent  scoundrels!  you  consummate  young 
villains !"  he  exclaimed  choking  with  rage,  and  at  the 
same  time  making  a  furious  effort  to  break  through 
the  already  shattered  window,  "open  the  door  instant- 
ly, or  I'll  break  in  your  hides." 

"  Not  on  those  conditions,"  replied  our  captain  with 
provoking  coolness;  "come  on  my  boys;  another 
volley." 

No  sooner  said  than  done,  and  even  with  more  fury 
than  before.  Like  men  driven  to  despair,  who  expect 
no  quarter  on  surrendering,  the  little  urchins  daringly 
mounted  the  window  seat,  which  was  a  broad  old- 
fashioned  one,  and  pointed  the  fire-arms  and  heated 
poker  at  him ;  while  others  advanced  with  squibs  and 
missiles. 

"  Come  on,  my  lads,"  says  the  captain,  "let  this  bo 
our  Thermopyla3,  and  I  will  be  your  Leonidas."  And, 
indeed,  so  daring  were  they,  that  each  seemed  ready 
to  emulate  the  Spartans  of  old.  The  master  seeing 
their  determined  obstinacy,  turned  around  without 
further  remonstrance,  and  indignantly  walked  away. 

Relieved  from  our  terrors,  we  now  became  intoxica- 
ted with  joy  !  The  walls  rang  with  repeated  hurrahs  t 
In  the  madness  of  enthusiasm  some  of  the  boys  be- 
gan to  tear  up  the  forms,  throw  the  books  about,  break 
the  slates,  locks,  and  cupboards,  and  and  act  so  outra- 
geously that  the  captain  called  them  to  order;  not, 
however,  before  the  master's  desk  and  drawers  had 
been  broken  open,  and  every  plaything  which  had  been 
taken  from  the  scholars,  restored  to  its  owner. 

We  now  began  to  think  of  provisions.  They  were 
all  placed  on  one  table,  and  dealt  out  in  rations  by  the 
captains  of  each  company.  In  the  mean  time  we  held 
a  council  of  war,  as  we  called  it,  to  determine  on  what 
was  to  be  done. 
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In  a  recess  at  the  east  end  of  the  school  there  stood 
a  large  oak  chest  black  with  age,  whose  heavy  hinges 
had  become  corroded  with  years  of  rust.  It  was 
known  to  contain  the  records  and  endowments  of  the 
school,  and,  as  wc  presumed,  the  regulations  for  the 
treatment  of  the  scholars.  The  oldest  boy  bad  never 
seen  its  inside.  Attempts,  dictated  by  the  most  iu 
satiable  curiosity  had  often  been  made  to  open  it ;  but 
it  was  deemed  impregnable.  It  was  guarded  by  three 
immense  locks,  and  each  key  was  in  the  possession  of 
different  persons.  The  wood  appeared  to  be  nearly 
half  a  foot  thick,  and  every  corner  was  plaited  with 
iron.  All  eyes  were  instinctively  directed  to  this  mys- 
terious chest.  Could  any  means  be  devised  Tor  effect- 
ing an  entrance?  was  the  natural  question.  We  all 
proceeded  to  reconnoitre.  We  attempted  to  move  it, 
but  in  vain.  Wo  made  some  feeble  efforts  to  force  the 
lid;  it  was  firm  as  a  block  of  marble.  At  length  one 
daring  urchin  brought  from  the  fire-place  a  red  hot  po- 
ker, and  began  to  bore  through  its  sUes.  An  universal 
shout  was  given.  Other  pokers  were  brought,  and  to 
work  they  went.  The  smoke  and  tremendous  smell 
•which  the  old  wood  sent  forth  rather  alarmed  us.  We 
were  apprehensive  that  wo  might  burn  the  records,  in 
stead  of  obtaining  a  copy  of  them.  This  arrested  our 
progress  for  a  few  minutes. 

At  this  critical  moment  a  shout  was  set  up  that  the 
parson  and  a  constable  were  dbmins !  Down  went  the 
pokers,  and,  as  if  conscience-stricken,  we  were  all 
seized  with  consternation.  The  casement  window  was 
so  shattered,  that  it  could  easily  be  entered  by  any  re 
solute  fellow.  In  the  desperation  of  the  moment  we 
seized  tho  desks,  forms,  and  stools,  to  block  it  up ;  but 
our  courage  in  some  degree  had  evaporated :  and  we 
felt  reluctant  to  act  on  the  offensive.  The  old  gentle- 
man and  his  attendant  deliberately  inspected  the  win- 
dows and  fastenings;  but,  without  making  any  at- 
tempt to  enter,  they  retreated,  for  the  purpose,  as  we 
presumed,  of  obtaining  additional  assistance.  What 
was  now  to  be  done?  The  master  appeared  to  be  ob- 
durate ;  and  we  had  gone  too  far  to  recede.  Some 
proposed  10  drill  a  hole  through  the  window-seat,  fill 
it  with  gunpowder,  and  explode  it,  if  any  one  attemp- 
ted to  enter.  Others  thought  we  had  better  prepare 
to  set  fire  to  the  school  sooner  than  surrender  uncondi- 
tionally. But  the  majority  advised,  what  was  perhaps 
the  most  prudent  resolution,  to  wait  for  anotherattack ; 
and,  if  we  saw  no  hopes  of  sustaining  a  longer  de- 
fence, to  make  tho  best  retreat  we  could. 

The  affair  of  the  barring- out  had  now  become  known 
and  persons  began  to  assemble  around  the  windows, 
calling  out  that  the  master  was  coming  with  assistants, 
and  saying  every  thing  to  intimidate  us.  Many  of  us 
were  completely  jaded  with  tho  over-cxciteinent  we 
had  experienced  since  tho  previous  evening.  The 
school  was  hot,  close,  and  full  of  smoke.  Some  were 
longing  for  liberty  and  fresh  air ;  and  most  of  us  were 
now  of  opinion  that  wc  had  engaged  in  an  affair  which 
it  was  Impossible  to  accomplish.  In  this  slate  of 
mind  we  received  another  visit  from  our  dreaded  mas- 
ter. With  his  stick  he  commenced  a  more  furious  at 
tack  than  before;  and  observing  us  less  turbulent,  he 
appeared  determined  to  force  his  way,  in  spite  of  the 
barrfcadoes.  The  younger  boys  thought  of  nothing 
but  flight  and  self  preservation  ;  and  the  rueh  to  the 
back-windows  became  general.  In  the  midst  of  this 
consternation  our  captain  exclaims—11  Let  us  not  fly 
like  cowards  j  if  we  must  surrender,  let  the  gates  of 


the  citadel  be  thrown  open ;  the  day  is  against  us  \  but 
let  us  bravely  face  the  enemy,  and  march  out  with  the 
honors  of  war  "  Some  few  had  already  escaped;  bat 
the  rest  immediately  ranged  themselves  on  each  side  of 
the  school,  in  two  extended  lines,  with  their  weapon* 
in  hand.  The  door  was  thrown  open—the  master  in* 
stantly  entered,  and  passed  between  the  two  lines  de- 
nouncing vengeance  on  us  all.  But  aa  he  marched  it, 
we  marched  out  in  military  order;  and  giving  tares 
cheers,  we  dispersed  into  the  neighboring  fields. 

We  shortly  met  again,  and  after  a  little  consultation, 
it  was  determined  that  none  of  the  leaders  should 
come  to  school  until  sent  for,  and  a  free  pardon  given. 

The  defection,  however,  was  so  general  that  do  cor- 
poreal punishment  took  place.  Many  of  the  boys  did 
not  return  till  after  the  holydays;  and  several  of  tho 
elder  ones  never  entered  the  school  again. 


HOW  CHEERY  AHE  THE  MARINERS. 

DT  TAE3C   BENJAMIN. 

How  cheery  are  the  maiinera— 

Those  lovers  of  the  sea  1 
Their  hearts  arc  like  its  yeasty  waves, 

As  bounding  and  as  free ; 
They  whistle  when  the  storm-bird  wheel* 

In  circles  round  the  mast, 
And  6ing  when  deep  in  foam  the  ship 

Ploughs  onward  to  the  blast. 

What  care  the  mariners  for  gales  1 

There's  music  in  their  roar, 
When  wide  the  berth  along  the  lee, 

And  leagues  of  room  before ; 
Let  bil'owa  toss  to  mountain  htigbts, 

Or  sink  to  chasms  low ; 
The  vessel  stout  will  ride  it  out, 

Nor  shrink  when  tempests  blow. 

With  streamers  down  and  canvas  furfd, 

The  gallant  hull  will  float, 
Securely  as  on  inland  lake, 

A  silken- tassel'd  boat ;  r 

And  sound  asleep  some  mariners, 

And  some  with  watchful  eyes, 
Will  fearless  be  of  dangers  dark, 

That  roll  along  the  skies. 

God  keep  these  cheery  mariners  S 

And  temper  all  the  gales 
That  sweep  against  the  rocky  coast 

To  their  storm-shattered  sails, 
And  men  on  shore  will  bless  the  ship 

That  could  so  guided  be, 
Safe  in  the  hollow  of  His  hand, 

To  brave  the  mighty  sea  1 

WOLEE  ON  THE  HEIGHTS  OF  ABRAHAM. 
In  1759,  the  American  forests  had  been  for  about 
four  years  the  battle-ground  of  France  and  Eog!ta°. 
The  war  had  lingered,  and  its  events  had  done  liidi 
credit  to  the  British  generals  hiiherto  employed ;  te*i 
perhaps,  from  any  remarkable  deficiency  on  theirpart, 
than  from  the  great  military  talents  of  Montcalm*  the 
French  commander.  But  Sir  Jeffrey  Amherst  had 
now  succeeded  General  Abercrombiein  the  chief  com- 
mand, and  had  formed  a  plan  for  tbe  reduction  of  Ca- 
nada, by  means  of  three  armies,  v*hlch  should  enter 
the  province  by  as  many  different  routes,  and  fimulia- 
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neously  attack  all  the  strongholds  of  the  French. 
Brigadier  General  Wolfe,  a  young  but  distinguished 
officer,  was  placed  at  the  head  of  the  division  which 
was  destined  to  besiege  Quebec.  It  was  near  mid- 
summer, when  he  ascended  the  St.  Lawrence  under 
convoy  of  Admirals  Saunders  and  Holmes,  and  dis- 
embarked his  men  on  the  island  of  Orleans,  a  few 
leagues  below  the  Canadian  capital. 

Quebec,  by  its  position,  is  a  natural  fortress,  and 
much  military  science  had  even  then  been  employed 
in  strengthening  it.  The  city  occupies  a  table  land, 
on  the  tongue  of  a  peninsula,  formed  by  the  junction 
of  the  river  St.  Charles  with  the  St.  Lawrence-  At 
that  period,  it  contained  ten  thousand  inhabitants,  and 
covered  a  spneo  about  three  miles  in  circumference, 
two-thirds  of  which  were  defended  by  the  height  of 
the  precipices  and  the  rapidity  of  the  streams,  and  the 
remainder  of  the  fortification  across  the  peninsula. 
On  the  summit  of  Cape  Diamond,  three  hundred  and 
fifty  feet  above  the  level  of  the  water,  stood  a  citadel, 
the  cannon  of  which  commanded  the  whole  town. 
This  citadel,  as  well  as  the  ramparts  which  it  looked 
down  upon,  was  strongly  garrisoned.  Armed  vessels 
and  floating  batteries  were  moored  in  the  river  of  St. 
Charles ;  and  on  its  eastern  shore,  and  extending  to 
the  Montmoreoci,  lay  the  French  army,  under  the  fa- 
mous, and  hitherto  fortunate,  Marquis  de  Montcalm. 
His  troops  were  composed  partly  of  regulars,  and 
partly  of  provincials,  either  of  whom  had  the  strong- 
est motives  to  fight  valiantly;  the  latter  for  their  na- 
tive city,  the  former  for  the  capital  and  key  of  the 
French  dominion  in  America  On  the  whole,  the  de- 
fences of  Quebec  were  proportioned  to  the  importance 
of  the  city. 

Wolfe  saw  the  difficulties  of  his  undertaking,  and 
that  none  but  the  most  daring  measures  offered  even 
a  chance  of  success.  He  had,  in  the  first  place,  taken 
possession  of  Point  Lev!,  on  the  opposite  shore  of  the 
Su  Lawrence,  and  thence  battered  the  ciry  with  can- 
non-shot and  bombs,  which  beat  down  many  of  the 
houses,  but  produced  no  impression  on  the  ramparts. 
His  next  attempt  was  made  against  the  army  of  Mont- 
calm in  Its  entrenchments,  by  landing  on  the  eastern 
shore  of  the  Mont  more  nci  river,  and  attempting  to 
storm  the  lines.  He  was  repulsed,  with  the  loss  of 
five  hundred  slain.  It  was  the  policy  of  Montcalm  to 
avoid  a  general  engagement  in  the  open  field,  and 
lengthen  out  the  siege,  till  the  invading  army  should 
be  routed  by  the  severe  and  early  winter  of  that  re- 
gion. Autumn  had  already  commenced,  and  nothing 
had  been  effected  toward  the  reduction  of  the  place. 
Wolfe,  began  to  despair  of  the  result,  and  his  anxiety 
wrought  upon  his  frame,  already  debilitated  by  dis- 
ease, and  naturally  too  weak  for  the  gallant  soul  jhat, 
animated  it  He  was  observed  to  be  much  depressed. 
and  is  said  to  have  resolved  not  to  survive  the  failure  of 
the  expedition.  At  this  juncture,  while  Wolfe  was 
confined  to  a  sick-bed,  his  three  brigadiers,  Monckton, 
Townshend,  and  Murray,  conceived  a  plan  for  landing 
the  army  on  the  shore  of  the  St.  Lawrence,  above 
Quebec,  and  thence  gaining  the  heights  of  Abraham, 
by  means  of  a  narrow  passage  up  the  precipice.  In 
that  quarter,  as  the  approach  of  an  enemy  was  deem- 
ed next  to  impossible,  the  city  was  less  strongly  forti- 
fied than  elsewhere.  The  project  being  submitted  to 
the  decision  of  Wolfe,  he  immediately  acceded  to  it, 
and  deferred  the  execution  only  till  he  should  be  able 
to  superintend  it  in  person.    The  time  fixed  upon 


was  the  night  precediog  the  thirteenth  of  Septem- 
ber. 

[Wolfe  was  heard  to  say,  that  he  would  be  weH  con- 
tented to  give  an  arm  or  a  leg,  to  gain  possession  of 
Quebec.  All  things  considered,  he  was  probably  even 
better  pleased  to  win  the  city  at  the  expense  of  his  life. 
Colonel  Hamilton,  author  of  Men  and  Mapners  in 
America,  has  questioned  the  military  abilities  of  Wolfe. 
On  this  point  we  can  pass  no  opinion  ;  but  so  far  as 
we  are  qualified  to  judge,  Wolfe  showed  a  mixture  of 
enthusiasm  and  good  sense,  which  composed  a  very 
rare  and  lofty  character,  and  indicated  a  great  talent  of 
some  kind  or  other.  It  was  perfectly  characteristic  of 
Colonel  Hamilton,  that  he  should  stand  on  the  Heights 
of  Abraham,  and  endeavor  to  depreciate  the  fame  of 
Wolfe.] 

Montcalm  had  previously  been  induced,  by  the~mo- 
tions  of  the  British,  to  detach  fifteen  hundred  of  his 
men  to  a  distance,  under  the  command  of  Bougain- 
ville. On  the  appointed  night,  the  fleet  moved  three 
leagues  up  the  river,  with  Wolfe  and  the  troops  on 
board,  and  made  demonstrations  of  landing  detach- 
ments at  various  points.  Meantime,  the  general  and 
his  army  embarked  in  boats,  and  fell  down  the  river 
with  the  tide,  undiscovered  by  the  French  sentinels 
who  were  ranged  along  the  shore.  Owing  to  the  dark- 
ness of  the  night,  a  part  of  the  troops  were  landed 
somewhat  below  the  point  that  had  been  selected. 
The  Scottish  Highlanders,  however,  accustomed  to 
climb  among  the  rugged  passes  of  their  native  moun- 
tains, led  the  way  up  the  darksome  and  dangerous 
path,  followed  by  the  remainder  of  the  battalions,  as 
^st  as  the  boats  touched  the  shore.  General  Wolfe 
was  among  the  foremost.  The  ascent  was  scaled  by 
catching  hold  of  the  projections  of  the  almost  perpen- 
dicular precipice,  clinging  to  the  plants  that  had  rooted 
themselves  into  the  crevices  of  the  rocks,  and  swing- 
ing from  one  precarious  foothold  to  another,  aided  by 
the  branches  of  the  trees.  At  the  summit  there  was 
an  entrenched  party  of  the  enemy,  whom  the  van  of 
the  British  put  to  flight.  It  appears  not  improbable, 
that,  had  a  few  resolute  men  taken  their  stand  at  one 
of  the  turns  of  this  wild  path,  with  sword  and  bayo- 
net, they  might  have  defended  it  against  Wolfe's  whole 
army,  have  thrust  the  assailants  down  the  cliff,  and 
thus  have  rescued  the  province  from  its  fate.  But  no 
such  gallant  stand  was  made.  The  troops  reached 
the  verge  of  the  precipice  in  safety,  and  with  little  op- 
position, and  stood,  at  daybreak,  on  the  H tights  of 
Abraham,  within  a  mile  of  the  hostile  city.  Between 
them  and  the  ramparts,  the  ground  rose  and  fell  in  ab- 
rupt inequalities.  So  near  was  this  adventurous  ar- 
my to  Quebec,  that  they  could  hear  the  bells  of  the 
Cathedral  pealing  the  hour.  Their  commander  had 
lead  his  troops  where  there  was  no  retreat  down  the 
headlong  precipice,  nor  any  alternative  for  himself  or 
them,  save  victory  or  utter  ruin. 

[It  Is  stated  that  there  were  thirty  boats,  and  six- 
teen hundred  men ;  but  this  number  is  probably  less 
than  the  truth.  The  morning  was  overcast  and  show- 
ery. The  precipitous  ascent,  by  which  the  army  reach- 
ed the  summit  of  the  cliff,  is  now  used  as  a  path  down 
to  the  timber  rafts,  which  generally  cover  the  surface 
of  Wolfe's  Cove.] 

When  tidings  came  to  Montcalm,  that  Wolfe,  and 
the  British  forces  awaited  to  give  him  battle  on  the 
Heights  of  Abraham,  he  could  not  at  first  believe  the 
tale.    It  was  as  if  an  army  had  flown  thither  through 
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the  air.  But,  as  one  messenger  after  another  assured 
him  that  the  foe  was  really  under  the  ramparts  of  Que- 
bec, he  resolved  that  the  fate  of  Canada  should  now 
be  decided  by  one  great  battle.  It  would  still,  no 
doubt,  have  been  the  best  policy  of  the  gallant  French- 
man to  avoid  a  general  engagement,  and  trust  the  de- 
fence of  Quebec  to  its  walls  and  citadel ;  which  latter 
fortress,  at  least,  was  capable  of  sustaining  a  regular 
seige.  The  enterprize  of  the  British  commander  was, 
in  fact,  the  ultimate  resource  of  a  desperate  man ;  with- 
out a  battle,  he  was  almost  certainly  lost;  but  there 
appeared  to  be  no  need  that  his  adversary,  whose  sit- 
uation was  so  different,  should  play  the  desperate 
game  which  gave  Wolfe  his  only  chance.  Such,  how- 
ever, were  not  tho  reflections  of  Montcalm.  When 
convinced  that  the  Biitish  had  actually  gained  the 
Height,  he  lost  no  time  in  passing  his  army  across  the 
river  St.  Charles  which  lay  between  him  and  the  city. 
Wolfe,  aware  of  the  enemy's  movements,  immediate- 
ly arranged  his  order  of  battle,  placing  himself  on  the 
tight  of  the  line.  Montcalm,  in  person,  commanded 
the  left  wing  of  the  French.  Thus,  when  the  two  ar- 
mies met,  their  generals  encountered  each  other  amid 
the  smoke,  and  dust,  and  fury  of  the  conflict,  where  it 
raged  the  fiercest. 

We  shall  describe  the  battle  on  the  Heights  of  Abra- 
ham, no  farther  than  it  is  connected  with  the  fate  of 
Wolfe.  Early  in  the  action,  a  bullet  struck  his  wrist ; 
around  which  he  wrapped  his  handkerchief,  and  waved 
the  wounded  arm  to  encourage  his  men  onward.  Not 
long  afterward,  he  received  a  second  shot,  in  tho  groin, 
but  continued  to  advance,  without  betraying  that  he 
was  again  wounded.  While  the  fate  of  the  day  was 
still  doubtful,  a  third  ball  passed  through  his  body,  and 
stretched  him  on  the  field.  Even  then  he  would 
scarcely  allow  himself  to  be  conveyed  to  the  rear.  Re- 
clining against  a  rock,  which,  in  after  times,  was  ven- 
erated as  a  hero's  death-pillow,  he  had  sank  into  a  stu- 
por, no  loDger  mindful  of  the  din  of  arms.  But  a  shout 
came  pealing  across  the  battle-field—"  They  fly  !  they 
fly  1"— and  starting  as  from  sleep,  Wolfe  looked  ear- 
nestly round  on  his  kneeling  attendants.  "  Who  fly  1" 
he  inquired.  "The  French !"  replied  the  lieutenant 
who  supported  him.  The  martial  enthusiasm  of  Wolfe 
gleamed  forth  upon  his  countenance,  like  the  efful- 
gence of  the  sun,  and  changed  his  expiring  agony  to 
transport.  "  Then  I  die  happy  1"  he  exclaimed ;  and 
there  lay  his  corpse  upon  the  victorious  field,  while  his 
spirit  was  borne  away  upon  the  very  shout  that  an- 
nounced his  triumph. 

Never— never— was  there  a  death  more  glorious! 
If  a  man's  heart  do  not  throb  higher  at  the  tale,  he 
has  not  the  heart  of  %  man  within  his  breast.  Rank 
and  honors,  all  that  his  King  could  give  awaited  Wolfe 
in  England ;  but  no  such  glorious  moment  could  have* 
come  to  him  again ;  and  it  was  better  for  him  then  and 
there  to  die,  leaning  against  his  stony  pillow,  listening 
to  the  peal  of  his  own  triumph— and  consecrating,  with 
his  life-blood,  the  soil  which  he  added  to  the  dominion 
of  Britain. 

[Wolfe  died  at  the  age  of  thirty-three.  It  was  said, 
that,  at  the  period  of  his  victory  and  death,  he  was 
suffering  under  a  mortal  disease,  and  could  have  sur 
vived  but  a  few  months.  A  monument  has  recently 
been  erected  to  his  memory  by  Lord  Aylmer,  late  Go- 
vernor-General of  Canada. 

He  who  has  not  his  hand  open  has  bis  heart  shut 


VIRTUE. 

BY  MRS.  F.  X..  D.  TOWSTSBJSTD. 

Awake  my  lyre — resume  thy  wonted  strains, 
Attuned  again  by  poesy's  gentle  breath, 

Teach  me  this  truth,  which  Heaven  itself  main taina, 
That  Virtue's  power  transcends  the  bounds  of  death. 

Though  Vice,  exulting,  boasts  a  short-lived  sway, 
And  bids  defiance  to  the  storms  of  Fate, 

His  reign  will  quickly,  quickly  pass  away, 
And  nought  remain  of  him,  once  falsely  great. 

The  thunders  roll,  and  tempests  spend  their  rage, 
The  powers  celestial  all  their  force  combine — 

Virtue  will  rise,  and  shine  in  every  age, 
Her  influence  reach  beyond  the  bounds  of  time. 

Then  in  this  pilgrimage  of  joy  and  wo 

Seek  Virtue  for  the  soother  of  thy  days- 
Forsake  her  not,  nor  from  her  guidance  go— 
"  Her  paths  are  peace,  and  pleasant  are  her  ways.'* 
For  the  Rover— Boston,  June,  1844. 


A  NIGHT  WITH"  BURNS, 

BY    BHELTON    MACEIHZIB. 

Andbbw  Horner— like  an  Indiaman  from  Calcutta, 
or  Barney  Riordan,  when  he  met  the  American  liner 
far  out  at  sea— was  "  homeward  bound"  when  he  came 
to  the  principal  hostelrie  in  the  ancient  town  of  Ayr; 
not  very  far  from  which  is  Mossgeil,  the  farm  held  by- 
Robert  Burns  at  the  date  of  this  anecdote,  and  where, 
if  he  lost  some  money,  the  world  gained  the  fine  poetry 
which— in  a  continuous,  deep,  and  flashing  stream- 
flowed  to  his  pen,  from  his  heart,  during  bis  residence 
there. 

It  never  was  ascertained  tcAy-Mr.  Andrew  Homer 
took  such  a  tour  to  the  west  as  Ayr— some  thirty  mile* 
out  of  the  direct  road  from  Glasgow  to  Carlisle;  but 
poets  have  odd  fancies,  sometimes,  and  poetasters, 
having  the  organ  of  imitation  very  strong,  affect  to  be 
discursive,  in  the  hope  that  oddity  (coppor-gilt)  may 
be  mistaken  for  the  sterling  metal  of  originality. 

It  was  a  fine  evening  in  September,  1785,  when  the 
redoubtable  Andrew  Horner  entered  the  common  room 
at  Ayr.  Some  half-doxen  ranting,  roaring,  dashing 
young  fellows— fond  of  their  glass  joke — were  sitting 
down  to  dinner  as  he  entered,  exactly  "in  the  nick  of 
time."  Room  was  immediately  made  for  him.  The 
oldest  occupant  in  the  room  took  the  chair,  according 
to  the  inn  usage  "  within  the  memory  of  the  oldest  In- 
habitant," and  by  the  contrary  rule,  Andrew  Homer 
was  made  vice-president,  by  virtue  of  his  being  the 
most  recent  arrival. 

djfe  may  take  it  for  granted  that,  what  Mr.  Carlyfo 
would  call  "  the  remarkablest"  justice,  was  executed 
upon  all  the  viands.  The  cloth  being  removed,  the 
chairman  gave  "the  king."  It  was  Andrew's  turn 
next :  and,  in  the  customary  routine,  he  should  have 
given  "  the  queen  and  royal  family ;"  but,  much  to  the 
surprize  and  amusement  of  the  company,  he  started 
on  his  legs,  made  a  vehement  speech  "de  omnibus 
rebus,"  (which,  being  interpreted,  does  not  mean  a  re- 
bus in  an  omnibus,  as  we  once  heard  a  bine-stocking 
translate  it !)  branching  off  on  to  London  politics  and 
Cumberland  potatoes— glancing  at  William  Pitt,  the 
boy-minister  of  the  day,  and  Lord  Thurlow's  gracious 
manner— gliding  into  a  dissertation  upon  salmon-fish- 
ing and  Irish-linen ;  and,  by  a  nice  gradation,  Intro- 
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duciog  a  lengthy  eulogy  on  the  British  poets,  with  a 
modest  allusion  to  his  own  metrical  merits.  So  intent 
was  he  on  the  subject,  that  he  plumped  down  into  his 
chair,  at  the  end,  without  having  proposed  any  toast 
whatever. 

The  wit  who  presided  had  a  very  particular  and 
pleasant  penchant  for  fun.  Therefore,  no  sooner  had 
Horner  resumed  his  seat,  than  the  chairman— with  a 
.gravity  of  manner  which  deceived  no  one  but  his  self- 
satisfied  and  unconscious  butt,  Intimated  that  it  would 
be  no  more  than  decorous  to  drink  the  health  of  the 
eminent  literary  character  whose  society  they  were 
then  fortunately  enjoying.  After  a  few  more  compli- 
ments, the  hyperbole  of  which  was  exquisitely  ludi- 
crous, ho  proposed  "the  po.ts  of  Great  Britain,  and 
Mr.  Horner,  their  worthy  representative." 

So  copiously  was  he. fed  with  flattery  and  punch 
-that,  ere  the  second  bowl  of  the  latter  was  exhausted. 
Andrew  Horner  had  mounted  on  a  table  (by  special 
desire)  and  with  great  emphasis,  read  for  his  new 
friends  sundry  extracts  from  what  he  loved  to  call  his 
"  poetic  poems."  Much  mock  applause  followed  this 
-exhibition,  and  more  than  ever  he  believe  that  he  was 
predestined  to  revive  floe  poetry  in  the  land. 

To  carry  on  the  joke  still  further,  and  "fool  him  to 
the  top  of  his  bent,"  a  critical  dispute  was  commenced 
-as  to  the  relative  merits  of  each  poem  which  the  com- 
pany had  heard.  At  last,  one  gentleman  hinted,  with 
a  show  of  independence,  that  their  guest  might  not  be 
.such  a  very  mighty  bard  as  they  imagined.  Horner's 
mettle  was  up  immediately,  and,  with  as  much  warmth 
as  modesty,  he  defended  himself.  His  opponent  af- 
fected to  be  yet  more  critical,  and  fully  aroused  An- 
drew's indignation  by  exclaiming,  "  Tut,  mon  I  there's 
a  lad  near  by  wha  wud  mak  mair  poems  in  a  day  than 
yoursel'  cud  compose,  as  ye  call  it,  in  a  month  o'  Sun- 
days 1" 

Extremely  indignant  at  this  imputation  of  the  hard- 
ship, Andrew  rashly  backed  himself  against  the  field. 
A  wager  was  immediately  offered,  taken,  and  booked, 
as  to  the  result  of  a  trial  of  poetic  strength  between 
Andrew  Horner  and  this  "lad  near  by,"  who  was  put 
forward  as  his  opponent.  It  was  resolved  to  bring  the 
matter  to  a  conclusion  on  that  night,  if  possible.  Ii 
must  be  confessed— but  this,  of  course,  is  merely  hint- 
ed to  our  readers,  in  the  "  most  private  and  confiden- 
tial" manner  imaginable— that  as  Andrew  had  hastily 
made  the  bet,  and  as  hastily  repented  having  done  so, 
ilia  forlorn  hope  lay  in  the  fancied  impossibility  of 
meeting  his  poetic  opponent  that  night,  as  it  now  wax- 
ing late.  His  firm  intention  was  to  quit  Ayr  at  day-light 
and  thus  gallop  out  of  the  responsibility  he  had  rashly 
incurred. 

But  his  companions  well  knew— what  he,  alas !  did 
not — that  the  Freemasons  held  their  monthly  sitting 
that  night,  and  that  the  young  poet  whom  they  sought 
was  then  actually  in  the  house  with  that  goodly  frater- 
nity—he  being  one  of  the  "  brethren  of  the  mystic  tie." 
They  called  him  out,  briefly  explained  the  ludicrous 
circumstances  of  the  case,  and  had  no  difficulty  in 
persuading  him  to  enter  the  lists  against  the  Carlisle 
bardling. 

The  stranger  poet  entered  the  room,  and  Andrew  Hor- 
ner could  see,  at  a  glaace,  that  he  was  no  common  man. 
At  that  time,  his  age  was  about  six-and-twenty 
years.  His  form  was  vigorous  rather  than  robust. 
He  was  well  made  and  very  strongly  set  together. 
Hit  height  was  rather  above  the  middle  size ;  but  a 


slight  sloop  of  the  neck,  such  as  may  frequently  be 
noticed  in  men  who  follow  the  plough,  (and  in  Scot* 
land,  at  that  time,  few  farmers  were  above  doing  their 
own  business,)  took  somewhat  from  his  stature.  His 
complexion  was  dark— swarthy,  indeed ;  and  his  fea- 
tures might  be  called  massive  rather  than  coarse.  But 
his  face  was  anything  but  common  ;  in  repose  it  had 
the  contemplative,  melancholy  look  which  so  often  in- 
dicates the  presence  of  high  imagination  :  and  when 
he  spoke,  (often  with  a  sharp,  and  frequently  with  a 
witty,  or  boldly  eloquent  remark,)  there  was  a  prepon- 
derance of  intelligence — of  genius  in  his  aspect  and 
its  expression  such  as  Lavater  would  have  been  hap- 
py to  behold.  His  broad  pale  brow  was  shaded  by 
dark  hair,  with  rather  a  curl  than  a  wave.  His  voice 
was  particularly  sweet,  yet  manly  and  sonorous.  But 
the  chief  charm  of  a  very  remarkable  countenance  lay 
in  his  eyes,  which  were  large,  dark,  and  beautifully 
expressive.  They  literally  seemed  to  glow  when  he 
spoke  with  feeling  or  interest.  When  the  conversa- 
tion excited  him,  as  it  often  did,  they  kindled  up  until 
they  almost  lightened. 

Such  was  the  young  man  how  introduced  to  An- 
drew Horner,  and  whose  very  glance  subdued  him, 
amid  the  flush  of  his  Bacchanalian  revelries,  into  a 
feeling  of  his  own  insignificance.  It  might  have  been 
as  much  by  accident  as  design  that  the  stranger  was 
not  Introduced  by  name.  At  that  time  indeed,  he  had 
achieved  only  a  local  reputation.  In  a  short  time  af- 
ter, he  was  acknowledged  as  one  of  the  most  eminent 
and  brilliant  men  his  country  ever  produced— how  did 
that  country  reward  his  genius ! 

He  readily  joined  in  the  conversation,  and  did  not 
allow  the  cup  to  pace  the  table  "like  a  cripple,"  to  use- 
one  of  Christopher  North's  memorable  expressions. 
His  language,  if  sometimes  careless,  was  always  vi- 
gorous; and  It  was  very  evident  that,  whatever  his 
education  might  have  been,  his  mental  powers  were 
great.  There  are  men  who  achieve  greatness  without 
"  the  dust  of  the  schools"  making  cobwebs  of  their 
minds,  and  such  would  probably  dwindle  into  com- 
mon-place persons  if  they  had  all  the  advantages  of 
education.  They  become  original  thinkers  and  doers, 
precisely  because  they  have  to  teach  themselves.  At 
the  head  of  this  class  may  be  placed  the  Ayshire  poet. 
It  required  little  pressing  to  get  him  to  sing  several 
songs  of  his  own  composition  ;  and  ths  unfortunate 
Andrew  Horner  had  sense  enough  to  perceive,  that, 
either  for  stinging  satire  or  touching  pathos,  these 
lyrics  were  inimitable. 

Having  sate  with  them  for  some  time,  he  made  a 
show  of  retiring,  when  they  insisted  that  he  should 
allow  the  wager  to  be  decided,  by  competing,  in  poe- 
try, wkh  Andrew.  With  well-acted  humility  he  de- 
clined what  he  called  "the  certainty  of  defeat;"  and 
so  real  seemed  his  disinclination  for  the  contest,  that 
Andrew  Horner  fancied  that  he  was  actually  afraid  to 
enter  into  the  competition,  so  that,  urged  on  by  the 
insidious  advice  of  some  of  those  around  him,  he  ask- 
ed the  stranger  in  the  exulting  tone  of  anticipated 
triumph,  to  have  one  trial,  at  least.  The  challenge 
could  not,  in  honor,  be  declined ;  and  with  apparent 
and  well-acted  doubt  of  its  result,  it  was  accepted. 

An  epigram  was  the  subject  chosen,  because,  as  An- 
drew internally  argued,   "it  is  the   shortest   of  aH 
poems."    In  compliment  to  him,  the  company  resolv- 
ed that  his  own  merits  should  supply  the  theme. 
He  commenced— 
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"In  seventeen  h under  thretty-nine— " 
and  he  paused.    He  then  said,  "  Ye  fee,  I  was  born 
In  1739,  [iho  real  date  was  some  years  earlier,]  so  I 
mak'  that  the  commenccmenV, 

He  then  took  pen  in  hand,  folded  his  paper  with  a 
conscious  air  of  authorship  squared  himself  to  the  ta- 
ble, like  one  who  considered  it  no  trifle  even  to  write 
a  letter,  and  slowly  put  down,  in  good  round  hand,  as 
if  he  had  been  making  out  a  bill  of  parcels,  the  line — 

"In  seventeen  hunder  thretty-nine;" 
bnt  beyond  this  after  repeated  attempts,  he  was  unable 
to  advance.    The  second  line  was  the  Rubicon  he 
could  not  pass. 

At  last,  when  Andrew  Horner  reluctantly  admitted 

that  he  was  not  in  the  vein,  the  pen,  ink,  and  paper 

were  handed  to  his  antagonist.    By  him  they  were 

rejected,  for  he  instantly  gave  the  following,  viva  voce: 

"  In  seventeen  hundred  thretty-nine, 

The  Deil  gat  stuff  to  mak*  a  swine, 

And  pit  it  in  a  corner; 
But,  shortly  after,  changed  bis  plan, 
And  made  it  something  like  a  man, 
And  called  it  Andrew  Horner !" 
The  subject  of  this  stinging  stanza  had  the  good 
•ease  not  to  be  offended  with  Its  satire,  cheerfully  paid 
the  wager,  set  too  for  a  night's  revelry  with  his  new 
friends,  and  thrust  his  poems  between  the  bars  of  the 
grate,  when  "  the  sma'  hdura"  came  on  to  four  in  the 
morning.    As  his  poetic  rival  then  kindly  rolled  up 
the  hearth-rug,  in  a  quiet  corner  of  the  room,  to  serve 
as  a  pillow  for  the  vanquished  rhymester— then,  liter- 
ally, a  carpet  knight— the  old  man,  better  prophet  than 
poet,  exclaimed,  "  Hoot,  mon,  but  ye'll  be  a  great  poet 
yet!" 

Answer,  O  nations,  whether  the  prediction  was  ful- 
filled 1  In  a  few  months  after,  a  volume  of  poems  was 
published  from  the  press  of  John  Wilson  of  Kilmar- 
nock—the  author  was  a  peasant  by  birth,  a  poet  by  in- 
spiration. Coarse  was  tho  paper  on  which  these 
poems  were  printed,  and  worn  was  the  type.  But  the 
poems  themselves  were  of  that  rare  class  which  the 
world  docs  not  willingly  let  die.  The  fame  of  their 
author  has  flown,  far  and  wide,  throughout  the  world. 
His  genius  and  his  fate  have  become  "  at  once  the 
glory  and  the  reproach  of  Scotland."  That  author 
was  the  same  who,  in  a  sportive  mood,  made  an  epi- 
gram upon  poor  Andrew  Horner.  His  name  was — 
Robert  Burns. 


State's  Evidence.  A  good  story  is  told  of  Geo. 
White,  a  notorious  thief,  in  Worcester  county.  He 
was  arraigned  for  horse  stealing,  when  it  was  supposed 
that  he  was  connected  with  an  extensive  gang,  which 
was  laying  contributions  upon  all  the  stables  round 
about.  Many  inducements  were  held  out  to  White  to 
reveal  tho  names  of  his  associates,  but  he  maintained 
a  dogged  silence.  An  assurance  from  the  court  was 
at  last  obtained  that  he  should  be  discharged,  upon 
which  he  made  oath  to  reveal  all  he  knew  of  his  ac- 
complices. The  jury  wore  accordingly  suffered  to 
bring  in  a  verdict  of  "not  guilty,"  when  he  was  colled 
upon  for  the  promised  revelations.  "  I  shall  be  faith 
ful  to  my  word,"  said  he ;  "  understand  then  the  devil 
is  the  only  accomplice  1  ever  had— we  have  been  a 
groat  while  in  partnership— you  have  acquitted  me,  and 
you  may  hang  him  if  you  can  catch  him." 


BONNET- 

BT   LAVTRENCX  LABR1B- 

Weep,  ye  sad  heavens,  o'er  degenerate  earth! 
Mourn,  ye  drear  winds,  in  all  your  goings  forth  1 
And  thou,  O  Nature!  from  whose  thrifty  womb 

Spiingall  fair  things— sweet  fruits  and  lovely  flowers* 
Send  forth  a  wailing  dismal  as  the  tomb! 
For  man  has  fallen  from  the  bud  and  bloom 

Of  virtue  and  of  honor,  and  the  powers 
Which  God  had  given  him  for  a  glorious  end, 
To  bless  his  fellow  beings,  he  doth  spend 

In  anxious  thought  through  long  and  weary  hovra, 
Studying  some  method  to  eniich  his  purse, 

While  poverty  doth  caiiker  on  his  sold! 
And  many  an  orphan's  groan  and  widow's  curse. 

Like  vollicd  thunders,  o'er  hi3  senses  roll! 

For  the  Rover— New  York,  June,  1844. 

Db.  KRACKSBY  AND  I; 
Or,  the  Heccllcctirne  of  an  Unfortunate  Oentlemaiw 
11 1  do  declare,  I  never  will,  so  long  as  I  live  upon  earth, 
Give  my  confidence  again  to  a  person  of  mortal  birth.** 

Akost. 

These  were  never  two  friends  better  disposed  toward 
one  another  than  Dr.  Kracksby  and  I.  Our  feelings, 
tastes,  inclinations,  and  aversions,  were  the  same ;  w«  • 
were  school-fellows  in  our  boyish  days,  and  compan- 
ions In  after  life,  when  the  rust  of  the  school  wore  off, 
and  we  wore  the  polish  of  the  world.  The  only  dif- 
ference between  us  was,  that  I  was  the  more  modest 
of  the  two.  Jack  Kracksby  was -always  such  a  daring, 
impudent  kind  of  fellow,  that  all  the  rest  of  the  boys 
feared  him  ;  no  one  was  more  expert  at  taking  birds' 
nests,  or  taking  currents  from  a  neighbor's  garden;  tha 
rogue  was  most  expert  at  "  appropriation,"  and  if  I 
was  ever  lured  into  an  act  which  my  conscience  ab- 
horred, Jack  Kracksby  was  always  ready  to  take  the 
blame  upon  himself,  and  suffer  the  punishment — if 
ever  punishment  followed— for  Jack  was  a  lucky  fel- 
low withal :  he  was  the  greatest  rogue  In  the  school, 
and  yet  escaped  with  the  least  punishment.  It  is  re- 
markable, that  the  greatest  rogues  generally  do  escape 
in  the  like  manner. 

The  intimacy  which  subsisted  between  Jack  Kracks- 
by and  I,  in  our  boyish  days,  was  continued  in  after 
life ;  we  were  confidants  and  inseparables;  oar  feelings, 
tastes,  inclinations,  and  aversions,  were  so  exactly 
similar,  that  it  seemed  at  if  we  had  been  in  the  same 
mould.  My  friend  took  to  the  medical  profession ;  but 
I,  preferring  a  quiet  life,  took  to  no  profession  at  aU, 
for,  as  luck  would  have  it,  I  had  very  comfortable  in- 
dependent means,  and  was,  moreover,  surrounded  by 
reversions,  almost  burthened  with  them.  Jack,  on 
the  contrary,  had  to  carve  out  his  fortune,  his  means, 
independenUy  of  his  professional  income,  being  very 
small ;  but  he  was  a  persevering  fellow,  and  by  the 
time  he  had  arrived  at  the  age  of  two- and- thirty,  was 
dubbed  an  M.  D. 

Just  about  that  time,  I,  being  John's  senior  by  fuH 
twelve  months,  thought  to  myself  that  it  would  be 
comfortable  and  convenient  to  have  a  domestic  partner 
—that  is  to  say,  a  wife  I  was  a  gentle,  domesticated, 
stay-at-home  creature;  and  as- 1  sat  by  my  fireside, 
lonely  and  disconsolately  imagining  pictures  in  the 
^rate,  and  counting  the  ticking  of  my  repeater,  it  oc- 
curred to  me  that  my  condition  would  be  improved, 
my  heart  humanized,  my  lot  made  enviable,  if  I  were 
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to  take  unto  myself  a  rib  I  I  thought  of  it  Tor  a  long 
time — I  turned  the  object  over  and  over  in  my  head- 
end, ultimately,  resolved  upon  leading  a  gentle  damsel 
to  the  holy  altar,  and  becoming  with  her  "in  meet 
espousal  joined." 
Just  at  that  interesting  moment,  in  came  Dr.  Kracks- 

by. 

"Jack  Kracksby !"  said  I,  clutching  his  hand  with 
great  fervor,  "Jack  Kracksby,  I  am  resolved !" 

"  Resolved  on  what  ?"  quoth  Jack. 

"  On  getting  married  1" 

"Getting  what!"  ctied  Jack,  starting  back  three 
paces,  and  standing  with  one  foot  upon  tiptoe,  eleva- 
ting his  eyebrows,  and  throwing  out  his  hands,  with 
an  expression  of  complete  astonishment  "Getting 
what !" 

I  maintained  my  composure,  and  coolly  roplied, 
"  Upon  taking  unto  myself  a  wife." 

"  My  dear  Simon,"  said  Jack  Kracksby,  recovering 
his  perpendicularity,  "  my  dear  Simon,  do  you  know 
what  you  are  talking  about  ?" 

"Precisely,"  quoth  I,  "I  feel  a  sentiment  for  the 
married  state." 

"  My  dear  Simon,"  rejoined  Dr.  Kracksby,  "  have 
yon  no  thought  of  the  miseries,  horrors,  terrors,  and 
diableries,  attendant  upon  that  state?  Jealous  wife, 
bad  temper,  cross,  vixen,  scold,  sulky,  indifferent,  im- 
pertinent, noisy,  flouting,  crying,  flying,  sighing,  dying. 
Oh,  my  dear  Simon,  don't  think  of  taking  a  wife,  or  I 
shall  think  you  mad." 

I  was  unmoved  by  this  torrent  of  talk ;  I  thought  my 
friend  Kracksby  prejudiced  and  partial.  I  had  taken 
his  advice  upon  every  other  subject,  but  my  heart  inti- 
mated to  me  that  it  was  not  to  be  followed  on  this. 
Therefore,  I  changed  the  subject,  resolving  not  to  sub- 
ject my  determination  to  the  ridicuje  of  my  friend. 

But  bow  was  I  to  get  a  wife  1  That  was  the  ques- 
tion. I  had  but  few  acquaintances,  and  really,  not  to 
be  scurrilous,  there  was  not  among  them  a  single  lady 
that  took  my  fancy.  I  was  always  celebrated  for  my 
taste.  Unless  a  man  can  be  pleased  with  his  wife,  it's 
impossible  for  him  to  be  happy.  This  I  thought  an 
indisputable  axiom ;  and,  therefore,  as  I  knew  I  could 
not  live  comfortably  with  any  of  my  female  friends,  I 
resolved  rather  to  die  a  victim  to  celibacy  than  link 
myself  for  life  to  ono  of  them. 

I  was  obliged  to  consult  my  friend  Kracksby.  I  was 
obliged  to  ask  advice  of  my  dear  friend  Jack ;  but  that 
dear  friend  Jack  turned  out  to  be  a  very  great  rogue, 
as  you  will  find  in  the  sequel ;  but  it  was  my  destiny 
to  be  unfortunate  1    Alas ! 

Jack  Kracksby  finding  that  he  could  not  laugh  me 
out  of  my  resolution,  e'en  came  round  to  me,  and 
agreed  to  help  me  on  in  my  road  to  matrimony.  Under 
his  directions  I  discarded  my  snuff  colored  coat  and 
bright  steel  buttons,  and  had  my  hair  tortured  into 
beautiful  curlincss.  I  suffered  a  moustache  to  grow 
ttpon  my  upper  lip.  and  altogether  became  quite  an 
altered  gentleman  in  appearance,  though  I  could  never 
understand  why  a  man  is  not  as  well  able  to  win  a 
wife  in  a  snuff  colored  coat  and  his  hair  combed  straight 
on  his  forehead,  as  in  a  tight  frock,  and  a  head  curled 
and  bears'  greased  as  mine  was  after  it  came  out  of  the 
hand*  of  Kacksby's  barber.  "  Now  then,"  quoth  Jack, 
"yon  must  cut  your  fireside  and  your  lonely  walks  on 
the  banks  of  the  Regent's  Canal,  and  frequent  balls, 
the  opera,  and  theatres  1" 

"  What,"  cried  I,  "  I  go  to  balls  and  operas  1" 


"  Positively,"  responded  Jack. 

"  Why  I've  not  danced  since  I  was  a  boy  of  eighteen." 

"  No  matter,  you  can  look  about  you,  talk  and  so 
forth." 

And  so  Jack  took  me  about  with  him,  and  though  I 
felt  embarrassed  at  first,  my  actually  good  taste  over- 
came my  mauvais  hmttct  and  I  began  to  relish  my  new 
sort  of  life  amazingly.  "  What  a  fool  I  used  to  be,"  I' 
often  said  to  myself.  "  Shut  up  in  my  little  drawing-1 
room  all  the  winter,  and  tramping  up  and  down  the 
Regent's  Canal,  looking  and  thinking  poetically  of 
skies  and  water,  and  all  the  summer  months  1  What- 
pursuits  for  a  man  of  taste  and  a  gentleman." 

I  was  particularly  unfortunate  in  my  attachments. 
Being  of  a  very  susceptible  temperament,  I  could  not 
but  be  fascinated  by  the  stars  of  the  fashionable  world, 
that  met  my  eyes  wheresoever  I  turned.  I  was  struck 
twenty  times  in  the  course  of  a  single  night,  and,  gen-  * 
erally,  when  I  came  to  make  inquiries  respecting  the 
charmers  that  had  interested  me,  I  had  the  misfortune 
to  find  that  they  were  either  manied  already,  or  about 
to  bestow  their  hand  upon  some  one  earlier  in  the  field 
than  myself.  Ah,  thought  I,  when  these  discoveries- 
were  made,  "  Ah,  I  was  born  to  be  unfortunate." 

Once  my  friend  Jack  introduced  me  to  a  remarkably 
lovely  young  lady.  I  was  enraptured  with  her,  and 
she  seemed  vastly  pleased  with  my  attentions.  I  ex-' 
erted  myself  very  forcibly  in  a  thousand  ways  to  win 
her  regard.  I  lavished  money  in  presents  to  her.  I' 
did  everything  to  inspire  a  flame  similar  to  that  I  felt 
burning  within  myself.  But,  alas !  on  the  very  day 
that  (having  gathered  sufficient  courage)  I  had  resolved 
upon  ask ing  the  question,  my  lady  went  off  to  Gretna 
Green  with  a  little  bit  of  a  puppy  of  an  officer  of  the 
Lancers !    Waa'nt  it  provoking  1 

The  course  of  love  never  runs  smooth,  and  I  am. 
sure  I  experienced  all  its  roughness :  I  was  very  mel- 
ancholy. I  met  with  nothing  in  my  inquiries  but 
wives  and  fiancees  and  coquettes.  I  thought  to  be 
sure  that  there  was  not  a  single  young  lady  to  be  ob- 
tained 1  I  began  to  think  of  returning  to  my  fireside,, 
and  summer  solitary  rambles  on  the  banks  of  the  Re- 
gent's Canal.  But  just  as  I  was  making  up  my  mind 
fate  threw  in  my  way  a  charmer  of  exceeding  great' 
attraction.  She  was  an  heiress,  without  incumbrance,, 
and  without  a  single  follower.  I  was  lucky  enough  h> 
fall  in  the  way  of  this  splendid  creature  at  the  house 
of  one  of  my  fashionable  friends'  whither  Jack  Kracks- 
by led  me,  one  evening,  when,  overpowered  by  ennui,. 
I  was  thinking  whether  I  had  not  better  take  a  dose* 
and  a  journey  after  a  wife  to  Elysium  !  Miss  Euphe- 
mia  Plossville  was  a  fine,  tall,  majestical  young  lady, 
with  a  pair  of  the  finest  block  eyes  in  the  world :  her 
raven  tresses  fell  in  clusters  over  a  neck  white  as  Parian 
marble ;  her  cheeks  rivaled  the  roses  first  blush ;  her 
voice  was  dulcet  harmony ;  her  step  light  as  the  ga- 
zelle's !  She  was  a  charming  creature ;  considering  my 
own  diminutive  stature  I  thought  her  very  gracious  in 
her  affability  toward  me.  We  entered  into  a  very  ani- 
mated conversation,  and  when  the  dancing  commenc- 
ed, Miss  Euphcmia  preferred  promenading  with  me  to 
joining  in  the  mazy  twirl  of  the  valae.  Several  re- 
markably fine  young  men,  and  Kracksby  among  the 
number,  endeavored  to  prevail  upon  her  to  dance,  but, 
as  I  said,  Miss  Flossville  perferred  my  conversation  1 

Full  of  the  recollections  of  my  former  misfortunes,  h 
took  the  precaution  to  discover  if  Miss  Flossville  was- 
wife  oxfianctt,  before  I  let  my  heart  go  into  the  depthr 
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of  love ;  and  judge  of  my  rapture,  when  I  discovered 
that  she  who  rejected  the  offers  of  all  the  rest  of  the 
company,  at  my  particular  request,  was  single  and  her 
heart  unengaged!    Then  I  turned  up  my  nose  at  kings ! 

Before  the  evening  was  over,  I  had  given  Miss  Floss- 
ville a  pretty  clear  intimation  of  the  state  of  my  affec- 
tions, and  we  had  resolved  on  meeting  on  the  next 
night  at  the  opera.  She  expressed  herself  as  being 
subject  to  the  vexatious  vigilance  of  an  elderly  maiden 
aunt,  who  was  constantly  lecturing  her  upon  the  folly 
of  love,  and  advising  her  with  all  the  earnestness  she 
could,  never  to  think  of  base  and  cruel  man.  I  sup- 
pose the  elderly  lady  thought  them  base  and  cruel  sole- 
ly because  they  had  neglected  fur. 

Kracksby  congratulated  me  on  my  conquest.  "  Now 
my  dear  Simon,"  he  exclaimed,  "  Now,  my  boy,  thou 
ehalt  have  a  wife  I" 

"  In  good  sooth,  I  hope  so,"  said  I. 

11  She's  a  beauty!"  ejaculated  my  friend. 

"  She  a  divine !"  cried  I.    "  Were  all  the  beauties  of 
the  earih  congregated  together,  and  I  had  power  to 
make  my  election  therefrom,  I  would  prefer  Euphe 
roia  Flossville,  to  live  or  die  for  her  1" 

"  Bravo  1"  cried  Kracksby,  and  he  clapped  his  hands 
like  a  vulgar  man  in  a  theatre.  "Bravo,  Simon,  you 
are  progressing!" 

I  felt  myself  a  man! 

Euphemia  and  I  met  very  frequently  after  that,  and 
I  declared  my  passion  as  boldly  as  my  constitutional 
baehfulness  would  permit  me :  that  is  to  say,  I  often 
whispered  to  her  that  I  had  a  great  respect  for  her,  and 
suffered  my  eyes  to  tell  the  rest. 

It  happened  that  our  being  so  frequently  together, 
attracted  the  attention  of  my  charmer's  virago  of  an 
aunt,  who  had  threatened  to  take  her  down  into  Corn- 
wall, and  therefore  Euphemia  considered  it  would  be 
better  if  we  were  not  to  meet  so  often,  but  correspond 
by  letter,  and  asked  me  if  I  had  not  a  friend  in  whom 
I  could  confide.  My  feelings  instantly  suggested 
Kracksby.  "  Yes,  my  respected  Miss  Plossvill,"  I  ex- 
claimed, "I  have  a  friend,  a  dear  and  true  one.  Dr. 
Kracksby  will  be  our  messenger."  Euphemia,  though 
•he  smiled  at  the  mention  of  Jack's  name,  neverthe- 
less agreed  to  his  being  the  medium  of  communication, 
and  thus  our  fears  of  being  separated  were  removed. 
It  was  an  excellent  thought,  because  Jack  was  the 
medical  attendant  of  the  family. 

"  Bo  cautious  and  discreet,  my  dear  Jack,"  said  I  to 
.him,  when  I  promulgated  the  matter.  "  Remember, 
Euphemia  is  an  heiress  of  thirty  thousand  pounds." 

"  The  deuce !"  quoth  Kracksby. 

"Verily,"  responded  I;  and  Jack  promised  to  do 
his  duty  by  me  and  execute  his  work  carefully  and 
promptly. 

And  Jack  did  do  his  work.  I  continued  to  see  and 
receive  letters  from  my  Euphemia,  and  I  wrote  replies 
which  Jack  very  faithfully  contrived  to  forward  to  her. 
I  was  able  to  say  more  upon  paper  than  I  could  by 
word  of  mouth,  and  frequently  I  expressed  my  senti- 
ments very  warmly.  Jack  rose  in  ray  estimation  very 
much,  because  he  was  so  ready  to  act  as  messenger : 
indeed,  he  was  at  me  almost  every  hour  in  the  day  to 
know  whether  I  had  not  a  letter  for  Miss  Flossville. 
Indeed,  he  intimated  once  or  twice  that  there  was  no 
necessity  for  my  appearing  in  the  business  at  all,  until 
the  wedding  day  should  arrive.  "  Believe  me,  my  dear 
fiimon,"  he  would  say,  "  believe  me,  my  dear  Simon, 
I  will  do  your  business  as  well  as  you  could  do  it  your- 


self; steer  clear  of  the  old  lady,  for  she's  terribly  em- 
bittered against  you,  and  vows  that  if  yon  come  near 
the  house,  she'll  spirit  Euphemia  off  to  Cornwall  im- 
mediately." This  was  enough  to  prevail  upon  so  gen- 
erous a  minded  person  as  myself,  I  could  not  beer  the 
idea  of  sacrificing  the  happiness  of  Euphemia,  and, 
therefore,  I  kept  as  much  out  of  the  way  as  I  could, 
and  corresponded  with  that  interesting  young  lady  by 
means  of  Kracksby.  Thus  our  wooing  went  on,  and 
I  thought  myself  attaining  the  pinnacle  of  bliss. 

One  evening,  however,  when  I  had  made  an  appoint- 
ment to  meet  Euphemia  at  a  fashionable  party,  in 
order  to  arrange  matters  for  our  wedding,  for  I  began 
to  grow  anxious  for  that  happy  event,  she  disappointed 
me.  The  hours  flew  on,  but  no  Euphemia  came :  my 
heart  grew  sick,  I  could  not  mingle  in  the  gay  and  fee- 
tive  scene,  I  could  not  dance,  I  could  not  talk,  I  could 
do  nothing.  Ten,  eleven,  twelve  o'clock  came,  but  no 
Euphemia !  I  retired  from  the  house,  mournful  and 
melancholy,  and  made  the  best  of  my  way  to  the  house 
of  her  whom  I  adored.  Lights  were  moving  about  in 
all  directions,  and,  the  street  being  remarkably  still,  I 
could  hear  that  the  house  was  all  in  confusion.  Hor- 
rors came  over  me !  I  felt  an  indescribable  sensation. 
Strange  ideas  possessed  my  mind ;  it  seemed  to  me  a 
presentiment;  my  knees  knocked  together,  my  teeth 
chattered.  "Merciful  powers!"  said  I  to  myself, 
"  Euphemia  is  ill !    Perhaps,  Euphemia  is  dead  I 

I  stood,  as  it  were,  paralyzed  and  uxed  to  the  spot. 
I  could  not  move !  Clogs  of  Iron  seemed  riveted  to 
my  feet.  Still  the  noise  in  the  house  was  going  on, 
and  lights  were  moving  about.  My  mind  was  so  dis- 
ordered that  I  could  not  tell  whether  the  sounds  were 
those  of  bewailing  or  rejoicing ;  ray  head  swam ;  I  felt 
dizzy ;  my  feelings  overpowered  me !  I  beheld  in  my 
imagination  the  lovely  creature  whom  I  was  to  have 
met  at  the  ball,  stretched  on  the  bed  of  death !  I  saw 
an  end  thus  suddenly  put  to  my  highest  dream  of  hap- 
piness !  At  length,  summoning  courage,  I  resolved  to 
know  the  worst.  I  could  not  bear  the  state  of  uncer- 
tainty in  which  I  remained.  I  rushed  up  the  door 
steps,  and  with  feverish  anxiety  knocked  at  the  door. 
The  knock  was  unheard,  in  consequence  of  the  tumult 
within.  Again  I  knocked,  but  with  no  better  success; 
the  din  and  confusion  within  drowned  the  sound  of  the 
knocker.  A  third  time  I  made  an  essay  to  be  heard, 
and  rapped  with  such  fury  that  in  less  than  two  seconds 
a  brace  of  powdered  lacqueys  threw  open  the  hail  door, 
and  remained  staring  at  my  haggard  visage. 

"  Where—  where,"  I  gasped,  "is  Euphemia  1" 

The  lacqueys  made  no  reply,  but  stood  staring  at  me 
still. 

"  Is  Miss  Euphemia  Flossville  dead  r »  I  cried,  with 
frantic  impatience. 

"No,"  was  the  reply. 

"Is  she  sick  1" 

"No." 

"  Where  is  she  ?— what  is  the  meaning  of  this  con- 
fusion?" 

"Oh,"  growled  one  of  the  powdered  fellows,  "she 
was  married  to  Dr.  Kracksby  this  morning !" 


A  GovxaKED  Mind. — Those  who  have  government 
over  their  passions,  and  are  in  possession  of  a  uniform- 
ly sweet  disposition,  are  in  possession  of  what  is  more 
valuable  to  them  than  an  income  of  thousands  of  dol- 
lars a  year. 
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A  PSALM  OF  LIFE. 

8T    H,    W.    LONOFILLOW. 
I. 

When  the  hours  of  day  are  numbered, 
And  the  Voices  of  the  Night 

Wake  the  better  sour  that  slumbered, 
To  a  holy,  calm  delight : 

it. 
Ero  the  evening  lamps  are  lighted, 

And,  like  phantoms  grim  and  tall, 
Shadows  from  the  fitful  fire-light 

Dance  upon  the  parlor  wall : 


Then  the  forms  of  the  departed 

Enter  at  the  open  door; 
The  beloved  ones,  the  true-  hearted, 

Come  to  visit  me  once  more. 


He,  the  young  and  strong,  who  cherished 
Noble  longings  for  the  strife ; 

By  the  road-side  fell  and  perished, 
Weary  with  the  march  of  life ! 


They,  the  holy  ones  and  weekly, 
Who  the  cross  of  suffering  bore, 

Folded  their  pale  hands  so  meekly, 
Spake  with  us  on  earth  no  more! 


And  with  them  the  Being  beauteous 
Who  unto  my  youth  was  given, 

More  than  all  things  else  to  love  me, 
And  is  now  a  saint  in  heaven. 


With  a  slow  and  noiseless  footstep, 
Comes  that  messenger  divine, 

Takes  the  vacant  chair  beside  me, 
Lays  her  gentle  hand  in  mine. 

VIII. 

And  she  sits  and  gazes  at  me, 
With  those  deep  and  tender  eyes, 

Like  the  stars  so  still  and  saint- like, 
Looking  downward  from  the  skies. 


Uttered  not,  yet  comprehended, 
Is  the  spirit's  voiceless  prayer, 

Soft  rebukes,  in  blessings  ended, 
Breathing  from  her  lips  of  air. 


Oh,  though  oft  depressed  and  lonely, 
All  my  fears  are  laid  aside, 

If  I  but  remember  only 
Such  as  these  have  lived  and  died ! 


THE  FINE  ARTS. 

BY  C.  D.  STUART. 

It  is  a  standing  reproach  among  foreigners  against 
Americans,  their  utter  want  of  taste,  as  a  people,  for 
4 he  Fine  Arts,  especially  that  of  painting.  One  would 
<hink  at  first  that  we  lacked  some  faculty,  as  the  cause  I 


of  this  general  disrelish  or  want  of  taste  for  what  the 
world  has  long  recognized  as  the  sublimes!  of  the  four 
great  sister  arts;  but  I  believe  the  fault  lies  more  in 
the  neglect  of  our  government,  and  wealthy  persons, 
who  in  other  countries  piide  themselves  upon  being 
the  patrons  of  art— to  suitably  encourage  such  genius 
as  would  In  time  reflect  lustre  upon  the  national  name, 
and  do  infinite  credit  to-those  who  with  their  money 
thus  aided  in  establishing  a  national  taste.  There  is 
not  apublic  gallery  of  paintings  nor  statues  in  the  United 
States,  nor  has  anything  been  done  by  the  general  or 
state  governments  to  promote  any  of  the  fine  arts;  if 
we  except  the  appropriation  for  four  pictures  for  the 
Capitol,  and  a  few  statues  and  busts,  not  exceeding  a 
half  dozen !  What  the  higher  classes  of  society  treat 
with  neglect  or  contempt,  will,  as  a  matter  of  course, 
become  insignificant  in  the  eyes  of  the  mass,  and  so 
visa  versa.  There  are  more  reasons  than  one— the 
credit  of  having  a  taste— why  governments  and  men 
of  wealth  should  look  and  work  earnestly  for  the  ad- 
vance of  the  fine  arts,  and  to  inspire  among  all  classes 
of  the  people  a  deep  and  true  love  for  their  creations. 
There  is  a  mighty  moral  power  lying  in  these  forms 
that  gleam  from  the  canvas  of  the  painter,  from  under 
the  chisel  of  the  sculptor,  from  the  page  of  the  poet 
and  the  harmonies  of  immortal  music !  Attracting  as 
they  do  the  eye,  the  ear,  the  very  soul  itself,  what  a 
means  they  can  be  made  of  conveying,  when  properly 
nursed,  the  great  lessons  of  Liberty  and  Love.  The 
statue  of  Freedom  standing  by  the  side  of  our  fountain 
in  the  Park,  with  her  brows  circled  by  laurels,  and  her 
feet  trampling  upon  a  broken  sceptre,  would  do  more 
to  fan  a  sacred  enthusiasm  than  the  harangues  of  a 
thousand  demagogue?,  and  the  last  spot  that  would  be 
deserted  by  the  patriot,  would  be  the  base  of  her  pedes- 
tal. The  herd,  as  some  please  to  call  the  gTeat  heart 
and  life  of  a  nation,  are  not  impervious  to  the  voices  of 
these  eloquent  spirits  that  do  missionary  toil,  and  deeds 
heroic  as  Spartan  valor,  from  the  dumb  cloth,  the  fres- 
co, and  the  white  browed  marble!  Beside,  it  enters 
into  the  thought  of  but  few,  the  incalculable  good  a 
wide  establishment  of  the  arts  would  render  in  prevent- 
ing—which is  far  better  than  punishing— crime.  Are 
not  our  governments  and  men  of  wealth  taxed  and  re- 
taxed  to  keep  the  bands  of  the  law  upon  the  limbs  of 
crime?  And  how  much  of  that  crime  might  be  re- 
moved, were  half  this  legislation  and  wealth  spent  in 
erecting  and  filling  galleries  and  halls,  where  the  arti- 
san, the  apprentice,  the  clerk,  and  the  man  of  the 
spade  might  be  drawn,  and  there  amid  the  delineations 
of  virtue,  goodnese,.and  truth,  be  weaned  from  those 
places  of  resort  where  indulgence  ripens  Into  infamy, 
and  the  virtuous  step  from  the  hearthstone  and  altar 
to  the  prison  and  universal  shame !  If  music,  the 
youngest  of  these  sisters,  and  weakest— being  only 
heard  and  remembered  as  a  dream— can  quell  the  fierce 
temper  of  the  royalest  of  the  beasts,  what  can  the  four 
with  linked  hands,  and  an  irresistable  strength,  not 
do?  Louis  Philippe,  the  most  polite  monarch  in  the 
world,  has  not  failed  to  see  in  these  arts,  and  their  free 
exhibition  to  all  classes  of  people,  the  means  of  eleva- 
ting the  tastes  of  France,  and  binding  the  hearts  of 
grateful  Frenchmen  more  firmly  to  himself;  and  he 
has  done  all  in  his  power  to  place  before  the  eyes  of 
the  nation  the  forms  of  her  heroes  and  sages,  and  the 
pictures  of  her  great  deeds ;  and  at  the  Louvre,  and 
elsewhere,  they  stand  as  a  kind  of  endless  triumphal 
procession.    I  quote  from  a  late  book  of  travels— Dr. 
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Durbin's :  "  The  Frenchman  sees  on  every  hand  the 
productions  of  human  genius.  As  he  passes  the  streets 
of  Paris,  every  corner  has  its  memorial,  every  open 
space  its  column,  its  arches,  or  its  fountains.  The 
market  woman,  surrounded  by  her  potatoes  and  onions, 
has  but  to  raise  her  eyes  and  see,  a  few  feet  off.  some 
classic  representation— Ceres  with  her  cornucopia,  the 
symmetrical  forms  of  wood-nymphs,  or  a  graceful 
column,  sculptured  in  bas-relief  with  flowers  and  fruits. 
The  maid  cannot  draw  water  from  a  fountain  without 
beholding  a  representation  of  some  of 

The  fair  humanities  of  old  religions : 

a  water-nymph,  a  Triton,  or  a  Neptune  with  his  tri- 
dent. If  the  artisan  or  the  grisette  walk  in  the  gar- 
dens of  the  Luxembourg  or  the  Tuilcrics,  it  is  among 
statues  of  the  finest  proportions,  and  the  most  grace- 
ful attitudes.  Now  all  this,  as  I  have  said,  must  have 
its  effects ;  and  you  see  them  in  the  general  diffusion 
of  good  taste  among  all  classes;  in  their  neat  and  fit- 
ting dress;  in  their  iovc  of  flowers;  in  their  easy 
movements,  and  in  their  unconstrained  politeness. 
Its  deeper  effects  are  found  in  their  love  of  country ;  in 
their  devotion  to  the  glory  of  France;  in  their  admira- 
tion of  any  government  that  promotes  her  fame ;  and 
in  their  attachment  to  a  religion  that  wisely  presses 
into  its  service  the  highest  powers  of  genius  and  art." 
How  much  more  beautiful  its  results  in  a  free  land, 
pressed  into  the  service  of  institutions  based  on  the 
equality  of  human  rights,  and  a  religion  acknowledging 
no  second  power  between  man  and  God!  No,  the 
.  fault  lies  not  in  a  natural  distaste  for  those  splendid 
creations  of  sight  and  sound,  which  are  but  the  gar- 
ments of  living  beauty.  It  may  be  that  the  arts  take 
quicker  root,  and  spread  more  deeply  in  those  climes 
where  nature  herself  displays  more  of  the  artist,  more, 
at  least,  of  the  golden  and  passionate  colors— yet  there 
is  no  land  so  barren  of  sky  above,  and  rivers,  vales  and 
mountains  around,  as  to  inspire  no  love  of  the  beauti- 
ful and  grand— much  less,  one  like  our  own,  where  the 
broad  lakes  seem  to  reflect,  and  the  hills  echo  the  spirit 
of  liberty.  America,  with  her  principles,  her  prospects 
of  rivaling  the  mightiest  of  nations,  should  not  be  thus 
slow  to  seize  upon  and  protect,  as  a  guardian  angeli 
these  arte,  the  strongest  and  suplimest  ministers  of 
moral  power.  Our  large  cities  and  capitals  might  soon 
be  decorated  with  "wreathed  statues,"  and  all  in  our 
midst  spring  forth  the  fruits  of  cultivated  genius,  which 
instead  of  being  driven  by  grim  want  to  more  hospita- 
ble shores,  would  flourish  In  the  land  that  gave  them 
birth,  and  become  the  teacher  of 

11  Thoughts  that  breath,  and  words  that  burn !" 
Amid  all  the  charities  of  millionares,  will  there  none  fall 
like  precious  dew  from  heaven,  bearing  balm  for  the  rude 
soul  of  present  society,  in  the  form  of  a  gallery  of  paint- 
ings and  statues  in  the  city  of  New  York— the  "  city 
of  fountains,"  of  commerce,  and  of  wealth  ?  A  gallery, 
where  the  men  of  swarth  brows  may  go  up  and  delight 
themselves  with  such  pictures,  as  honorable  Toil  crown- 
ed with  garlands,  heroic  Virtue  wearing  the  peasant's 
jacket  and  the  monarch's  crown ;  Justice  holding  her 
balances  in  the  market-place  and  on  the  throne,  not 
blind  as  of  yore,  but  keen  eyed ;  and  above  all,  resolute 
and  noble  Freedom,  tossing  her  hands  toward  Heaven, 
her  features  lighted  with  the  smile  of  religion,  and  her 
whole  mien  radiant  with  immortal  Love.  There  should 
they  gather  from  the  game  shop,  the  alley,  and  a  thou- 
sand places  which  in  cities  like  this,  yawn  under  un* 


practiced  feet,  until  your  prisons  and  paupers  houses 
would  rot  from  disuse  and  pass  to  decay.  1  have  been 
led  to  these  thoughts  by  visiting  what  is  called  the 
"  National  Academy  of  Design."  Three  rooms  wcIV 
enough  filled,  indeed,  with  represents tions  of  heads 
and  ears,  a  confused  collection  of  portraits,  all  colored 
as  though  their  originals  had  been  pledged  and  fostered, 
under  a  soft  Spanish  sky !  These  may  all  be  like  their 
models,  and  pass  well,  aye,  meritoriously  among  the 
few  fiiends  of  each  particular  face— but  what  is  there 
in  those  three  rooms  that  will  carry  the  artist's  name 
beyond  the  term  of  his  life,  or  that  of  its  possessor? 
What  among  that  mass  of  countenances  "all  in  a 
glow"  like  so  many  heads  reflecting  the  flame  of  » 
kitchen  fire,  is  worthy  the  name  Of  Designl  Does 
design  mean  nothing  more  than  a  rubbish  of  copies  of 
pictures  and  heads— and  is  such  a  gathering  of  gaudy 
colors,  a  more  advertisement  of  the  limner's  place  of 
abode,  for  which  the  reader  must  pay  twenty  five  cents 
and  buy  a  catalogue  beside,  all  that  we  may  expect 
from  the  genius  and  liberality  of  a  city  and  country  like 
this  ?  Let  them  not  desecrate  Design,  I  pray,  <eny 
longer,  by  such  a  use!  If  we  are  to  have  no  public 
galleries  free  to  all,  are  there  not  artists  enough,  who 
feeling  for  their  future  fame,  will  steal  away  In  their 
intense  love  for  their  great  idol,  and  create  what  the 
world  would  bow  down  to,  and  which,  crowning  its 
author  with  bays,  would  be  worthy  the  name  of  design  ? 
I  know  not  how  others  feel,  but  to  me  the  presence  of 
these  great  arts,  or  the  fruits  of  them,  is  an  inspiration 
which  nothing  can  shake  off.  I  feel  above  roe  the 
spirit  of  the  master,  and  if  his  subject  be  lofty,  if  it  be 
full  of  greatness,  a  strong  hand  as  of  the  Almighty  is 
upon  me,  an  intelligence  fraught  with  such  charms  as 
I  cannot  scorn  or  resist.  The  influence  is  not  left  to 
be  questioned  ;  shall  not  something  then,  be  done  to 
place  these  ministrations  where  they  may  lift  up,  and 
make  pure  and  beautiful,  every  man  in  our  midst? 
For  Vie  Rover,  New  York,  June  IS44. 


ORIGIN  OF  KEW8PAPER8. 

The  first  attempt  at  periodical  literature  was  made 
in  England  in  the  reign  of  Elizabeth.  After  the  defeat 
of  the  Spanish  Armada  intended  by  Philip  2d  of  Spain, 
for  the  invasion  of  England,  the  great  interest  being 
excited  in  every  class,  gave  rise  to  the  invention  of 
Newspapers.  Previous  to  this  period,  all  articles  of 
intelligence  had  been  circulated,  at  great  expense,  in 
manuscript,  and  all  political  remarks  which  the  go- 
vernment found  itself  interested  in  addressing  the 
people,  were  issued  in  the  shape  of  pamphlets.  Bat 
the  peculiar  convenience  at  such  a  juncture  of  uniting 
these  two  objects  in  a  periodical  publication,  becoming 
obvious  to  the  ministry,  in  the  month  of  April,  1533, 
the  first  number  appeared  in  the  shape  of  a  pamphlet 
called  the  "  English  Mercurie,"  resembling  the  present 
English  Gazette.  It  must  have  been  published  almost 
daily,  since  No.  50,  the  earliest  specimen  of  the  work 
now  extant,  is  dated  July  23d,  of  the  same  year;  and 
this  interesting  specimen  is  preserved  in  the  British 
Museum.  But  there  were  no  newspapers  printed  in 
the  single  sheet,  like  the  present  till  several  years  after. 

The  "Public  Intelligencer,"  called  a  "  Newspaper," 
was  published  by  Sir  Robert  D' Estrange,  on  the  21st 
of  August,  1561. 

By  referring  to  the  Biography,  however,  we  find  that 
it  was  in  1663.    By  this  statement  it  appears  that  it  is 
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now  181  years  since  the  first  newspaper  was  published. 
The  first  Gazette  in  England  was  published  at  Ox- 
ford, in  1665,  the  Court  being  then  held  there ;  but  on 
the  removal  of  the  court,  it  was  called  the  "  London 
Gazette."  The  "  Orange  Intelligencer"  was  the  third 
newspaper  published,  and  the  first  after  the  Revo- 
lution in  1688.  The  latter  continued  to  be  the  only 
daily  newspaper  in  England  for  some  years ;  but  in 
1680,  there  appears  to  have  been  nine  London  newspa- 
pers published  weekly.  In  Queen  Anne's  reign,  the 
number  of  these  was  increased  by  eighteen;  but  still 
there  appeared  to  be  but  one  daily  newspaper,  which 
#iras  called  the  London  Courant. 

In  the  reign  of  George  the  First,  the  number  was 
but  three  daily,  six  weekly,  and  ten  published  three 
times  a  week.  In  1773,  the  copies  of  newspapers  an- 
nually published  in  the  whole  of  England,  were  7,441, 
767;  in  1830,  the  whole  amounted  to  30,483,741 ;  and 
since  that  period,  the  increase  has  been  very  great; 
for  tho  number  of  different  newspapers  now  published 
in  England  is  over  1200. 


The  following  is  rather  a  wild  story,  and  in  some  of 
its  features  a  little  improbable;  and  yet  wc  know 
not  but  it  is  all  a  true  narrative.  We  ourselves  re- 
collect the  robbery  alluded  to  on  the  Lynn  turnpike, 
in  the  neighborhood  of  Boston.  We  find  the  article 
in  ao  exchange  paper,  without  any  signature,  and 
without  being  credited  to  its  original  medium  of  pub- 
lication. 

THE   FATE  OF  A  HIOHWATMAN. 

Of  all  the  wild  and  romantic  spots  in  New  England, 
I  know  of  none  so  striking  and  real,  as  may  be  found 
lying  between  the  towns  of  Canton  and  S  tough  ton,  in 
Norfolk  county,  Massachusetts.  Taking  the  turnpike 
road  in  Canton,  at  the  little  tavern  known  by  the 
name  of  Punkapog,  and  immediately  after  ascending 
the  hill,  you  entor  into  a  forest  dense  and  wild.  The 
road  winds  through  the  woods  the  distance  of  about 
five  miles,  before  any  open  space  of  ground  of  any  no- 
table extent  can  be  found ;  while  its  sides  were  closely 
lined  with  the  forest  trees,  whose  proximity  often  cau- 
ses a  rattle  roughly  against  the  carriage  top— and  at 
times  the  spreading  branches  almost  impede  the  way. 
A  more  "Dick  Turpi  a"  like  avenue  can  hardly  be  con- 
ceived. 1  have  passed  through  the  wood  many  times 
and  at  all  hours,  but  never  without  having  my  imagi- 
aation  busily  set  to  work  with  thoughts  of  *•  gentlemen 
•f  the  road,"  and  that  very  laconic  and  peremptory 
Sentence,  "stand  and  deliver 7"  DjIvo  over  the  sput 
as  inelhrw  twilight  casts  her  velvet  shadows,  and 
though  you  may  enjoy  the  wild  seclusion,  you  will  find 
yourself  inclined  to  give  your  horse  the  reio,  and  may- 
hap a  little  of  the  whip  or  spur  besides. 

Onm  fine  July  afternoon,  in  the  year  1825,  having 
received  Intelligence  from  Taunton,  Mass.,  which  de- 
manded my  Immediate  personal  attention,  I  started 
forthwith  for  that  place,  taking  for  my  conveyance  my 
own  horse  and  vehicle,  to  make  the  drive  iu  the  course 
of  the  afternoon.  After  a  pleasant  ride  by  way  of 
Brush  Hill  turnpike,  of  a  liitle  more  than  a  dozen 
mile*,  I  baited  my  horse  at  Cherry  Tavern,  a  well 
known  resort,  and  then  continued  my  way  toward 
Taunton  by  way  of  Stoughton,  where  I  proposed  to 
pass  a  few  moments  in  a  call  upon  a  younger  brother | 
'hen  attending  school  at  that  place.    1  luiuk  the  school 


was  kept  by  a  Mr.  Tolman,  who  still  reside*  in  the 
same  place,  and  is  similarly  occupied. 

It  was  a  moonlight  night,  though  a  few  clouds  in- 
terspersed the  sky  at  intervals,  obscuring  the  light  of 
a  8 till  summer  night.  I  had  just  passed  a  point  about 
midway  between  Punkapog  and  the  farther  extremity 
of  the  wood,  where  a  road  branching  from  the  main 
route,  leads  still  deeper  into  the  forest,  and  was  just 
rising  at  the  summit  of  the  hill  that  forms  the  road  at 
this  point,  when  I  was  overtaken  by  a  single  horseman. 
As  we  reached  the  level  together,  he  turned  his  horse, 
and  dismounting,  seized  tho  bridle  of  mine,  directing 
me  in  a  calm  voice  to  stop.  - 1  drew  up  my  horse,  sa- 
tisfied that  I  was  about  to  realize  one  of  the  adven- 
tures that  had  so  often  suggested  themselves  to  me,  as 
I  had  passed  the  lonely  wood.  His  horse,  aware  of 
his  master's  purpose,  stood  like  a  statue  where  he  had 
dismounted  from  him. 

"  You  must  know,"  snid  the  man,  "  that  there  is  but 
one  errand  a  person  can  have,  who  stops  another  on 
the  road  in  this  manner.  I  want  your  money,  sir,  and 
must  have  it." 

This  was  spoken  as  calmly  and  with  os  little  appa- 
rent emotion  as  though  the  fellow  was  addressing  a 
friend,  save  that  there  was  a  determined  look  in  his 
eye  that  told  he  was  a  desperate  man.  As  he  spoke 
he  unbuckled  my  reins  from  both  sides  of  the  bit,  and 
then  approached  the  steps  of  the  vehicle.  Ho  was 
about  the  middle  size,  a  dark  complcxioned  man  with 
prominent  features,  his  eyes  dark  and  piercing.  His 
dress  consisted  of  dark  broad-cloth,  the  coat  jathera 
jockey  cut,  ornamented  with  dark  metalic  buttons. 

Now  as  I  am  not  a  person  to  give  up  even  an  argu- 
ment without  a  pretty  severe  discussion,  I  was  not,  as 
the  reader  may  suppose,  one  who  would  be  inclined  to 
give  up  his  property  merely  for  the  asking. 

I  carefully  examined  the  robber  as  he  approached 
me,  and  satisfying  myself  that  he  had  no  weapons  In 
his  hands  for  immediate  use,  my  plan  of  action  was 
Instantly  formed.  Laying  his  hand  upon  the  dasher 
of  the  chaise  I  was  in,  he  said, 

II  Well,  sir,  you  will  oblige  me  by  wasting  as  tittle 
time  as  possible.  Just  hand  me  the  valuables  about 
your  person  and  proceeed  quietly  on  your  route/' 

I  muttered  something,  intended  to  sound  like  jus- 
tice, and  words  of  like  import— and  half  rising  as  if  to 
get  at  the  pocket  of  my  coat,  I  sprang  with  the  whole  ^ 
force  of  my  body  upon  the  man.  He  was  utterly  un- 
prepared for  this,  and  had  evidently  taken  me  for  an 
easy  prey,  as  he  had  not,  up  to  that  time  shown  any 
weapons.  As  I  have  said,  I  sprang  upon  him,  and  we 
both  came  heavily  to  the  ground.  My  first  effort  was 
to  pinion  his  nrm&  ;  nor  was  I  a  moment  too  quick  in 
accomplishing  mypurpo?e;  for,  as  I  bore  down  tha 
tight  arm,  it  already  contained  a  pistol,  which  at  the 
same  moment  was  discharged  into  the  ground.  See- 
ing that  matters  were  thus  desperate,  I  exerted  my 
strength  to  tho  utmost.  Fortunately  I  was  much, 
stronger  and  larger  than  tho  robber,  whose  head  I  was 
obliged  to  bruise  severely,  before  ho  would  yield  in  the 
least — and  then  only  through  exhaustion  and  rain. 

My  antagonist,  almost  blinded  with  the  blood  and 
dirt  thai  covered  his  face,  and  faint  from  the  loss  of 
blood,  after  much  resistance  allowed  mc  to  confine  his 
arms  behind  him,  which  1  secured  with  my  whip  lash. 
My  endeavors  to  lift  him  into  the  vehicle  proved  utter- 
ly fruiiless,  and  I  found  that  I  must  leave  him  on  tho 
road.    In  this  dilemma,  I  hardly  knew  what  course  to 
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pursue.  I  had  already  lost  near  half  an  hour  of  time ; 
my  business  was  highly  important;  besides  it  must 
be  accomplished,  and  myself  back  again  in  Boston,  eo 
as  to  start  for  New  York  city  the  next  afternoon,  as  I 
had  already  engaged  passage  in  a  sailing  packet  from 
the  latter  city  to  Europe. 

The  rough  and  hardened  villain  now  became  a  sup- 
plicant, and  begged  and  promised  more  than  I  can  re- 
late. I  disarmed  him  of  a  pair  of  pistols  and  a  Span- 
ish knife,  the  blade  of  which  shut  into  the  handle  or 
heft  of  the  weapon.  Having  done  this,  I  took  out  my 
pocket  book,  and  showed  the  robber  that  had  he  suc- 
ceeded in  his  murderous  attempt,  he  would  have  reap- 
ed a  harvest  of  ten  dollars,  and  for  this  paltry  sum  he 
would  have  committed  murder.  I  determined  to  leave 
the  man  to  his  own  reflections,  discovering,  as  I 
thought,  symptoms  of  true  regret  in  his  speech. 

Having  his  weapons  in  my  possession,  and  one  of 
the  pistols  being  loaded,  as  I  first  ascertained,  I  ar- 
ranged my  horse's  harness,  unbound  the  robber,  who 
was  evidently  suffering  severely  from  his  bruises,  point- 
ed to  his  horse  for  him  to 'mount,  which  I  saw  him  do, 
and  take  the  branch  road  that  led  deeper  into  the  forest. 
I  drove  quickly  on  my  route,  but  not  without  often 
looking  back,  half  expecting  a  second  visit  from  my 
late  antagonist.  I  hurried  to  my  journey's  end,  and 
transacted  my  business,  and  returned  immediately  to 
Boston.  My  way  was  the  woody  road,  but  this  time 
I  was  armed  with  the  robber's  weapons.  I  mentioned 
hastily  to  one  or  two  of  my  confidential  friends,  that  I 
had  narrowly  escaped  being  robbed;  intending  at  a 
future  time  to  relate  the  circumstance  more  fully,  and 
immediately  left  the  city  for  New  York.  I  was  soon 
careering  over  the  heaving  bosom  of  the  broad  ocean, 
in  one  of  the  noble  Liverpool  liners,  that  still  "  hold 
their  own,"  notwithstanding  the  advances  the  applica- 
tion of  steam  has  made  in  navigation. 

I  passed  about  five  years  in  Europe,  during  which 
time  I  visited  almost  every  section  of  the  continent. 
After  many  vicissitudes  and  enjoyments  which  the 
traveler  alone  can  experience,  I  returned  home. 

Not  long  after  my  return,  a  few  years  since,  a  rob- 
bery was  committed  on  that  part  of  Lynn  turnpike 
which  crosses  the  low  marshes  between  that  town  and 
Chelsea,  upon  the  person  of  a  market  man,  who  was 
returning  home  from  the  sale  of  his  produce  in  the 
city.  The  description  of  the  affair  as  it  occured,  ap- 
peared in  the  papers  of  the  day,  and  is  doubtless  fami- 
liar to  my  readers.  The  robber  on  this  occasion  dis- 
charged a  pistol  at  the  person  he  assaulted,  whose  life 
was  saved  by  the  singular  chance  of  the  ball's  striking 
the  buckle  that  secured  the  suspenders  attached  to  his 
garments,  and  then  gluncing  off  from  his  person.  Af- 
ter much  excitement  relative  to  this  affair,  such  infor- 
mation was  obtained  as  led  to  the  detection  of  the 
highwayman,  who  was  accordingly  secured  in  prison. 

The  circumstances  called  to  mind  a  similar  adven- 
ture of  my  own,  an  affair  which  had  in  a  few  eventful . 
years  been  almost  forgotten.  In  thinking  over  the , 
matter,  I  experienced  a  strong  desire  to  sec  the  crimi- 
nal, and  accordingly  visited  him  in  his  cell.  In  Wal- 
ton the  well-known  highwayman,  I  discovered  the 
robber  whom  I  had  by  a  singular  coup  dc  main  over- 
come in  the  wood  of  Punkapog.  The  recognition  was 
mutual,  and  it  was  with  a  strange  wildness  that  he  ex- 
claimed : 

"Have  you,  too,  come  to  witness  against  me?" 

J  held  a  long  conversation  with  him,  during  which 


he  related  to  me  many  incidents  of  his  life  since  we 
last  met.    Said  he  : 

"  Your  lesson  had  well  nigh  succeeded  in  reclaiming 
me,  but  my  habits  were  strong  upon  me,  and  you  see 
me  here  1" 

Before  his  trial,  and  in  fact  immediately  alter  my 
conversation  with  him,  in  prison,  I  again  embarked 
for  Europe,  and  returned,  after  a  business  sojourn  in 
its  principal  cities,  until  within  a  few  months.  I  am 
again  in  my  native  land. 

That  Walton  paid  the  penalty  of  his  crime,  is  well 
known  to  all,  but  what  has  led  me  to  the  relation  of 
my  personal  adventure  with  him,  is  somewhat  slngu-  % 
lar.  The  matter  had  been  forgotten  by  me,  and  per- 
haps would  have  never  been  again  recurred  to,  had  I 
not  happened  to  drop  in  at  a  medical  lecture,  (one  of  the 
series  now  delivering  in  the  city  by  Dr.  Jones,)  when 
the  speaker  exhibited  not  only  the  skull  of  Walton, 
but  also  a  book  bound  in  leather  made  from  his  skin ! 

Little  did  I  think  when  I  unpinioned  the  arms  of 
the  highwayman,  who  would  have  taken  my  life  in 
the  lonely  woods  between  Canton  and  Stoughton,  that 
I  would  live  to  see  his  life  printed,  and  bound  in  hia 
own  skin  I 


AN  OLD  HEFvO. 

The  Kaskaskia  (Ohio)  Republican  notices  the  death, 
in  that  vicinity,  of  Mr.  John  Stufflebean,  aged  109  years. 
He  was  born  on  the  banks  of  the  Hudson  river,  twelve 
miles  from  Albany,  in  the  State  of  New  York,  Feb- 
ruary 16th,  1735.  There  he  married  his  first  wifer 
whom  he  left  with  two  children,  when  he  enlisted  as 
a  private  in  the  revolutionary  army,  in  which  he  served, 
almost  to  the  close  of  the  war,  when  he  was  taken  cap- 
tive by  the  Indians,  who  disposed  of  him  to  the  British 
for  a  barrel  of  rum.  Having  remained  a  prisoner  at 
Detroit  a  few  months,  while  employed  one  day  chop- 
ping wood,  he  and  five  of  their  fellow  prisoners  effected 
their  escape.  On  account  of  the  difficulty  experienced 
in  procuring  subsistence,  these  fugitives  separated  into 
two  parties,  and  took  separate  routes  to  the  Ohio  river. 
The  subject  of  this  notice  and  his  two  companions, 
guided  by  the  sun  In  fair  weather,  and  lying  by  when 
it  was  cloudy,  aiming  for  some  point  high  up  on  the 
liver,  made  the  best  of  their  way  through  the  desolate 
forest,  then  inhabited  by  hostile  Indians,  but  now  is 
the  territory  constituting  the  States  of  Ohio,  Indiana 
and  Michigan.  Three  long  months  were  spent  in  con- 
cealment and  wandering  about,  in  the  performance  of 
this  lonesome  and  hazardous  journey,  beset  as  it  was 
on  all  sides,  by  the  insidious  foes,  then  the  sole  tenants 
of  those  savage  wilds  ;  in  perils  and  dangers  daily;  and 
at  times  nearly  reduced  to  starvation.  At  cne  time, 
for  four  successive  days,  they  were  without  nourish- 
ment, save  that  afforded  by  a  half  dozen  half  hatched 
pheasant's  eggs.  Sometimes  falling  in  amorg  the 
Indians  representing  themselves  as  sent  from  the 
British  army  in  pursuit  of  deserters,  they  obtained  food 
from  them,  and  their  sufferings  were  mitigated  by  the 
kindness  thus  elicited,  as  well  as  themselves  protected 
from  the  effect  of  the  savage  enmity  then  so  strong? 
against  the  colonist.  He  was  one  of  the  first  settlers 
In  Bombon  county,  Kentucky,  and  assisted  in  sawing 
with  a  whip-saw,  the  planks  used  in  constructing  the 
first  permanent  framed  building  there  erected.  He 
was  blessed  with  a  fine  flow  of  animal  spirits,  and  was 
generally  cheerful.    His  eyesight  was  unimpaired  al- 
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most  to  the  last,  and  he  never  had  occasion  for  the  use 
of  spectacles.  He  never  took  a  dose  of  medicine,  and 
with  the  exception  of  four  days1  illness  immediately 
preceding  his  death,  he  was  never  sick,  at  least  seri- 
ously so.    In  his  last  and  only  sickness  he  could  not 


of  freedom  as  ever  beat  in  the  bosom  of  a  Lafayette,  or 
throbbed  around  the  heart  of  mad  Anthony  Wayne. 

It  was  in  the  full  tide  of  the  retreat,  that  a  follower 
of  the  American  camp,  who  had  at  least  shouldered  a 
cart-whip  in  his  country's  service,  was  driving  a  bag- 


be  prevailed  on  to  call  in  a  physician.    His  third  wife   gage  wagon  from  the  battle  field,  while  some  short  dis- 
is  still  living,  at  the  advanced  age  of  92  years,  and  was   tance  behind  a  body  of  Continentals  were  rushing  for- 


able  to  attend  the  remains  of  her  deceased  husband  to 
the  grave. 

SONG  TO  EVO^.. 

BY  n.  C.  CLEMENTS. 

Lend  me  thine  eye  and  ear,  my  friend ! 

A  harp  is  wailing  in  the  skies, 
And  as  its  echoes  sweetly  blend, 

It  seems  to  hymn  our  destinies! 
It  murmurs  that  such  hearts  as  ours 

Were  cast  within  a  common  mould, 
And  when  the  final  future  lowers, 

Are  gathered  to  a  kindred  fold : 
It  lisps  that  where  the  pure  In  thought 

Each  other  fondly,  dearly  prize, 
Bright  seraphs  are  in  concert  brought 

To  chaunt  their  names  in  Paradise ! 
Uprear  thy  face  t  and  let  yon  star 

Light  up  the  radiance  of  thine  eyes ; 
For,  though  it  gleams  in  space  afar, 

A  kindred  fire  within  it  lies. 
Wilt  thou,  Evora,  say,  whene'er 

Terrestrial  bliss  the  grave  shall  end, 
Will  thy  young  spirit  haunt  yon  sphere, 

That  I  may  there  a  greeting  send? 
The  leathered  habitant  of  air, 

With  folded  wing  and  drooping  head, 
Seems  worshipping  in  silent  prayer, 

And  every  sound  of  life  hath  fled. 
»Tis  night  in  heaven !  the  gates  of  Time 

Are  closed  upon  the  silent  throng 
Which  peopled  once  the  breathing  clime 

To  which,  Evora,  we  belong. 
They  make  no  sign,  they  speak  no  word, 

But  stand  in  dusky  mantles  clad, 
As  if  no  voice  within  was  stlr'd 

To  whisper  they  should  now  be  glad. 
Ah !  some  among  that  spirit  train 

Must  long  have  yearn'd  to  know  that  rest, 
Unknown  to  care,  unscathed  by  pain, 

Which  haunts  the  precincts  of  the  bless'd. 
Could  man  but  dream,  ere  she  is  gone, 

How  much  his  nature  owes  the  birth 
Of  one  whose  sinless  soul  is  bom 

Imbued  with  heaven,  with  nought  of  earth, 
How  were  his  hours  like  years  to  those 

Whose  hearts  are  like  a  distant  isle  ' 
Round  which  the  ocean  darkly  flows, 

Unlit  by  e'en  a  planet's  smile. 
F\tr  the  Rover— New  York,  June,  1814, 


THE  BLACKSMITH 
At  the  Battle  of  Brandy-vino. 
Akd  how  I  have  given  you  some  instances  of  cour- 
age and  heroic  daring  of  those  high  in  station  and  re- 
nowned in  fame.  One  instance  more— an  example  of 
reckless  courage.  The  hero  was  a  stout  blacksmith, 
—aye,  an  humble  blacksmith,  but  his  stout  frame  har- 
dened by  toil,  throbbed  with  as  generous  an  impulse 


ward  with  a  troop  of  British  in  close  pursuit. 

The  wagon  had  arrived  at  a  narrow  point  of  the  bye 
road  leading  to  the  south,  where  two  high  banks  of 
rock  and  crag  arising  on  either  side,  afforded  just  space 
sufficient  for  the  passage  of  his  wagon,  and  not  an  inch 
more. 

His  eye  was  arrested  by  the  sight  of  a  stout  muscu- 
lar man,  some  forty  years  of  age,  extended  at  the  foot 
of  a  tree  at  the  very  opening  of  this  pass.  He  was 
clad  in  the  coarse  attire  of  a  mechanic.  His  coat  had 
been  flung  aside,  and,  with  the  shirt  sieves  rolled  up 
from  his  muscular  arm,  he  lay  extended  on  the  turf, 
with  his  rifle  in  his  grasp,  while  the  blood  streamed  in 
a  torrent  from  his  right  leg,  broken  at  the  knee  by  a 
cannon  ball. 

The  wagoner's  sympathies  were  arrested  by  the 
sight— he  would  have  paused  in  the  very  instant  of  his 
flight,  and  placed  the  wounded  blacksmith  in  his  wag- 
on, but  the  stout-hearted  mechanic  refused. 

"I'll  not  get  into  your  wagon,"  he  exclaimed  in  his 
rough  way ;  "  but  I'll  tell  you  what  I  will  do.  Do  you 
see  yonder  cherry  tree  on  the  top  of  that  rock  that 
hangs  over  the  road?  Do  you  think  you  could  lift  a 
man  of  my  built  up  there?— for  you  see,  neighbor," 
he  continued,  while  the  blood  flowed  from  his  wound, 
"I  never  meddled  with  the  Britishers  until  they  came 
trampling  over  this  valley  and  burned  my  house  down. 
And  now  I'm  all  riddled  to  pieces,  and  halnt  got  no 
more  than  fifteen  minutes'  life  in  me;  but  I've  got 
three  rifle  balls  in  ray  cartridge-box,  and  so  just  prop 
me  up  against  that  cherry  tree,  and  I'll  give  'em  the 
whole  three  shots,  and  then,"  he  exclaimed,  "  and  then 
I'll  diet" 

The  wagoner  started  his  horses  ahead,  and  then  with 
with  a  sudden  effort  of  strength,  dragged  the  black- 
smith along  the  sod  to  the  foot  of  the  cherry  tree  sur- 
mounting the  rock  by  the  roadside. 

in  a  moment  his  back  was  propped  against  the  tree, 
his  face  was  to  the  advancing  troopers,  and  while  his 
shattered  leg  hung  over  the  bank,  the  wagoner  rushed 
on  his  way,  while  the  blacksmith  very  cooly  proceeded 
to  load  his  rifle. 

It  was  not  long  before  a  body  of  American  soldiers 
rushed  by  with  the  British  in  pursuit.  The  blacksmith 
greeted  them  with  a  shout,  and  then  raising  his  rifle 
to  his  shoulder,  he  picked  the  foremost  from  his  steed, 
with  the  exclamation :  "That's  for  General  Washing- 
ton !"  In  a  moment  the  rifle  was  loaded,  again  it  was 
fired,  and  the  pursuing  British  rode  over  the  body  of 
another  fallen  officer.  "That's  for  myself!"  cried  the 
blacksmith.  And  then  with  a  hand  strong  with  the 
feeling  of  coming  death,  the  sturdy  freeman  again 
loaded,  again  raised  his  rifle.  He  fired  h'13  last  shot, 
and  as  another  soldier  kissed  the  sod,  a  tear  quivered 
in  the  eye  of  the  dying  blacksmith.  "  And  that,"  he 
cried,  with  a  husky  voice  which  strengthened  into  a 
shout,  "and  that's  for  mad  Anthony  Wayne!'1 

Long  after  the  battle  was  past,  the  body  was  disco- 
vered, propped  against  the  tree,  with  the  features  fro- 
zen in  death,  smiling  grimly,  while  the  right  hand  6 till 
grasped  the  never  failing  rifle. 


EMIL1E.-THB  FISHER-GIGANTIC  LITERATURE. 


And  thus  died  on  of  the  thousands  of  brave  mechanic 
lieroos  of  the  Revolution ;  brave  in  the  hour  of  battie ; 
undaunted  in  the  hour  of  retreat,  and  undismayed  in 
the  hour  of  death. 


EMTLIE. 
Her  cot  is  'neath  the  beechen  Jree, 
Where  the  soft  winds,  in  wandering  free, 
Bear  to  her  ear  the  melody 

Of  many  a  singing  bird. 
I  would  that  1  might  dwell  beneath 
That  emerald  shade,  that  jessamine  wreath, 
Which,  with  the  woodbine  on  the  roof, 
Braids  green,  and  gold,  and  scarlet  woof. 

Her  cot  is  'neath  the  beechen  tree, 
And  dearly  loved  and  prized  is  she, 
But  oft  with  mournful  sighs  for  me 

ller  lonely  heart  is  stirr'd. 
For  many  a  summer  long  and  sweet 
I  sought  her  in  her  green  retreat, 
And  life's  most  bright  and  cherish' d  hours 
Were  spent  upon  the  "hill  of  flowers." 

Her  cot  is  'ncath  the  beechen  tree, 
And  I  am  far  o'er  land  and  sea  ; 
This  is  a  sad,  sad  home  for  me, 

I  hear  no  love  taught  word, 
I  wonder  if,  when  all  alone, 
She  ever  hears  my  plaining  tone, 
Or  feels  my  heartfelt,  shielding  prayer 
Around  her  In  the  summer  air?  lora. 

fhr  the  Rover— New  York,  May,  1844. 


THE  FISHER. 

TU.014  THE  GZR1I&-1.   OF  OOCTHJ. 

Tub  water  roll'd— the  water  swell'd, 

The  fcsher  sat  beside; 
Cal  uly  his  patient  watch  he  held 

Bebide  the  fresh' ning  tide; 
And  while  his  patient  watch  he  keeps, 

The  parted  waters  rose, 
And  from  the  oozy  ocean  deepa 

A  water  maiden  rose. 

She  spoke  to  him,  she  sung  to  him— 

"Why  lurest  thou  my  brood, 
With  cunning  art  and  cruel  heartg 

From  out  their  native  flood ; 
Ah !  could'st  thow  know  how  here  below 

Our  peaceful  lives  glide  o'er, 
Thou'dat  leave  thy  eau  i  and  plunge  beneath 

To  seek  a  happier  home. 

Bathes  not  the  sun  his  golden  face, 

The  moon,  too,  in  the  sea ; 
And  tUe  they  not  from  their  resting  place 

More  beautiful  to  seel 
And  lures  thee  not  the  clear  deep  heaven 

Within  the  waters  blue — 
And  thy  form  so  fair  see  mirror* d  there 

In  that  eternal  dew?" 

•Hio  water  rolPd— the  water  swclfd, 

It  reach'd  his  naked  feet; 
He  felt,  as  at  hi^Tove's  approach, 

His  bounding  bosom  beat  j 


She  spake  to  him,  she  sung  to  him, 

His  short  suspense  is  o'er; 
Half  drew  she  him,  half  drop'd  he  in. 

And  sunk  to  lise  no  more. 

THE  KOVER  OMNIBUS. 
GIGANTIC  LITERATURE. 

These  are  giants  In  the  land  In  these  day§,  as  well 
as  in  "  those  days."  And  moreover  the  giants  in  onr 
day  are  giants  in  literature  as  well  as  corporeal  sire ; 
which  we  Imagine*  a  distinction  the  ancients  could 
not  boast  of.  There  is  a  pair  of  giants  sojourning  at 
present  at  the  American  Musenm  in  this  city,  or  rather, 
to  speak  with  more  precision,  a  giant  and  giantess, 
man  and  wife.  We  have  not  seen  this  giant,  who  says 
he  stands  seven  feet/arc  inches  in  height,  but  we  have 
his  autograph  to  prove  that  he  is  the  real  man  of  Oath. 

It  is  not  fair  that  the  mnseum  man  should  monopo- 
lize all  the  good  things  of  the  giant  race,  and  we  are 
determined  our  readers  at  least  shall  have  a  part.  We 
therefore  publish  the  following  poem,  with  the  addi- 
tional notes,  from  the  giant  now  at  the  American  Mu- 
seum, which  is  correctly  copied  from  his  manuscript 
in  our  possession. 

NEW  YOHK  AMERICAS  MUSEUM. 

Mrs.  Randall  and  hir  husband  is  hear  to  be  seen 
O  pray  let  us  visit  this  sect  lovely  queen 
so  well  formed  by  nature  and  manners  pullighC 
she  measures  near  seven  feet  in  hlght 

We  have  travled  the  country  both  fare  and  near 
But  never  did  enqucal  to  us  appear 
We  have  seen  all  coun treys  all  eises  and  weight 
Mr.  Randall  stands  seven  feet  fore  Inches  In  hlght 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Randall  when  compared  by  ordenary  slse 
of  people  make  them  appear  quite  as  piginey •  and 
alloud  by  all 

to  be  the  stoutest  and  Best  preportloned  people  ever 
was  exhibited  under  the  denomination  of  giant  or 
giantess  and  a  totlc  eclypse  on  a!l  the  glantlcraca 
and  when  seen  to  be  acknoledgcd  the  real  gollah  of 
gath 

"  Stick  a  Pih  the*b."  It  is  no  small  labor,  that  of 
sticking  pins.  We  buy  pins  by  the  paper,  but  very 
few  are  aware  of  the  labor  that  is  performed  before 
these  indispensable  articles  are  ready  for  the  market. 
The  way  they  are  put  on  paper  has  been  greatly  im- 
proved within  a  short  time.  A  writer  who  has  recent- 
ly visited  a  pin  making  factory  in  Countcticut  thus 
speaks  of  this  last  operation  :— "  As  an  invention  of 
the  marvelous  achievement  of  skill  when  so  brought 
to  bear  upon  even  one  branch  of  this  process,  and  that 
quite  subordinate;  the  facility  for  executing  the  taskk 
of  sticking  the  pins  upon  the  sale  paper,  iney  be  node* 
ed.  It  takes,  in  England,  sixty  females  to  stick  in  one 
day,  by  sunlight,  ninety  packs,  containing  302,460  pinf. 

The  same  thing  is  performed  here  in  the  same  time 
by  one  woman.  Her  sole  occupation  is  to  pour  them 
—a  gnlLpn  at  a  time— into  a  hooper,  fiom  whence  they 
corne  out  all  neatly  arranged  upon  ihtir  stvctal  papers. 
The  machine  by  which  the  labor  of  fifty  ii me  person* 
is  daily  saved,  yet  remains  a  mystery  to  all  but  the  in- 
ventor; and  no  person  but  the  single  one  who  attends 
to  It,  is,  upon  any  pretext  whatever,  allowed  to  euler 
the  room  where  It  operates." — Mer,  Journal,  Bottcn 


THE  KF 
PUBLIC 


A8T0R,  LFvr>X  ANi' 
W«DEN  FOU  N  u  ATiOW  3 

.   K  X.       . 

.      >.  -.-, —  'Jim  ■■' 


fit  "rtTriLiP: 


Will  yv  £(J  to  I  he  Indies,  ray  Mary, 
An (1  lvd\r( •  old  S c o lux's  sh ore  * 


TUXIE     lB®VSffi 


and  a  belief  In  which,  the  priesthood,  from  motiTea  ot 
their  own,  did  not  fail  to  encourage.  Indeed  it  would 
almost  seem  that  a  belief  in  the  wild  and  incredible 
was  made  a  test  for  the  measure  of  faith  in  the  dogmas 
of  the  church. 

VourmlH.-NoH. 


An  occurrence  lute  mis  wouio  narc  given  l^aay  aram- 
nor  infinite  delight,  weary  aa  she  was  of  the  monotony 
of  the  castle.  But  none  presented  itself.  The  military 
prowess  of  the  baron  had  years  before  subjected  all  the 
petty  states  about  him  to  his  power,  and  such  was  thf 
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BURNS  TO  MART. 

WITH  AN  KNOSJlTXIIO. 

Ovm  engraving  this  week  is  the  fourth  beautiful  picture 
published  in  the  Roveb,  illustrating  scenes  from  the 
poems  of  Burns. 

The  following  lines  have  reference  to  the  time  when, 
im  consequence  of  disappointments  at  home,  he  had 
determined  to  sail  for  Jamaica,  and  push  his  fortunes 
in  a  foreign  land.  But  for  once,  says  his  biographer, 
M poverty  stood  his  friend."  He  could  not  raise  money 
to  pay  his  passage,  and  remained  at  home  to  become 
the  most  popular  bard  of  the  age. 

TO      HART. 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mary, 

And  leave  auld  Scotia's  shore? 
Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mary, 

Across  th'  Atlantic's  roar?. 

Oh  sweet  grows  the  lime  and  the  orange, 

And  the  apple  on  the  pine ; 
But  a1  the  charms  o'  the  Indies 

Can  never  equal  thine. 

1  hae  sworn  by  the  Heavens  to  my  Mary, 
I  hae  sworn  by  the  Heavens  to  be  true ; 

And  sae  may  the  Heavens  forget  me, 
When  I  forget  my  vow  I 

Oh  plight  me  your  faith,  my  Mary, 
And  plight  me  your  lily-white  hand ; 

Oh  plight  me  your  faith,  my  Mary, 
Before  I  leave  Scotia's  strand. 

We  hae  plighted  our  troth,  my  Mary, 

In  mutual  affection  to  join, 
And  curst  be  the  cause  that  shall  part  us ! 

The  hour,  and  the  moment  o'  time ! 


THE  OPAL  RING: 
A  German  Legend. 

BT  BLIZABJ6TH  OAKE8  SMITH. 

"  Stately  stept  he  east  the  wa', 

And  stately  stept  he  west, 
Full  seventy  years  he  now  had  seen, 
With  scarce  seven  years  of  rest.'1 

Ballad  of  Hardyknute. 
Trb  stout  Lord  Rudolf  was  a  hardy  champion  of  the 
alden  time,  living  in  his  strong  hold  upon  the  verge  of 
the  Rhine.  His  zeal  in  everything  pertaining  to  feats 
af  arms  was  acknowledged  and  unequivocal ;  but  as  to 
matters  of  the  church,  the  brethren  of  St.  Gothard  re- 
garded him  with  ill-dissembled  suspicion,  and  tolerated, 
him  only  in  view  of  his  great  power,  large  estates,  and 
the  not- to- be  questioned  zeal  and  liberality  of  his  young 
wife,  the  Lady  Eleanor.  He  treated  with  a  contempt, 
altogether  remarkable,  considering  his  country  and  the 
age  in  which  he  lived,  the  marvelous  stories  of  sorcery 
and  witchcraft,  in  which  his  people  so  much  delighted, 
and  a  belief  in  which,  the  priesthood,  from  motives  of 
their  own,  did  not  fail  to  encourage.  Indeed  it  would 
almost  seem  that  a  belief  in  the  wild  and  incredible 
was  made  a  test  for  the  measure  of  faith  in  the  dogmas 
of  the  church. 

Vonraoi  III.-No  14. 


The  stern,  lofty  brow  of  the  baron,  was  now  white 
with  the  frosts  of  eighty  winters,  yet  his  eye  had  lost 
none  of  its  fierceness,  and  his  form  had  that  erect  and 
stately  bearing  supposed  to  beseem  a  warrior  of  too 
storied  Rhine.  While  the  companions  of  his  you  th  had, 
one  after  another,  fallen  in  the  many  foraye  of  those 
unsettled  times— had  gone  out  to  the  wars  of  the  Holy 
Land,  and  returned  no  more ;  or,  sunk  in  the  dotage 
and  decrepitude  of  age,  still  mumbled  their  prayers  and 
counted  their  beads,  at  the  will  of  their  ghostly  advis- 
ers, and  gave  immense  sums  to  the  church  by  way  of 
expiation  fo^helr  sanguinary  lives,  the  Baron  Rudolf 
walked  the  ramparts  of  his  castle,  and  beheld,  far  a* 
the  eye  could  sweep,  stately  forests  nodding  to  tha 
wind,  and  filled  with  the  wild  boar  and  deer,  fields  ripe 
for  the  harvest,  and  domains  rich  and  extensive,  all  of 
which  owned  him  for  their  possessor;  and  with  stout 
heart  and  flashing  eye,  he  vowed  none  of  these  should 
go  to  enrich  an  overgrown  and  pampered  church. 

A  resolution  like  this  argued  no  ordinary  spirit  in  an 
age  when  the  priesthood  swayed  the  consciences  of 
men  with  an  iron  rule,  and  bent  the  firmest  to  their 
will  by  the  threatened  anathemas  of  the  church.  Nor 
was  this  all— he  had  married,  in  his  old  age,  a  youngs 
aspiring  bride,  with  a  spirit  indomitable  as  his  own,  and 
all  the  vigilance  of  the  baron  became  requisite  to  foil 
the  machinations  of  his  wife  and  her  confessor. 

Had  Lady  Eleanor  lavished  upon  her  lord  those  at* 
tentions  and  indigencies,  which  his  age  might  seem 
to  demand,  it  is  more  than  probable  he  would  have) 
sunk  into  the  helpless  dotage  of  his  contemporaries, 
and  have  left  her  to  a  young  spouse,  and  his  estate  to 
the  church.  But  fortunately  for  him,  some  rather  un- 
gentle attempts  at  power,  on  the  part  of  the  lady,  rous- 
ed the  lion-ttke  spirit  within,  and  he  arose,  like  tha 
strong  man  ef  old,  and  shook  off  the  withes  that  bound 
him,  and  walked  forth  with  a  firm  step  and  vigilant 
eye,  bidding  defiance  to  every  aggressor  whether  in  tha 
shape  of  foreign  foe,  priest,  wife,  or  even  time  itself. 

It  was  a  period  of  profound  peace;  and  yet  the  wary 
baron  forgot  none  of  the  securities  of  war.  Turret  and 
battlement  frowned  their  defiance,  with  all  the  "pomp 
and  circumstance'1  of  war.  The  sentry  of  the  watch- 
tower  gave  instant  notice  of  the  approach  of  either 
friend  or  foe,  and  one  blast  of  the  warder's  horn  would 
have  filled  the  courts  with  a  gallant  array  of  men-at-arms 
and  retainers.  The  drawbridge  would  have  resounded 
to  the  tramp  of  horse  and  the  clash  of  armor,  battle- 
ment and  barbacan  would  have  bristled  with  pike  and 
battle-axe,  while  gay  pennon  and  flaunting  standard 
would  have  waved  from  the  turrets.  The  long  halls 
and  stately  apartments,  decked  with  gorgeous  tapesty, 
and  waked  only  by  the  light  footstep  of  beauty,  or  tha 
soft  melody  of  the  harp,  would  have  echoed  to  the  din 
of  war  and  the  stirring  notes  of  the  trumpet,  transform- 
ing the  peaceful  habitation  into  a  military  fortress, 
capable  of  repelling  no  inconsiderable  army,  at  a  period 
when  the  deadly  instruments  of  modern  warfare  wera 
unknown. 

An  occurrence  like  this  would  have  given  Lady^lea- 
nor  infinite  delight,  weary  as  she  was  of  the  monotony 
of  the  castle.  But  none  presented  itself.  The  military 
prowess  of  the  baron  had  years  before  subjected  all  tha 
petty  states  about  him  to  his  power,  and  such  was  tha 
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dread  with  which  he  was  now  regarded,  that  none 
thought  of  rebellion. 

The  last  disastrous  crusade  had  closed,  and  in  scat- 
tered groups,  thinned  and  dishearted,  but  a  handful  as 
it  were  of  the  proud  and  gallant  army  that  had  embark- 
ed for  Syria,  returned,  the  chivalry  of  Europe.  The 
sword,  the  pestilence,  and  famine,  had  each  claimed  its 
myriads  ere  men  awoke  from  the  delusion  into  which 
they  had  been  plunged. 

Group  after  group  arrived  to  claim  the  hospitality  of 
the  warlike  baron,  and  yet  the  heir  of  the  castle  came 
not.  Many  were  the  tales  of  wild  adventure,  of  knight- 
ly daring,  or  Paynim  generosity,  in  which  Oswald 
figured  the  bravest  of  the  brave,  to  which  the  Lady 
Eleanor  and  her  damsels  listened,  from  the  lips  of  gal- 
lant knight,  or  wandering  minstrel.  The  pilgrim, 
decked  with  his  scallop-shell,  told  of  thjse  disastrous 
wars,  of  individual  prowess  or  suffering,  till  bright  eyes 
were  suffused  with  tears,  and  fair  cheeks  grew  pale  at 
the  recital. 

The  wars  had  ceased,  and  while  the  disheartened 
survivors,  spent  and  weary,  sought  the  father-land, 
Oswald  lingered  behind.  Various  and  dark  were  the 
surmises  to  which  this  circumstance  gave  rise.  At 
one  time  it  was  hinted,  that  enamored  of  an  eastern 
moid  of  surpassing  beauty,  he  had  abjured  country  and 
religion  for  her  sake ;  and  spell-bound  by  a  sorceress, 
beautiful  as  Armida,  remained  a  willing  captive  to  her 
oharms.  Again,  it  was  said  that  he  devoted  himself  to 
the  forbidden  lore  of  powerful  magicians,  acquiring 
Interdicted  believers  in  the  faith  of  the  cross,  know- 
ledge and  power  dangerous  to  the  soul,  and  unworthy 
tile  character  of  a  Christian  knight. 

At  length,  a  homeward  party  of  his  companions  an- 
nounced that  he  would  return.  Everything  was  put 
ft  readness  for  a  reception  worthy  the  heir  to  such  fair 
•states. 

Runners  were  sent  to  every  out- post,  that  the  earli- 
est notice  might  be  given  of  his  approach ;  and  a  troop 
of  noble  retainers  were  ready  to  escort  him  home,  with 
gay  pennon  and  spirit  stirring  music.  Daily  did  the 
baron,  with  a  statelier  step,  and  a  lordlier  bearing,  walk 
the  old  terrace,  impatient  at  his  delay. 

Lady  Eleanor  busied  herself  In  all  those  arrange- 
ments that  woman's  taste  alone  suggests ;  for  she  had 
never  seen  her  step-son,  and  fame  had  proclaimed  him 
no  less  handsome  than  brave  and  courteous.  The  old 
armor  of  the  great  hall  was  newly  burnished,  rich 
tapestry,  was  suspended  from  the  walls,  choice  em- 
broidery, 

"  Wrought  by  nae  hand  as  ye  may  guess, 
Save  that  of  Fairly  fair." 
was  taken  from  sumptuous  wardrobes  of  carved  oak, 
to  decorate  the  couches     Great  was  the  taste  and  skill 
lavished  upon  the  room  designed  to  be  the  sanctum  of 
the  young  knight. 

The  large  Gothic  windows,  with  their  delicate  tracery, 
and  springing  arches,  through  which  the  light  penetra- 
ting the  stained  glass,  quivered  upon  the  tasselated 
floor  with  hues  like  a  riven  rainbow,  were  again  soft- 
ened by  heavily  embroidered  silk,  that  fell  in  gorgeous 
folds  to  the  very  floor.  Silver  lamps,  of  rich  and  gro- 
tesque construction,  were  suspended,  by  chains  of  the 
sametneta),  from  the  ceiling,  and  fed  with  aromatic 
oils.  The  heavily  ornamented  alcoves  contained  rare 
cabinets,  in  which  were  preserved  those  illuminated 
manuscripts,  of*  such  great  value,  that  principalities 
vere  excha  ^  d  for  their  possession.    High  backed, 


oaken  chairs,  curiously  wrought  with  uncouth  devices, 
stood  upon  mats  of  the  finest  oriental  carpeting ;  im- 
ages of  saints  occupied  every  niche,  and  the  scene  of 
the  crucifixion,  executed  with  no  mean  skill  by  the  fair 
hands  of  Lady  Eleanor  and  her  maidens,  was  suspend- 
ed over  the  huge  fire-place.  Upon  the  cumbrous  table 
were  placed  relics  of  rare  value,  in  cases  of  ivory,  and 
venerated  vases  of  exceeding  beauty. 

All  was  completed,  and  yet  the  knight  returned  not. 
Lady  Eleanor  grew  weary  of  adorning  her  handsome 
person,  all  to  no  purpose,  and  pettishly  chid  her  maid- 
ens as  they  loitered  in  their  embroidery,  as  the  only 
feasible  method  of  allaying  her  own  irritation. 

CHAPTER  II. 

Longe,  longe  hath  toll'd  the  midnight  beli. 

And  the  stars  grew  dim  in  the  skye, 
Tet  the  taper  burns  in  the  old  grey  tower, 
Like  a  bacon  placed  on  highe. 

Old  Ballad. 

The  shadows  of  evening  were  veiling  the  landscape 
in  the  grey  hue  of  twilight,  when  a  solitary  pilgrim, 
with  rusty  cowl,  and  the  scallop-shell,  was  seen  to  ap- 
proach the  castle.  He  moved  slowly,  leaning  upon  his 
staff,  apparently  too  much  absorbed  in  his  own  thoughts 
to  take  much  note  of  objects  about  him.  The  portal 
was  thrown  open  with  ready  zeal,  the  hospitable  board 
spread,  and  the  calls  of  hunger  allayed,  ere  the  courtesy 
of  the  old  baron  would  permit  him  to  press  inquiries 
even  upon  the  subject  nearest  his  heart,  the  protracted 
absence  of  his  son. 

Little  use  was  there  to  question.  The  pilgrim  seem- 
ed moody  and  silent,  and  his  short,  abrupt  replies  re- 
pelled all  advances.  At  length  the  damsel  Agatha 
hinted,  with  many  blushes,  that  the  lady's  page,  Henri, 
had  been  practising  a  new  song ;  and  then,  for  the  first 
time,  did  the  stranger  appear  at  all  interested  in  the 
group  about  him.  While  the  youth  swept  the  strings 
of  the  harp,  with  a  slight  blush,  indeed,  yet  with  the 
air  of  a  handsome  stripling  accustomed  to  the  smile  of 
ladies,  the  stranger  raised  his  head,  and  the  cowl  fal- 
ling back,  revealed  an  eye  and  countenance  little  ac- 
cording with  the  subdued  tone  and  manners  he  had 
assumed.  The  eye  was  black,  penetrating,  and  almost 
fierce  in  its  expression,  and  yet  a  dash  of  sadness 
seemed  to  linger  about  it,  and  to  rest  upon  the  lofty 
forehead  that  gleamed  from  the  midst  of  dark  curly 
hair,  which  clustered  thickly  about  it,  and  shaded  the 
swarthy  cheek  and  haughty  lip.  The  page  shrunk 
abashed  before  the  keen  eye,  but  a  smile  and  glance 
from  the  maiden  reassured  him,  and  he  sang  as  fol- 
lows. 

BONO  OF  THE  PAGE. 

Oh !  many  an  eye  is  clear  and  bright, 
Like  stars  that  deck  the  brow  of  night, 

And  full  of  glee ; 
But  there  is  one,  whose  faintest  ray 
Can  chase  all  thoughts  of  care  away, 
When  fixed  on  me. 

There's  many  a  cheek  whose  changeful  hue, 
Is  like  the  rose  when  bathed  in  dew, 

And  fair  to  see ; 
But  one  alone,  whose  timid  blush 
Will  cause  the  blood  to  mine  to  rush, 
Is  dear  to  me. 

There's  many  a  voice,  whose  dulcet  swell 
Is  like  the  chime  of  silvery  boll 
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From  dewy  lea ; 
Bat  only  one,  that  from  my  heart 
Tbi  pangs  of  grief  can  bid  depart, 
la  dear  to  me. 

It  is  uncertain  how  long  the  youth  might  have  con- 
tinued hla  amorous  ditty,  had  not  a  gesture  of  impa- 
tience from  the  stranger  arrested  him.  He  took  the 
harp  from  the  abashed  page,  and  swept  his  hand  across 
the  strings,  with  a  boldness  and  freedom  that  called 
forth  the  full  power  of  the  instrument :  then,  in  a  clear 
manly  voice  he  sang  the  following  words,  while  the 
ladies  listened  with  all  but  suspended  breath. 

The  Rhine,  the  Rhine,  majestic  Rhine, 

The  bright,  the  beautiful  too, 
That  rushest  down  from  the  mountain  side, 

And  glidest  the  valleys  through. 

Thou  rolleat  on  in  thy  glorious  pomp, 

Thou  pride  of  my  father  land, 
And  I  hear  thy  voice  with  my  boyhood's  joy, 

Once  more  on  my  native  strand. 

•*  My  son,  my  own  son,"  cried  the  old  baron,  for- 
getting all  his  stateliness  in  the  delight  of  beholding 
him  again.  Oswald  returned  the  embraces,  and  con- 
gratulations of  his  family  with  little  of  the  enthusiasm 
with  which  he  was  greeted,  and  Henri  whispered : 

"  Agatha,  I  fear  our  young  lord  is  but  a  churlish 
knight,  for  methinks  he  hath  a  plentiful  lack  of  cour- 
tesy." 

**  Nay,  nay,"  said  the  maiden,  "I  like  his  lofty  bear- 
ing. Commend  me  to  your  dark-eyed  mysterious 
knights,  that  look  as  if  stirred  by  no  ordinary  thoughts. 
I  like  not  to  read  all  at  a  glance." 

"  Those,  that  seek  concealment,  are  most  likely  to 
faaTe  good  cause  for  so  doing.  I  like  a  frank,  open 
bearing,  a  valorous  heart  and  ready  sword,"  returned 
the  page,  with  a  something  very  like  pique  in  his  man- 
ner. 

Agatha  laughed,  with  a  pretty  coquetry.  "  I  doubt 
not  my  good  cousin  will  be  all  he  so  much  admires, 
but  not  the  less  shall  I  affect  a  mystical  appearance,  a 
majestic  mien,  that  awes  one  to  look  upon." 

At  this  moment,  she  encountered  the  dark  eye  of  the 
knight,  and  the  blood  mantled  to  her  fair  brow,  and  the 
small  hand  trembled  as  it  unconsciously  tightened  its 
grasp  upon  a  rose-bud  it  held,  the  last  gift  of  the  page. 

Henri  reddened  with  something  like  resentment,  but 
mindful  of  the  gentle  training  to  which  he  was  sub- 
jected, he  suppressed  its  expression,  and  replied  with 
a  careless  air : 

"  So  then,  my  gentle  cousin  would  rather  tremble  at 
the  glance  of  a  proud  eye,  than  behold  a  true  and 
courteous  knight,  awed  at  her  own  fair  self." 

"  Nay,  nay,  good  cos,  that  is  not  a  fair  inference ; 
kneeling  knights  are  everywhere  to  be  found— they  do 
homage  to  a  fair  cheek  and  sparkling  eye,  lightly  as 
they  don  their  helmet ;  but,  but,"  and  the  cheek  of  the 
gay  girl  was  dyed  with  blushes,  u  methinks  it  were  a 
worthy  triumph  to  subdue  yon  haughty  knight,  who 
seems  little  heedful  of  lady's  smiles;  to  behold  such  an 
one  suing  for  a  maiden's  favor,  were  indeed  assurance 
of  no  ordinary  power." 

Henri's  brow  contracted,  and  It  is  uncertain'  what 
might  have  been  his  response,  had  not  Lady  Eleanor 
at  this  moment  summoned  her  damsels  to  attend  her, 
and  the  page  left  them  at  the  lady's  apartment,  where 


they  were  at  liberty  to  discuss  the  knight  at  their  leis- 
ure. 

For  many  days,  the  knight  yielded  to  the  endear- 
merits  of  domestic  life,  visiting  his  fair  domains,  and 
indulging  the  curiosity  of  the  family  in  details  of  the 
hazards  and  disasters  of  those  fatal  wars,  and  the 
deadly  sufferings  of  the  Christians  in  contending  with 
foes  ever  on  the  alert,  and  innumerable  as  the  locusts 
8 wept  by  the  hot  winds  of  their  own  deserts.  But 
these  things  gradually  grew  irksome  to  him,  and  he  se- 
cluded himself  mostly  either  in  his  own  room,  or  an 
old  tower,  rarely  used  except  in  times  of  commotion ; 
and  then  only  as  a  place  of  great  strength  and  security, 
where  a  foe  could  be  greatly  annoyed,  while  the  repl- 
iants were  secure  from  every  ordinary  weapon. 

There,  hour  after  hour,  even  when  the  midnight  stars 
grew  dem  in  the  early  dawn,  was  beheld  the  solitary 
light  of  the  watcher,  and  occasionally  his  form  might 
be  seen  to  pass  between  the  light,  and  the  low  arched 
portal. 

The  old  baron  walked  the  long  terraces  of  his  strong 
hold  with  a  feebler  step,  and  the  gloomy  disaffected  air 
of  a  man  who  has  nourished  some  bright  anticipation, 
and  wakes  to  find  it  but  an  illusion  of  the  fancy.  •  Dis- 
appointment seemed  likely  to  accomplish  what  age  had 
failed  to  do,  even  to  bow  the  strong  spirit  to  die  earth. 
Lady  Eleanor  felt  all  a  proud  woman's  resentment  at 
the  indifference  with  which  she  was  treated,  and  more 
than  once  hinted  dark  suspicions  of  necromancy  and 
forbidden  arts. 

The  maiden,  Agatha,  had,  from  the  first,  detected  a 
deep  and  abiding  sadness  In  the  stranger,  and  her  girl- 
ish fancy  had  at  once  been  awakened  to  an  interest  in 
his  behalf.  She  invested  him  with  sorrows  and  wrongs, 
that  perhaps  never  had  an  existence,  except  in  her  own 
youthful  imagination,  and  then  wept  over  them,  and 
offered  her  prayers  to  the  Virgin,  that  the  one  might 
be  redressed,  and  the  other  alleviated.  She  even  wish- 
ed it  were  in  her  power  to  do  something  to  relieve  his 
despondency.  Her  girlish  coquetry  gave  place  to'  a 
quiet  pensiveness,  and  perhaps  her  fine  eyes  might 
have  expressed  more  of  tenderness  than  she  conceived, 
as  they  rested  upon  the  knight,  for  she  thought  not  of 
herself,  but  only  of  his  sorrows. 

Henri  alone  seemed  to  enjoy  the  state  of  affairs  at 
the  castle.  His  volatile  spirits  became  even  more 
buoyant  than  ever,  and  he  sang  his  songs  and  madri- 
gals with  unprecedented  sweetness  and  skill.  He  was 
a  gay,  handsome  youth,  with  a  smooth  tongue,  and 
courtly  address,  and  withal  frank  and  brave,  and  pro- 
mising hereafter  to  be  right  worthy  of  the  sword  and 
spurs  of  knighthood.  He  had  already  installed  his  fair 
cousin  upon  the  pedestal  of  his  heart,  as  his  only 
"Lady  Love,"  partly  in  consequence  of  the  beauty  and 
many  excellencies  of  the  damsel,  and  partly  because 
the  seclusion  in  which  he  lived  afforded  none  other 
so  good  and  lovely. 

Agatha,  half  in  sport,  and  half  in  the  thoughtless  in- 
experience of  glrldhood,  humored  the  whim  of  the 
young  devotee,  unconscious  of  the  dangerous  passion, 
that  was  thus  daily  strengthening  in  the  heart  of  her 
admirer.  Now  that  a  new  grace  had  been  imparted  to 
her  face,  in  the  soft  pensiveness  that  was  stealing  over 
it,  she  sat  with  abstracted  air,  while  he  poured  forth 
the  most  dulcet  melody,  her  own  looks  more  danger- 
ous to  the  youth,  and  herself  unaware  that  her  thoughts 
were  away  with  the  solitary  watcher  of  the  tower,  and 
more  intent  upon  divining  his  secret  cause  of  grief, 
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than  in  doing  justice  to  the  skill  or  teste  of  the  hand- 
some page. 

CHAPTER  III. 

"  There  came,  and  look'd  him  in  the  face, 

An  angel,  beautiful  and  bright ; 
And  then  he  knew  it  was  a  fiend, 
This  miserable  knight."— Colebidge. 

We  have  before  said,  that  the  stern  hardihood  of  the 
baron  had  hitherto  enabled  him  to  bid  defiance  to  tRo 
ghostly  warnings  of  the  Fathers  of  St.  Gothard,  who 
urged  him  to  prepare  for  the  rest  of  his  soul,  by  con- 
tributions to  the  church.  It  may  hence  be  inferred 
they  regarded  him  with  no  friendly  eye ;  and  now  that 
his  son  had  returned,  leading  a  dark,  solitary  life,  their 
malicious  scrutiny  was  at  once  excited.  Nor  was  this 
all ;  Lady  Eleanor,  in  the  sanctity  of  confession,  had 
relieved  her  burden  of  spleen,  by  hinting  mysterious 
fears  and  doubts,  as  to  the  motives  of  his  retirement. 

The  moon  in  its  first  quarter  hung  like  a  silver 
barque  upon  the  verge  of  the  horizon,  its  faint  ray  play- 
ing upon  the  waters  of  the  Rhine,  as  they  heaved 
darkly  in  the  uncertain  light,  when  Agatha,  who  was 
looking  from  the  terrace,  was  roused  from  a  long  re- 
verie by  the  voice  of  the  page.  He  pointed  to  the  dim 
light  of  the  old  tower,  and  said  in  a  low  voice : 

"The  eagle,  companionless  and  alone,  becomes  a 
surer  mark  for  the  archer." 

"  What  mean  you,  Henri  ?  Is  danger  really  threat- 
ening the  noble  Oswald?  And  have  you  not  warned 
him  of  the  peril?" 

"  How  should  I,  sweet  coz,  when  he  treats  me  with 
the  contempt  of  a  menial  ?  Methinks,  were  I  to  mount 
to  yonder  tower  with  a  message  of  warning,  it  were 
poor  reward  for  such  service  to  be  pitched  from  the 
battlement." 

"  Shame  on  thee  Henri ;  I  thought  thine  had  been 
a  nobler  nature ;"  and  the  maiden  turned  away  with  a 
look  of  scorn. 

The  eye  of  the  psge  flashed,  and  his  brow  crimson- 
ed, yet  he  did  not  fail  to  address  her  with  his  habitual 
deference,  but  still  with  an  infusion  of  pride  that  well 
became  him. 

"Agatha,  you  wrong  me.  I  care  little  for  the  scorn 
of  yon  proud  knight ;  should  he  attempt  discourteous 
service,  he  would  scarcely  find  me  the  craven  to  sub- 
mit either  to  his  violence  or  dictation.  It  may  be  that 
my  devotion  to  the  baron  hath  magnified  to  me  the 
danger  of  his  son."  Then,  in  a  lower  voice,  while  his 
eyes  rested  sadly  upon  the  face  of  the  excited  girl,  he 
said,  "It  may  be  too,  Agatha,  that  I  feared  for  him  for 
thy  sake." 

A  deep  blush  spread  over  her  face  and  neck  at  this 
allusion  to  herself,  which  the  youth  marked  with  a 
deeper  shade  of  melancholy.  He  then  went  on  to  ex- 
press his  fears  that  the  fathers  were  about  to  cite  the 
young  lord  to  appear  before  a  council  of  their  order, 
to  answer  to  the  crimes  of  witchcraft  and  sorcery. 
He  had  expressed  his  reasons  for  so  thinking  to  the 
baron,  who  had  treated  the  subject  with  utter  contempt, 
and  thus,  he  doubted  not,  would  the  son. 

Agatha  retired  to  her  room  but  not  to  sleep*  The 
danger  which  threatened  the  knight  grew  every  mo- 
ment upon  her  imagination,  and  suggested  many  me- 
thods by  which  he  might  be  warned  of  the  peril ;  but 
with  the  timidity  of  maidenly  reserve  she  shrunk  from 
putting  them  into  execution.  She  looked  out  from 
the  casement ;  the  stars  beamed  placidly  from  the  deep 
sky,aand  the  old  woods  reposed  in  deep  shadow,  while 


the  heavy  outline  of  the  towers  of  St  Gothard  lay  like 
a  dense  mass  against  the  horizon.  As  she  continued 
looking  in  the  direction  of  the  monastery,  she  observ- 
ed a  file  of  monks  with  cowl  and  cassock,  each  bear- 
ing a  small  lantern,  slowly  emerge  from  its  walls,  and 
take  the  direction  of  the  castle. 

Instantly  was  her  resolve  taken.  Throwing  a  man* 
tie  over  her  shoulders,  she  paced  with  a  trembling  step 
the  long  dark  corridors  and  took  the  direction  of  the 
old  tower. 

The  structure  was  intricate,  and  of  immense  size, 
and  a  deadly  fear  seized  the  lone  girl,  as  she  threaded 
the  dark  passages  at  such  an  hour.  Occasionally  too9 
as  she  approached  the  outer  walls,  nocturnal  birds, 
disturbed  in  their  retreats,  spread  their  broad  heavy 
wings  and  sailed  forth  with  loud  screams  into  the  open 
air.  At  length  she  reached  the  base  of  the  tower,  and 
began  to  ascend.  Laying  her  hand  upon  the  damp 
walls  she  groped  up  the  narrow  winding  steps.  She 
felt  something  glide  from  beneath  her  touch ;  but  whe- 
ther snake  or  lizard  she  knew  not,  for  a  cold  shivering 
passed  all  over  her,  and  she  scarcely  suppressed  a 
scream  of  horror.  Then  the  wild  superstitions  of  the 
age  came  upon  her  with  a  deadly  power,  and  to  her 
excited  fancy  the  dark  passage  seemed  full  of  unearth- 
ly sounds;  horrid  eyes  glared  upon  her  from  every 
side,  and  her  flesh  crept  beneath  the  touch  of  hideous 
and  malignant  demons.  She  pressed  the  crucifix  dose 
to  her  bosom,  closed  her  eyes  to  all  about  her,  and 
breathing  inarticulate  prayers  to  the  Holy  Virgin,  reach- 
ed the  landing,  where  the  light  streamed  from  the  re* 
treat  of  the  knight 

Here,  while  pausing  for  breath,  her  ear  was  arrestee! 
by  the  soft  tones  of  a  lute,  accompanied  by  the  low, 
exquisite  tones  of  a  female  voice.  In  the  astonish  f 
ment  of  the  moment  she  listened  to  the  following 
words,  sang  with  great  sweetness  and  effect. 

SONG. 

'Mid  scorching  sands  the  desert  bulb 

Lies  hid  beneath  the  plain,* 
With  all  its  beauty  folded  up, 

To  wait  the  coming  rain. 

It  comes— the  welcome  rain-drops  come, 

And,  like  a  magic  life, 
The  joyous  flow' ret  upward  springs, 

With  every  beauty  rife. 

Awhile  it  blossoms  in  the  sun, 

A  creature  of  delight ; 
Till  fed  no  more  with  genial  dews 

It  withers  in  the  light 

And  thus  the  heart,  when  waked  by  lore, 

A  thousand  joys  may  know, 
But  coldness,  like  the  desert  air, 

Shall  wither  all  its  glow. 

*  Travelers  tell  of  immense  plains  in  certain  parts 
of  Africa,  where,  during  the  hot  months  not  a  spear 
of  vegetation  appears ;  the  earth  is  dry  and  hard,  and 
seamed  with  cracks  to  a  great  depth,  by  the  action  of 
the  sun's  rays  upon  the  barren  surface.  But  no  soon- 
er does  the  rainy  season  commence,  than  their  whole 
appearance  is  changed.  Innumerable  bulbous  plants, 
whose  roots  were  hid  beneath  the  surface,  spring 
from  the  earth,  and  in  a  few  weeks  the  plain,  so  laterjr 
a  barren  desert,  assumes  the  appearance  of  an  im- 
mense flower  garden,  with  blossoms  of  the  rarest  and 
most  beautiful  description.  These  continue  till  the 
setting  in  of  the  dry  season,  when  they  rapidly  disap- 
pear. 
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A  noise  from  below  started  her  from  her  attitude, 
and  she  rushed  to  the  portal  exclaiming  in  hurried  ac- 
cent!: 

"Fly,  Sir  Knight,  it  is  for  your  life." 

Oswald  rose  fiercely  to  repel  the  intruder;  but  not 
till  Agatha  had  beheld  a  female  of  singular  beauty  re- 
clined upon  a  low  ottoman  at  his  feet  She  was  ar- 
rayed in  the  most  sumptuous  mode  of  oriental  magni- 
ficence :  a  turban  of  golden  tissue  was  wreathed  about 
her  redundant  hair,  1n  which  glittered  the  costliest 
gems ;  and  an  opal,  of  large  size,  reflecting  a  thousand 
prismatic  hues,  shone  upon  her  dark  clear  brow.  Her 
round  rich  lips  were  slightly  parted,  revealing  teeth  of 
resplendant  whiteness ;  and  her  full  liquid  eyes,  that 
looked  like  a  sea  of  tenderness,  shaded  as  they  were, 
by  long  curved  lashes,  were  raised  to  the  face  of  the 
knight,  who  gazed  into  their  passionate  depths  with 
intense  devotion.  Her  robe  was  open  from  the  throat 
nearly  to  the  girdle,  revealing  a  swan-like  neck,  that 
swelled  from  the  graceful  chest  like  polished  ivory. 
Her  arms  were  encircled  by  bracelets  of  pearl,  which 
gave  a  startling  brilliancy  to  their  rich  color  and  ele- 
gant contour. 

Agatha  obtained  but  a  momentary  view  of  this  ra- 
diant creature ;  and  she  stood  alone  with  the  myste- 
rious dweller  of  the  tower.  His  face  darkened  with 
suppressed  passion,  and  he  fixed  his  fierce  eye  sternly 
upon  the  maiden.  But  her  pale,  child-like  face,  and 
timid  air,  restored  all  the  chivalry  of  his  profession. 
He  led  her  to  the  ottoman  the  mysterious  lady  had 
but  lately  occupied,  and  heard  her  recital  with  com- 
pressed lips.  The  sounds  approached  nearer.  Aga- 
tha sprang  to  her  feet,  wild  with  terror  as  the  thought 
of  detection  in  such  a  place,  and  at  such  an  hour  flash- 
ed upon  her  mind. 

"  Thou  hast  done  me  a  kindly  service,  Agatha,  and 
I  would  not  that  suspicion  should  fall  upon  thy  mai- 
den fame  as  thy  guerdon.  Wilt  thou  not  rest  conceal- 
ed beneath  the  battlements,  till  these  intruders  have 
retired  7" 

Agatha  took  the  proffered  arm,  and  he  led  her  out 
where  the  walls  overlooked  the  mass  of  waters,  that 
swept  the  very  base  of  the  tower. 

He  had  scarcely  seated  himself  at  the  rude  table, 
with  a  manuscript  spread  before  him,  when  the  Inqui- 
sitors entered  the  room. 

They  exchanged  glances  of  astonishment  at  the  sim- 
ple employment  of  the  student,  and  the  naked  poverty 
of  the  apartment.  The  knight  slowly  rose  to  receive 
them,  and  demanded,  with  a  placid  brow,  to  what  he 
owed  the  privilege  of  a  visit  at  such  an  hour. 

"In  sooth,  fair  sir,'1  said  the  principal,  "  we  owe 
thee  an  apology  for  this  intrusion.  Knowing  the  pow- 
er and  arts  of  the  prince  of  darkness,  how  he  goeth 
about  like  a  roaring  lion,  seeking  whom  he  may  de- 
vour,.the  church,  ever  mindful  of  the  welfare  of  the 
faithful,  and  desirous,  if  but  a  lamb  should  go  astray, 
to  win  it  back  to  the  fold,  hath  sought  thee  in  all  love 
and  faithfulness,  lest  thou  shouldst  have  been  delu- 
ded by  the  wicked  devices  of  the  arch  adversary  of 
souls," 

"  I  owe  thee  many  thanks,  good  father,"  said  the 
knight,  a  alight  sneer  betrayed  upon  his  noble  fea- 
tures, "  were  I  so  unfortunate  as  to  prove  recreant  to 
the  faith  of  a  true  knight  and  a  Christian,  I  doubt  not 
the  holy  brethren  of  St.  Oothard  would  use  all  ghost- 
ly admonition  to  restore  me  within  the  pale  of  the 
church.    In  the  meanwhile  I  will  see  to  it,  that  suita- 


ble provision  be  made  to  ensure  the  pious  exertions, 
and  prayers  of  the  brethren,  lest  peradventure  I  might 
swerve  from  the  faith." 

This  was  uttered  half  in  reverence  and  half  in  mock- 
ery, but  the  promise  Involved  in  the  concluding  clause, 
was  enough  to  blind  all  eyes  to  aught  inconsistent 
with  the  manners  of  a  faithful  son  of  the  church;  and 
though  the  principal  still  eyed  him  with  a  lingering 
look  of  suspicion,  he  raised  his  thin,  pale  hands,  and 
pronouncing  a  benedicite,  slowly  retired. 

CHAPTER  IV. 

"  Great  love  they  bare  to  Fairly  fair, 
%    Their  sister  saft  and  dear, 
Her  girdle  showed  her  middle  gimp, 
And  gowden  gllst  her  hair." 

Hardtkxute. 

If  Agatha  had  been  astonished  at  the  ready  self-pos- 
session of  the  knight  at  this  critical  period,  she  was  no 
less  charmed  at  the  grace  and  elegance  with  which, 
seating  her  upon  the  ottoman,  he  gave  utterance  to  his 
many  expressions  of  gratitude,  for  the  service  she  had 
rendered  him. 

"  It  may  be  that  I  have  failed  in  knightly  courtesy, 
maiden,  but  impute  it  only  to  my  strange  destiny* 
Pardon  me,  lady,  I  have  not  been  blind  to  thy  many 
excellencies,  but  I  am  bound  by  inexorable  fate.  Think 
of  me  as  one  who  would  do  all  knightly  service  for  thy 
sake,  but  who,  alas !  is  unworthy  even  to  kneel  at  thy 
feet :"  and  his  proud  lip  quivered  with  emotion. 

Agatha  had  risen  to  depart,  but  the  language  of  the 
knight,  alluding  to  his  strange  fate,  emboldened  her  to 
speak  upon  the  fearful  aubject  of  the  beautiful  appari- 
tion she  had  seen.  With  a  blending  of  feminine  ten- 
derness, and  maidenly  dignity,  she  turned  toward  him; 
the  blush,  that  a  moment  before  mantled  upon  her 
cheek,  had  died  away,  and  left  it  of  a  marble  paleness. 

" 1  came  not  here,  Sir  Knight,  to  scrutinize  what 
thou  wouldst  fain  conceal,  but  to  warn  thee  of  danger. 
But  there  are  fearful  spells,  and  forbidden  powers,  of 
which  I  shudder  to  speak— -demons  may  assume  the 
appearance  of  angels  of  light,  and  thereby  lure  the 
soul  to  destruction.  Let  me  implore  thee  to  fly  the 
snare." 

The  knight's  brow  contracted,  a  deadly  paleness 
gathered  upon  his  foce,  and  his  lips  were  compressed 
with  a  strong  pressure.  Agatha  thought  she  saw  a  dim 
shape  flit  by  her. 

"  Then  thou  didst  behold  her,  Agatha.  I  am  in  deadly 
peril ;"  and  he  gasped  for  utterance. 

"  Thou  haat  nothing  to  fear  from  me,  Sir  Knight ; 
I  am  no  idle  maiden  to  babble  upon  the  secrets  of  others. 
I  would  only  lure  thee  from  the  snare,  not  betray  thee 
to  danger." 

The  knight  smote  upon  his  brow.  u  Noble,  noble 
girl— wo  is  me,  that  I  have  thrown  a  great  gulf  between 
me  and  such  as  thou,  and  for  the  love  of " 

A  low  hiss  sounded  through  the  apartment,  and 
Agatha,  raising  her  eyes,  beheld  upon  the  opposite 
wall,  a  small  spot  flashing  and  sparkling  in  the  sha- 
dow around,  and  she  knew  it  for  the  opal  she  had 
seen  upon  the  brow  of  the  strange  lady.  The  knight 
followed  the  direction  of  her  eyes,  and  he  dropped  the 
hand  he  had  raised  to  his  lips,  and  retired  from  her 
side. 

Slowly  and  in  silence  he  conducted  her  through 
the  long  passages,  and  then  sought  again  the  lonely 
tower.  * 
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Sleep  came  late  and  troubled  to  the  lids  of  the  fair 
girl,  and  the  occurrencies  of  the  night  were  strangely 
com.ningled  with  dark  and  hideous  visions.  At  one 
time  the  beautiful  lady,  with  the  opal-crowned  brow, 
stood  before  her,  singing  to  her  lute  such  strains  of 
dulcet  melody  as  ravished  her  senses  to  heer.  While 
she  looked  upon  her  surpassing  beauty,  slowly  did  her 
figure  expand,  towering  and  darkening,  and  the  air  be- 
came filled  with  shrieks  and  lamentations.  Then  she 
beheld  a  funeral  pyre,  and  Oswald  chained  to  the  stake, 
and  the  strange  lady  wringing  her  hands ;  and  then, 
hideous  with  laughter,  she  stood  beside  him.  Glad 
was  she  when  the  pure  light  of  the  morning,  with  the 
sound  of  singing  birds,  dispelled  the  phantom*  of  the 
night. 

The  old  baron  was  exasperated,  when  told  of  the  se- 
cret visit  of  the  fathers  of  St,  Gothard ; 

"  Red,  red,  then  grew  his  dark-brown  cheeks, 
Sao  did  his  dark-brown  brow." 
and  in  the  heat  of  his  resentment,  he  ordered  the  pri- 
vate passage,  by  which  they  had  entered,  to  be  closed 
up  forever,  that  prying  priest  might  never  again  intrude 
upon  the  sanctity  of  his  dwelling,  unannounced  and 
unbidden. 

-  For  many  days  the  knight  seemed  more  than  ordi- 
narily severe  and  gloomy,  but  Agatha  saw  with  delight 
he  went  not  to  the  old  tower.  His  manner,  when  he 
approached  her,  was  even  more  deferential  than  ever, 
and  his  eye  rested  upon  her  with  unwonted  tenderness. 
Agatha  saw  this,  and  it  sent  a  thrill  of  delight  to  her 
heart.  And  yet,  wherefore  should  she  desire  the  loye 
of  one  so  strange,  so  guilty  even,  according  to  his  own 
confession  ?  She  would  strive  to  forget  him ;  and  then 
came  the  the  memory  of  his  sorrows  and  his  loneliness, 
with  none  to  counsel,  none  to  lead  him  back  to  faith 
and  holiness,  and  she  knelt  and  prayed  fervently  to  the 
Virgin  in  his  behalf.  Alas !  she  could  not  dream  how 
dear  those  very  prayers  were  making  their  subject  to 
her  own  heart.  So  earnest  was  she  in  her  devotions, 
that  she  began  to  believe  the  blessed  saints  had  inter- 
posed specially  in  behalf  of  the  knight,  and  by  their 
holy  influences  kept  him  from  the  old  tower,  and  the 
dangerous  lady  who  lured  him  thither.  Impressed 
with  this  conviction,  she  redoubled  her  devotions;  her 
cheek  grew  pale  with  fast  and  vigil,  and  her  beauty 
every  day  more  spiritual.  She  felt  as  if  the  salvation 
of  the  knight  depended  upon  the  fervency  of  her  prayers, 
and  sleep  departed  from  her  pillow,  and  her  pale  cheeks 
were  wet  with  the  tears  of  supplication.  The  terrible 
secret  no  longer  weighed  upon  her  spirits ;  she  needed 
no  relief  in  confession,  for  the  enthusiasm  of  a  lofty 
piety  brought  its  own  strength,  support,  and  consola- 
tion. She  had  more  than  once  seen  that  opal  light 
gleam  from  the  battlements,  and  heard  the  lo.v,  sad 
tones  of  the  lute,  and  she  turned  to  her  devotions  with 
but  the  more  zeal. 

At  this  juncture  a  strange  knight  and  lady  arrived  to 
claim  the  hospitality  of  the  castle.  Nothing  could  be 
more  commanding  than  the  appearance  of  the  stranger. 
He  was  of  lofty  stature,  yet  so  justly  proportioned  that 
his  height  gave  the  same  pleasure  felt  upon  beholding 
the  perfection  of  statuary.  His  brow  was  high,  and 
his  hair  of  a  raven  blackness.  His  eyes,  sunk  beneath 
deeply  arched  brows,  were  painfully  intense  in  their 
jetty  hue  and  searching  expression.  His  accoutre- 
ments were  sumptuous  in  the  extreme,  and  all  in  chi- 
valric  perfection.  The  lady  clung  to  his  arm  with  ti- 
mid gentleness,  her  head  bowed  beneath  a  silvery  veil, 


that  nearly  concealed  her  person.  At  a  few  whiapesed 
words  of  the  knight,  she  threw  back  her  Tell,  and  re- 
vealed the  lady  of  the  tower,  with  the  opal  upon  her 
brow.  Her  liquid  eyes  beamed  with  tenderness,  and 
the  rich  blood  trembled  upon  her  cheek  as  she  received 
the  few  words  of  welcome  that  fell  from  the  ashy  tips 
of  Oswald. 

The  stranger's  stay  was  short.  He  craved  the  ins& 
tronly  hospitality  of  Lady  Eleanor  in  behalf  of  his  sis- 
ter, while  he  should  be  absent  a  few  weeks  to  redeem 
a  knightly  pledge.  He  had  no  sooner  departed  than. 
the  lady,  taking  a  small  lute,  commenced  thai  low 
strange  melody  so  familiar  to  the  ear  of  Agatha. 

BONO    OF     THE     LADY. 

Dearest  brother,  fare  thee  well, 
Though  in  sorrow  forced  to  part, 

Thou  wilt  bear  a  sister's  love, 
Cherished  ever  in  thy  heart. 

Danger's  path  may  lure  thee  on, 
Stern  the  soldier's  heart  may  be, 

But  the  brother's  ever  will 
Soft  and  gentle  prove  for  me. 

The  words  were  simple,  but  it  was  the  soft  magic  of 
the  voice  and  lute,  as  the  lady  sate  with  the  silver  veil 
floating  like  a  halo  about  her,  that  gave  them  a  strange 
power  over  her  hearers. 

Very  gentle  and  winning  were  the  manners  of  the 
strange  maiden ;  yet  Agatha  remarked,  that  she  never 
said  Pater  Nosier^  nor  Ave  Marie ;  and  the  symbol  of 
the  holy  cross  was  never  made  upon  her  brow,  where 
the  briliant  opal  gleamed  for  ever  in  its  changing  beau- 
ty. She  delighted  to  roam  the  sequesteredgronnds  of 
the  old  domain,  and  her  lute  breathed  everywhere  its 
dulcet  numbers.  Her  manners  were  always  those  of 
maidenly  reserve,  yet  Agatha  more  than  once  had 
marked  her  lustrous  eyes  fixed  with  a  peculiar  fascina- 
tion upon  the  face  of  Oswald.  Did  he  seat  himself  to 
listen  to  the  lady's  lute,  she  unconsciously  glided  to 
his  feet,  and  Agatha  thought  a  supernatural  beauty 
rested  upon  her,  while  she  breathed  those  liquid  tones 
that  held  all  spell-bound  at  her  side. 

Agatha  felt  an  undefined  dread  whenever  she  ap- 
proached this  creature  of  fascination,  which  grew  deep- 
er as  the  regards  of  the  lady  were  more  and  more  Used 
upon  herself.  She  saw  that  the  knight  looked  pale 
and  troubled,  and  fearful  surmises  crowded  upon  her 
brain.    Who,  and  what  was  the  beautiful  stranger? 

CHAPTER  V. 

"And  first  she  wet  her  comely  cheiks, 

And  then  her  boddice  green, 
Her  silken  cords  of  twirtle  twist, 
Well  plett  with  silver  sheen." 
Thb  night  was  warm  and  still.    Agatha  had  found  it 
impossible  to  sleep,  and  she  stepped  out  upon  the  ter- 
race, where  the  huge  trees  clustered  thickly  around, 
almost  dispelling  the  light  of  the  pale,  waning  moon. 
As  she  looked  down  upon  the  scene  below,  she  beheld 
the  knight  standing  with  folded  arms,  and  rigid  fea- 
tures, looking  sternly  upon  the  mysterious  lady,  who 
was  kneeling  at  his  feet;  her  beautiful  brow,  and  Im- 
ploring eyes  turned  to  his  face,  and  her  round  anna 
and  clasped  hands  gleaming  like  alabaster  in  the  pale 
light,  as  they  were  raised  in  the  attitude  of  suppUca- 
tion. 
"  Never,  Zaydith,  never.    I  have  periled  soul  and 
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body  for  thy  sake.  Ask  no  more.  Return,  and  prac- 
tice thy  spells  upon  those  that  know  thee  not." 

Slowly  the  lady  rose  from  her  kneeling  posture,  her 
clasped  hands  drooping  before  her,  her  head  bowed  up- 
on her  bosom,  and  the  tears  falling  in  showers  from 
her  radiant  eyes. 

"Zaydith,  Zaydith,"  said  the  knight,  folding  her  to 
-his  bosom,  "  why  wouldst  thou  drag  me  to  perdition  ? 
Why  didst  thou  seek  me,  but  to  plunge  me  deeper  and 
deeper  in  guilt  and  misery  V* 

Passionately  did  the  maiden  fold  her  fair  arms  about 
the  neck  of  the  knight,  and  her  curls  were  mingled 
with  his,  while  her  soft  eyes  rested  upon  his  (ace  with 
a  look  of  inconceivable  tenderness. 

11  Alas!  alas !  I  am  in  peril,  even  greater  than  thine. 
If  I  abandon  thee,  most  terrible  is  the  punishment  that 
awaits  me.  Wo  is  me!  for  I  have  never  loved  till 
now.  Now  only  do  I  feel  that  I  would  suffer  inex- 
pressible pangs,  rather  than  one  particle  of  suffering 
should  be  infused  into  thy  cup.  It  shall  be  done. 
Enough,  that  thou  art  safe.  Alas !  dost  thou  love  me, 
Oswald  ?" 

The  knight  answered  by  a  deep  moan  of  agony,  and 
a  shower  of  kisses  upon  her  lips,  brow  and  cheek.  The 
lady  pressed  her  small  hands  to  her  eyes  and  wept  bit- 
terly. She  disengaged  herself  from  his  arms,  and  the 
tones  of  her  lute  broke  the  silence  of  the  night,  as,  re- 
clining at  the  feet  of  her  lover,  she  sang  the  following 
words  with  singular  pathos : 


Tes,  the  word  of  Kate  is  spoken, 
Zaydith  quits  thee,  love,  forever ; 

Should  her  heart  be  wildly  broken, 
May'st  thou  know  it  never,  never. 

Never  know  what  fate  awaits  me, 
Outcast  from  that  heart  of  thine ; 

Yet,  each  thought  so  fixed  upon  thee, 
Love  shall  make  a  heaven  of  mine; 

Fare  thee  well !  my  heart  is  broken, 

Sadly,  sadly  let  me  weep; 
I  will  ask  no  gift,  no  token, 

For  thy  memory  may  not  sleep. 

"  My  own  Zaydith,"  cried  the  knight,  "we  may  not, 
cannot  part;  let  us  be  doomed  together,  my  own  true, 
fond-hearted  girt." 

An  unwonted  splendor  shot  from  the  mysterious 
opal,  and  the  lady  clasped  her  hands  in  agony. 

"  Oswald,  unsay  those,  dreadful  words.  Return  to 
thy  faith.  Pray— for  prayers  may  avail  thee.  Thy  fate 
is  not  yet  sealed— the  signet  is  not  upon  thy  brow.  Oh 
pray— the  deluded  Arab  girl  bids  thee  pray— pray  for— 
for  the  doomed." 

She  turned  deadly  pale— a  shivering  passed  over  her 
—she  pressed  her  lips  to  his,  and  in  a  moment  had  dis- 
appeared. 

Then  Agatha  beheld  the  knight  upon  his  knees,  un- 
der the  still  heavens,  and  his  deep  sobs  mingled  with 
the  wail  of  the  night-wind ;  and  she,  too,  knelt,  and 
their  prayers  ascended  upon  the  same  air,  to  the  throne 
of  love  and  mercy. 

The  next  morning,  early,  the  stranger  made  his  ap- 
pearance to  recall  his  sister.    His  manners  were  stern 


and  gloomy,  and  the  maiden  trembled  when  his  glance 
fell  upon  her.  As  she  turned  to  depart,  she  pressed 
her  lips  fondly  to  those  of  Agatha,  and  the  maiden  re- 
membered, long  after,  that  fearful,  burning  kiss.  She 
took  a  ring  from  her  finger,  and  placed  it  upon  that  of 
Agatha,  dropped  her  veil  about  her,  cast  one  long  anx- 
ious glance  around,  and  then  departed. 

Agatha  shuddered  with  undefined  horror  as  the  ring 
pressed  her  finger.  A  new  mystery  was  revealed  to 
her.  Dim  forms  flitted  around,  with  pale  and  troubled 
countenances,  and  a  shadow  seemed  forever  flung  over 
all  that  to  her  had  been  bright  and  beautiful.  Strange 
and  troublous  thoughts  crowded  upon  her,  and  her 
prayers,  became  fearfully  v*gue  and  incoherent  Days 
and  weeks  passed  away,  and  she  shrunk  within  herself 
like  a  guilty  thing,  for  now  was  the  human  heart,  with 
all  its  fearful  secrets,  exposed  openly  to  her  view.  All 
who  approached  stood  with  naked  hearts  before  her. 
She  closed  her  eyes,  but  there  still  gleamed  the  hidden 
spirit,  in  its  pale,  unearthly  light,  written  upon  every 
side  with  the  dark  records  of  humanity.  She  recoiled 
from  the  view  as  from  the  revelations  of  a  charnel 
house. 

Thenceforth,  to  her  there  could  be  no  evasion,  no 
concealment— the  human  heart  was  exposed  to  a  hu- 
man eye.  Fearful,  fearful  sight !  She  beheld  the  dark! 
ineffaceable  records  of  years— the  fearful  catalogue  of 
long,  lopg  unrepented  sins.  She  bowed  her  head,  and 
longed  and  prayed,  that  a  spirit  of  mercy  might  descend 
and  wash  away  those  withering  stains  with  the  tears* 
of  angel  pi  ty.    None  came. 

Her  confidence  in  human  actions  was  forever  sha-' 
ken.  She  saw  the  motive  and  the  consequence,  even 
"afar  off,"  before  it  had  become  defined  to  the  actor. 
She  beheld  the  thoughts,  and  cared  little  for  the  utter- 
ance of  the  tongue.  Often  did  she  find  herself  respond- 
ing, not  to  the  words,  but  the  thoughts  of  others.  A 
human  heart  revealed  to  a  human  eye  1  It  was  a  fear- 
ful picture.  She  ceased  to  look  within  her  own  heart, 
for  the  spectacle  of  others  forever  unfitted  her  for  the 
task.  She  ceased  even  to  pray  for  herself,  or  others, 
for  her  whole  being  was  disquieted  by  the  fearful  vi- 
sions she  beheld.  The  human  spirit  had  become  to 
her  a  dark,  troubled,  gloomy  chaos,  from  which  love, 
and  trust,  and  hope  were  forever  expelled. 


She  shrank  from  the  duty  of  confession,  for  the  1 
of  the  sanctimonious  priest  was  open  to  her  eye.  She 
lived  in  the  solitude  of  her  own  power,  avoiding  that 
companionship  of  others.  She  fled  from  the  presence 
of  Henri ;  for  in  the  pare,  generous  heart  of  the  noble 
youth,  did  she  behold  her  own  image,  clear  and  exalt* 
ed,  the  creature  of  his  idolatry. 

Oswald  witnessed  her  distress,  and  as  often  as  her 
eye  met  his,  they  fell  with  more  that  maidenly  timidi- 
ty. The  heart  was  open  to  her  view,  and  she  strove, 
yes,  wilfully  strove,  to  blind  her  vision  to  the  dark 
traces  there  recorded.  Why  was  itl  Why  did  she 
lament  to  be  enshrined  in  the  pure  heart  of  Henri,  and 
delight  to  behold  herself  filling  daily,  more  and  more, 
the  gloomy  heart  of  the  crusader  1  Why  did  she  re- 
joice to  behold  the  picture  of  the  Arab  girl  glow  leaf 
distinctly  there,  while  her  own  grew  in  the  hues  of  life 
and  reality  1  Why  rejoice  in  a  shrine  so  unhallowed? 
Was  she  ruled  by  a  strange  power  of  darkness  1  or  waa 
it  but  the  perversity  of  the  female  heart  1  Scarcely 
did  she  sign  the  cross  upon  hre  brow,  scarcely  did  sha 
pray  for  deliverance  fronfperil. 
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CHAPTER  TI. 

"Then  backe  he  came  to  tell  the  kinge, 

Who  sayde,  Sir  Lukyn,  sawe  ye  ought? 
Nothinge,  my  liege,  save  that  the  winde 
Nowe  with  the  aogrye  waters  fought." 

King  Abt hub's  Death. 

Agatha  again  stood  upon  the  terrace,  and  the  knight 
beside  her. 

"  Agatha,"  he  said,  "  thou  art  in  great  peril  and  per- 
plexity. An  awful  power  hath  been  revealed  to  thee, 
and  thou  art  ignorant  of  the  cause." 

He  took  the  ring  from  the  trembling  hand  of  the 
maid,  and  pressed  it  to  his  lips.  Tears,  the  first  she 
had  shed  for  many  a  day,  gushed  to  her  eyes,  and  she 
sank  upon  her  knees,  uttering  a  low  prayer  of  thank- 
fulness. * 

•  The  knight  looked  with  admiration  upon  her  beauti- 
ful face,  and  now  Agatha  could  read  the  language  of 
love  only  from  those  full  speaking  eyes.  She  arose 
covered  with  blushes. 

41  Nay,  Agatha,  thou  shouldst  not  leave  me.  Our 
secret  is  known  to  each  other ;"  and  he  held  up  his  fin- 
ger, on  which  glittered  a  ring  with  the  same  mysteri- 
ous seal.  Agatha  turned  pale,  and  leaned  against  the 
battlement.  Tenderly  did  the  knight  support  her, 
while  he  uttered  the  declarations  of  love. 

"  But  the  Arab  girl,"  gasped  Agatha,  as  the  thought 
Of  her  flashed  upon  her  memory. 

" Think  nol  of  her.  A  deadly  power  is  hers;  but  I 
shall  see  her  no  more,  unless " 

"At  the  hour  of  death  t"  shrieked  the  maiden,  as  the 
conviction  of  his  guilt  flashed  upon  her  mind ;  and  she 
feli  senseless  upon  his  bosom.  When  she  awoke  to 
consciousness  she  thought  only  of  his  look  of  love. 

"  Agatha,  I  shall  see  her  no  more,  if  prayers  and 
penitence  may  avail.  Tou  love  me— forget  the  past 
I  wfll  live  only  for  my  God,  and  thee.  The  eastern 
saaid  shall  henceforth  be  to  me  as  if  she  were  not." 

Agatha's  eyes  fell  upon  the  opal  ring,  which  he  still 
held.    It  flashed  with  startling  brilliancy. 

"These  fatal  gifts— where  these  are,  there  can  be  no 
prayers— no  peace— no  love,  even,"  she  added,  blush- 
ing, as  she  took  them  from  his  hand.  They  leaned 
over  the  wall:  "I  have  read  thy  thoughts,  and  thou 
mine— let  ns  do  so  no  more."  The  knight  strove  to 
arrest  her  hand,  but  she  playfully  tossed  them  into  the 
waters  beneath. 

A  loud  shriek  followed,  and  the  knight  fell  at  her 
Jeet;  bis  fingers  moved  in  sign  of  the  cross,  and  a  low 
prayer  died  upon  his  lips. 

Agatha  stood  mute  with  horror;  when  suddenly  the 
Arab  girl  appeared  with  disheveled  hair,  wringing  her 
bands,  and  uttering  low  stifled  sobs;  but  she  touched 
not  the  sacred  body  of  the  repentant  believer.  Then 
the  sad  melody  of  her  exquisite  voice  broke  upon  the 
air; 

SONG    OF    THE    ARAB    OUL. 

Thou  wert  mine,  my  own,  my  chosen, 
Why  did  Zaydith  from  thee  part  ? 

Scarce  I  knew  the  depth  of  loving, 
Till  I  tore  thee  from  my  heart. 

Thou  wert  mine— would  I  had  borne  thee 

To  some  lone,  sequestered  isle ; 
There,  with  none  but  thee  beside  me, 

Thou  hadst  lived  in  Zaydith's  smile. 

Every  breath  that  lingered  round  us, 
Would  a  tale  of  love  disclose  $ 


Hot  a  shade  should  dim  the  sunshine, 
Not  a  canker  blight  the  rose. 

There,  forever  gleams  the  opal, 
With  its  mystic  light  for  thee; 

Thou  hadst  lived  a  captive  willing ; 
Thou  hadst  smiled  alone  for  me. 

But  'tis  past— farewell  forever, 
'Tis  enough  that  thou  art  blest— 

That  the  thought  of  Zaydith's  anguish 
Cannot  bring  to  thee  unrest. 


THE  WAT  TO  THE  NEXT  HOU6E. 

Some  years  since,  an  acquaintance  of  ours  set  out 
on  horseback  from  the  eastern  part  of  Massachusetts, 
for  the  green  mountains  of  Vermont.  While  traveling 
through  the  town  of  New  Salem,  his  road  led  into  a 
piece  of  woods,  some  few  miles  in  length,  and  long 
before  he  got  out  of  which  he  began  to  entertain  doubts 
whether  he  should  be  blest  with  the  sight  of  a  human 
habitation ;  but,  as  all  things  must  have  an  end,  so  al 
last  the  woods  ;  and  the  neat,  brown  house  of  a  Cal- 
mer greeted  his  vision.  Near  the  road  was  a  tall,  raw- 
boned,  overgrown,  lantern-jawed  boy,  probably  seven- 
teen years  of  age,  digging  potatoes.  He  was  a  curious 
figure  to  behold.  What  was  lacking  in  length  of  his 
tow  breeches,  was  amply  made  up  for  behind;  his  sus- 
penders appeared  to  be  composed  of  birch  bark,  grape 
vine,  and  sheep  skin ;  and  as  for  his  hat,  which  was 
of  a  dingy  white  felt— poor  tbing,  it  had  once  evident- 
ly seen  better  days— but  now,  alas!  it  was  but  the 
shadow  of  its  glory.  Whether  the  tempest  of  time 
had  beaten  the  top  in,  or  the  lad's  expanding  genius 
had  burst  it  out,  it  was  missing— and  through  the 
aperture  red  hair  in  abundance  stood  six  ways  for  Sun- 
day. In  short  he  was  one  of  the  roughest  specimens 
of  domestic  manufacture  that  ever  mortal  beheld.  Our 
traveling  friend,  feeling  an  itching  to  scrape  an  ac- 
quaintance with  the  critter  drew  up  the  reigns  of  his 
horse,  and  began— 

"  Hallo,  my  friend,  can  you  inform  me  how  far  It  is 
to  the  next  house?" 

Jonathan  started  up— leaned  on  his  hoe  handle — 
rested  one  foot  of  the  garobrel  on  his  sinister  leg,  and 
replied— 

"Hallo  yourselfl  how'd  dew?  Well,  I  jes  can. 
Taint  near  so  far  as  it  used  to  be  afore  they  cut  the 
woods  away — then '  t was  generally  reckoned  four  miles, 
now  the  sun  shrivels  up  the  road,  and  don't  make 
mor*n  tew.  The  fust  house  you  come  to  though,  is  a 
barn,  and  the  next  is  a  hay  stack ;  old  Hosbin's  house 
is  on  beyanL  You'll  be  sure  to  meet  his  gals  long 
afore  you  get  there ;  tarnal  rompln'  critters,  they  plague 
our  folks  mor'n  a  little.  His  sheep  get  into  our  pas- 
ture every  day,  and  his  gals  in  our  orchard.  Dad  sets 
the  dog  arter  the  sheep,  and  me  arter  the  gals ;  and 
the  way  we  make  the  wool  and  petticoats  fly,  is  a  sin 
to  snakes." 

"  I  see  you  are  inclined  to  be  facetious,  young  man, 
pray  tell  me  how  it  happens  that  one  of  your  legs  Is 
shorter  than  the  other?" 

"  I  never  'lows  any  body  to  meddle  with  my  grass 
tanglers,  mister,  but  seein'  its  you  I'll  tejl  ye.  I  was 
born  so  by  'tickler  request,  so  that  when  I  hold  a 
plough,  I  can  go  with  one  foot  on  the  furrer,  and  t'other 
on  dry  land  and  not  lop  over ;  besides,  it's  very  conve- 
nient when  I  moes  round  a  side  hilL" 
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"Very  good,  indeed,  how  does  your  potatoes  come 
on  this  year?" 

11  They  don't  come  on  at  ail;  I  digs  'em  out,  and 
there's  an  everlastin'  snarl  of  'em  in  each  hill." 

"But  they  are  small,  I  perceive." 

"  Yes,  I  know  it— you  see  we  planted  some  whop- 
pin'  blue  noses  over  in  that  'ere  patch  there,  and  they 
nourished  so  all  firedly,  that  these  'ere  stopt  growin' 
jist  out  of  spite;  cause  they  knowed  they  couldn't  be- 
gin to  keep  up." 

"  You  appear  to  be  very  smart,  and  I  should  think 
you  could  afford  a  better  hat  than  the  one  you  wear." 

"  The  looks  ain't  nothin' ;  it's  all  in  the  behaviour 
— this  'ere  hat  was  a  Sunday-go- to- meetin'  hat,  and 
its  juss  as  chock  full  of  piety  as  a  dog  is  full  of  fleas. 
I've  got  a  better  one  at  home,  but  I  don't  dig  taters  in 
it  no  how." 

"  You  have  been  in  these  parts  sometime,  I  should 
guess." 

"I  guess  so  tew.  I  was  born  and  got  my  bro'tin 
up  in  that  e're  house,  but  my  native  place  is  down  in 
Pordunk." 

"  Then  you  said  it  was  about  three  and  half  miles 
to  the  next  house  1" 

"  Yes,  sir,  it  was  a  spell  ago ;  and  I  don't  believe  its 
grown  much  shorter  since." 

"Much  obliged.    Goodbye." 

"  Good  bye  to  you— that's  a  darn  slick  horse  of 
yonr'n," 


*^**v^^*s^*w».* 


A  "8LEEPING  BEAUTY." 

BT  1HTEUB  MORRZZ.X.. 

Bspobb  me  now  she  sits,  in  all 
The  loveliness  of  youth,  and  health, 
And  innocence ;  her  eyes  are  closed  in  sleep. 
She  moves  not — scarcely  seems  to  breathe ; 
But  like  a  statue  form'd  by  God's  own  hand, 
Combining  Beauty,  Virtue,  Love, 
And  personating  each,  she  calmly  sleeps. 
I  now  see  Beauty's  dignity, 
Unwarp'd  by  studied  attitude, 
Unhelp'd  by  art ;  and  'tis  a  sight 
That  I  have  wish'd  for,  oft  and  long ; 
But  where  to  find  it,  never  knew  'tUi  bow. 
One  snowy  hand  rests  in  her  lap ; 
Its  mate,  half  hid  beneath  her  hair, 
In  ringlets  clustering  o'er  her  brow, 
Supports  her  gently  drooping  head. 
Her  lips,  through  which  the  sweet  breath  flows, 
So  still  and  imperceptibly-, 
Seem  to  invite  an  angel's  kiss, 
Or  mine— and  now  she's  wide  awake ! 
For  Ou  Rotcr—New  York,  June,  1844. 
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Ite  Creation — its  8ourcc9 — its  Importance — ifca  In- 
undation— ite  Battle- 
Thb  spirit  of  our  fathers 

Shall  start  from  every  wave ; 
For  the  deck  it  was  their  field  of  flame, 
And  ocean  was  their  grave.— Campmll. 
"  Eotpt  is  the  gift  of  the  Nile,"  said  one  who  was 
bewildered  by  its  antiquity  before  our  history  was  born 
—(at  least  he  is  called  the  father  of  it)    A  beautiful 
gift  it  was,  that  the  "strange,  mysterious,  solitary 
stream"  bore  down  in  its  bosom  from  the  luxuriant 


tropics  of  the  desert.  For  many  an  hour  have  I  stood 
upon  the  city-crowning  citadel  of  Cairo,  and  gazed  un- 
weariedly  on  the  scene  of  matchless  beauty  and  won- 
der that  lay  stretched  beneath  my  view.  Cities  and 
ruins  of  cities,  palm  forests  and  green  savannahs,  gar- 
dens, and  palaces,  and  groves  of  olive.  On  one  side, 
the  boundless  desert,  with  its  pyramids;  on  the  other, 
the  land  of  Goshen,  with  its  luxuriant  plains,  stretch- 
ing far  away  to  the  horizon.  Yet  this  is  an  exotic 
land!  That  river,  winding  like  a  serpent  through  its 
paradise,  has  brought  it  from  far  regions,  unknown  to 
man.  That  strange  and  richly  varied  panorama  has 
had  a  long  voyage  of  it  1  Those  quiet  plains  have  tum- 
bled down  the  cataracts ;  those  demure  gardens  have 
flirted  with  the  Isle  of  Flowers,  five  hundred  miles 
away ;  and  those  very  pyramids  have  floated  down  the 
waves  of  the  Nile.  In  short,  to  speak  chemically,  that 
river  is  a  solution  of  Ethlopa's  richest  regions,  and  that 
vast  country  is  merely  a  precipitate.  At  Pajstum  one 
sees  the  remnant  of  a  city  elaborated  from  mountain 
streams;  the  Temple  of  Neptune  came  down  from  the 
Calabrian  hills,  by  water;  and  the  Forum,  like  De- 
mosthenes, prepared  itself  for  its  tumult- scorning  des- 
tiny among  the  dash  of  torrents,  and  the  crash  of  rocks ; 
but  here  we  have  a  whole  kingdom  risen,  like  Aphro- 
dite, from  the  wave. 

The  sources  of  the  Nile  are  as  much  Involved  in 
mystery  as  everything  else  connected  with  this  strange 
country.  The  state,  under  which  it  was  represented,, 
was  carved  out  of  black  marble,  to  denote  its  Ethio- 
pian origin,  but  crowned  with  thorns,  to  symbolize  the 
difficulty  of  approaching  its  fountain-head.  It  reposed 
appropriately  on  a  sphinx,  the  type  of  enigmas,  and 
dolphins  and  crocodiles  disported  at  its  feet.  In  early 
nges,  "caput  quserere  NiliT'  was  equivalent  to  our 
expression  of  seeking  the  philosopher's  stone,  or  inter- 
est on  Pennsylvanian  bonde.  The  pursuit  has  baffled 
the  scrutiny  and  self-devotion  of  modern  en terprize,  as 
effectually  as  it  did  the  inquisitiveness  of  ancient  phi- 
losophers. Alexander  and  Ptolemy  sent  expeditions 
in  search  of  it.  Herodotus  gave  it  up;  Pomponius 
Mela  brought  it  from  the  antipodes,  Pliny  from  Mauri- 
tania, and  Homer  from  Heaven.  This  last  theory,  if 
not  the  most  satisfactory,  is,  at  least,  the  most  incon- 
trovertible, and  sounds  better  than  the  Meadows  of 
Geesb,  where  Bruce  thought  he  had  detected  its  infen- 
cy  in  the  fountains  of  the  Blue  River.  This  was  only 
a  foundling,  however— a  mere  tributary  stream;  the 
naides  of  the  Nile  are  as  virgin  as  ever.  I  have  con- 
versed with  slave-dealers  |who  were  familiar  with 
Abyssinia,  as  far  as  the  Galla  country,  and  still  their 
information  was  bounded  by  the  vague  word,  south- 
still  from  the  south  gushed  the  great  river. 

This  rfcuch  is  certain,  that  from  the  junction  of  the 
Taccaze  or  Astaboras,  the  Nile  runs  a  course  of  up- 
ward of  twelve  hundred  miles,  to  the  sea,  without 
one  tributary  stream— "exemple,"  as  Humboldt  says,, 
"unique  dans  l'histoire  hydrographique  du  globe." 
During  this  career,  it  is  exposed  to  the  evaporation  of 
a  burning  sun,  drawn  off  into  a  thousand  canals,  ab- 
sorbed by  porus  and  thirsty  banks,  drank  by  every  liv- 
ing thing,  from  the  crocodile  to  the  pasha,  from  the 
papyrus  to  the  palm-tree :  and  yet,  strange  to  say,  it 
seems  to  pour  into  the  sea  a  wider  stream  than  it  dis- 
plays between  the  cataracts  a  thousand  miles  away. 
The  Nile  is  all  in  all  to  the  Egyptian :  if  it  withheldiU 
waters  for  a  week,  his  country  would  become  a  desert  t 
it  waters  and  manures  his  fiolds,  it  supplies  his  bar- 
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rest,  and  then  carries  off  their  produce  to  the  sea ;  he 
drinks  of  It,  he  fishes  In  It,  he  travels  on  It,  It  is  his 
slave,  and  used  to  be  his  god.  Egyptian  mythology 
recognized  in  it  the  Creative  Principle,  and,  very  po- 
etically, engaged  it  in  eternal  war  with  the  desert,  tin- 
der the  name  of  Typhon,  or  the  Destructive  Principle. 
Divine  honors  were  paid  to  this  aqueous  deity ;  and  it 
is  whispered  among  mycologists,  that  the  heart's 
blood  of  a  virgin  was  yearly  added  to  its  stream-— not 
unlikely,  in  a  country  where  they  worshipped  croco- 
diles, and  were  anxious  to  consult  their  feelings. 

The  Arab  looks  upon  all  men  as  aliens,  who  were 
not  fortunate  enough  to  be  born  beside  the  Nile ;  and 
the  traveler  is  soon  talked  into  the  belief  that  It  affords 
the  most  delicious  water  in  the  world.  Ship-loads  of 
it  are  annually  sent  to  Constantinople,  where  it  is  in 
great  request,  not  only  on  epicurean,  but  anti-Mal- 
thusian  grounds.  The  natives  dignify  their  beloved 
river  with  the  title  of  "ElBahr,"  the  sea,  and  pass 
one- third  of  their  lives  in  watching  the  flow  and  the 
remainder  in  watching  the  ebb  of  its  mighty  tide. 

The  inundation  begins  in  May,  attains  its  full  height 
in  August,  and  thenceforth  diminishes,  until  freshly 
swollen  in  the  following  year.  The  stream  is  econo- 
mized within  its  channel  until  it  reaches  Egypt,  when 
It  spreads  abroad  over  the  vast  valley.  Then  it  is  that 
the  country  presents  the  most  striking  of  its  Protean 
aspects ;  It  becomes  an  archipelago,  studded  with  green 
Islands,  and  bounded  only  by  the  chain  of  the  Lybian 
Hills  and  the  purple  range  of  the  Mokattam  Mountains. 
Every  island  is  crowned  with  a  village,  or  an  antique 
temple,  and  shadowy  with  palm  trees,  or  acacia  groves. 
Every  city  becomes  a  Venice,  and  the  bazaars  display 
their  richest  and  gayest  cloths  and  tapestries  to  the 
illuminations  that  are  reflected  from  the  streaming 
streets.  The  earth  is  sheltered  from  the  burning  sun 
under  the  cool,  bright  veil  of  waters ;  the  labor  of  the 
husbandman  is  suspended :  it  is  the  season  of  univer- 
sal festivity.  Boatmen  alone  are  busy ;  but  It  would 
seem  to  be  pleasant  business,  for  the  sound  of  music 
is  never  silent  beneath  those  large,  white,  wing-like 
sails,  that  now  glitter  in  the  moonlight,  and  now  gleam 
ruddily,  reflecting  the  fragrant  watchfires  on  the  deck. 
In  one  place  you  come  upon  a  floating  fair  held  in 
boats,  flushed  with  painted  lanterns,  and  fluttering 
with  gay  flags.  In  another,  a  bridal  possession  is  gli- 
ding by,  as  her  friends  convey  some  bride,  with  mirth 
and  music,  to  her  bridegroom.  On  one  island  you  find 
a  shawled  and  turbaned  group  of  bearded  men,  smo- 
king their  chibouques  and  sipping  coffee.  On  another 
a  merry  band  of  Arab  girls  is  dancing  to  the  music  of 
their  own  wild  song.  And  then,  perhaps,  with  the 
lotus  flower, 

"  Wreathed  in  the  midnight  of  their  hair,'1 

.  or  the  light  garment,  that  scarce  concealed  their  grace- 
ful forms,  folded  as  a  turban,  they  swim  from  grove  to 
grove,  the  quiet  lake  scarce  rippling  round  their  dark 
bosoms. 

Great  part  of  this  picture  is  of  rare  occurrence,  how- 
ever— the  inundation  seldom  rising  to  a  height  greater 
than  what  is  necessary  for  the  purpose  of  irrigation, 
and  presenting,  alas !  rather  the  appearance  of  a  swamp 
than  of  an  archipelago. 

As  the  waters  retire,  vegetation  seems  to  exude  from 
every  pore.  Previous  to  its  bath,  the  country,  like 
Pettas,  looked  shriveled,  and  faded,  and  worn  out :  a 

.'few  days  after  it,  old  Egypt  looks  as  good  as  new, 


wrapped  in  a  richly  green  mantle  embroidered  with 
flowers.  As  the  Nile  has  everything  his  own  way 
throughout  his  wide  domains,  he  is  capricious  in  pro- 
portion, and  gives  spring  in  October,  and  autumn  is 
February.  Another  curious  freak  of  his  is  to  make  his 
bed  in  the  highest  part  of  the  great  valley  throng* 
which  he  runs ;  this  bed  is  a  sort  of  savings-bank,  by 
means  of  which  the  deposits  of  four  thousand  yean 
have  enabled  it  to  rise  in  the  world,  and  to  ran  along  ft 
causeway  of  its  own. 

The  elevation  of  its  waters  below  the  first  cataract, 
i.  e.  250  leagues  from  Its  embrochure,  is  543  French 
feet  above  the  level  of  the  Mediterranean;  it  runs  to 
the  rate  of  about  three  miles  an  hour  during  its  flood, 
and  two  during  its  low  water.  The  deposit  of  the  ri- 
ver, of  which  the  country  is  composed,  yields  by  ana- 
lysis, 3-5ths  of  alumina,  1-Bth  of  carbonate  of  lime, 
l-20th  of  oxyde  of  iron  (which  communicates  the  red- 
dish color  to  its  waters,)  some  carbonate  of  magnesia, 
and  pure  silex.  The  mean  rate  of  accumulated  soil 
seems  to  be  about  four  inches  in  a  century  in  Lower 
Egypt ;  and  about  forty  feet  depth  of  soil  has  thus 
been  flung  over  the  desert  since  the  deluge.  In  the 
time  of  Mceris  the  lands  were  sufficiently  watered,  if 
the  Nile  rose  the  height  of  eight  cubits ;  in  the  time 
of  Herodotus,  it  required  fifteen  cubits ;  and  now  the 
river  must  rise  to  the  height  of  twenty-two  before  the 
whole  country  is  overflowed.  Still,  as  the  deposits 
increased  the  Delta,  the  river  is  proportionately  dam- 
med up,  and  thus  the  great  watering  machine  is  kept 
in  order  by  Nature,  with  a  little  assistance  from  Mehe- 
met  AIL 

Formerly,  when  vexed  by  the  armaments  of  a  Se- 
sostris,  or  the  priestly  pageants  of  a  Pharaoh,  the  Nile 
required  seven  months  to  vent  its  murmurs  to  the  sea. 
In  modern  times  it  finds  two  sufficient :  Damietta,  of 
crusading  memory,  presides  over  one,  and  Rosetta,  in 
Arabic,  "  el  Rashid,"  the  birth-place  of  our  old  friend 
Haroun,  takes  advantage  of  the  other.  The  former  is 
waited  upon  by  Lake  Menzaleh,  where  alone  the  real 
ibis  and  the  papyrus  are  now  found— the  latter  looks 
eastward  over  Aboukir  bay  of  glorious  memory. 

•  •        ******* 

'Tis  an  old  story  now,  that  battle  of  the  Nils ;  but, 
as  the  traveler  paces  by  these  silent  and  deserted 
shores,  that  have  twice  seen  England's  flag  "  trium- 
phant over  wave  and  war,"  he  lives  again  in  the  stir- 
ring days,  when  the  scenery  before  him  was  the  arena 
where  France  and  England  contended  for  the  empire 
of  the  East  Let  us  rest  from  blazing  sun  and  weary 
travel  in  the  cool  shadow  of  the  palm-tree.  Our  ca- 
mels are  kneeling  round  us,  and  our  Arabs  light  their 
little  fires  in  silence.  They  remember  well  the  scenes 
we  are  recalling;  though  many  a  Britain  has  forgotton 
them ;  and  the  names  of  Nelson  and  of  Abercrombk 
are  already  sounding  faint  through  the  long  vista  of 
departed  times.  We  overlook  the  scene  of  both  their 
battles,  and  envy  not  the  Spartan  his  TherraopylsB,  or 
the  Athenian  his  Salamis.  What  Greece  was  to  the 
Persian  despot,  England  was  to  Napoleon ;  nation  af- 
ter nation  shrank  from  staking  existence  at  issue  for  a 
mere  principle,  and  England  alone  was  at  war  with 
the  congregated  world,  in  defence  of  the  world's  free- 
dom. Yet  not  quite  alone :  she  had  one  faithful  aHy 
in  the  cause  of  liberty  and  Christianity,  and  that  afly 
was— the  Turk! 

•  ♦*       *»**        •       ♦      . 
The  Bay  Is  wide,  bat  dangerous  from  shoals  f  ta# 
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Hoe  of  deep  blue  water,  and  the  old  castle  of  Aboukir, 
map  out  the  position  of  the  French  fleet  on  the  1st  of 
August,  '98.  Having  landed  Bonaparte  and  his  ar- 
my, Brueys  lay  moored  In  the  form  of  a  crescent,  close 
along  the  shore.  He  had  thirteen  sail  of  the  line  be- 
sides frigates  and  grin-boats,  carrying  twelve  hundred 
guns,  and  about  eleven  thousand  men,  while  the  Bri- 
tish fleet  that  was  in  search  of  him,  only  mustered 
eight  thousand  men,  and  one  thousand  guns.  The 
French  were  protected  toward  the  northward  by  dan- 
gerous shoals,  and  toward  the  west  by  the  castle,  and 
numerous  batteries.  Their  position  was  considered 
Impregnable  by  themselves ;  yet  when  Hood,  in  the 
Zealous,  made  signal  that  the  enemy  was  in  sight,  a 
cheer  of  anticipated  triumph  burst  from  every  ship  in 
the  British  fleet— that  fleet  which  ha4  swept  the  seas 
with  bursting  sails  for  six  long  weeks  in  search  of  its 
formidable  foe — and  now  pressed  to  the  battle  as  ea- 
gerly as  if  nothing  but  a  rich  and  easy  prize  awaited 
them.  Nelson  had  long  been  sailing  in  battle-order, 
and  he  now  only  lay  in  the  offing  till  the  rearward 
ships  ahould  come  up.  The  soundings  of  that  dan- 
gerous bay  were  unknown  to  him,  but  he  knew  that 
where  there  was  room  for  a  Frenchman  to  lie  at  an- 
chor, there  must  be  room  for  an  English  ship  to  He 
along-side  of  him,  and  the  closer  the  better.  As  his 
proud  and  fearless  fleet  came  on,  he  hailed  Hood,  to 
ask  his  opinion  as  to  whether  he  thought  it  advisable 
to  commence  the  attack  that  night ;  and  receiving  the 
answer  that  he  longed  for,  the  signal  for  "  close  bat- 
tle" flew  from  his  masthead.  The  delay  tnus  caused 
to  the  Zealous,  gave  Foley  the  lead,  who  showed  the 
example  of  leading  inside  the  enemy's  line,  and  an- 
chored by  the  stern,  along-side  the  second  ship,  thus 
leaving  Hood  the  first.  The  latter  exclaimed  to  my 
Informant — "  Thank  God,  he  has  generously  left  to  his 
old  friend,  still  to  lead  the  van."  Slowly  and  majesti- 
cally, as  the  evening  fell,  the  remainder  of  the  fleet 
came  on,  beneath  a  cloud  of  sail,  receiving  the  fire  of 
the  castle  and  the  batteries  in  portentous  silence,  only 
broken  hy  the  crash  of  spars,  and  the  boatswain's 
whistle,  as  each  ship  furled  her  sails,  calmly  as  a  sea- 
bird  might  fold  its  wings,  and  glided  tranquilly  on- 
ward till  she  found  her  destined  foe.  Then  her  anchor 
dropped  astern,  and  her  fire  opened  with  a  vehemence 
that  showed  with  what  difficulty  it  had  been  repressed. 

The  leading  ships  passed  between  the  enemy  and 
the  shore;  but  when  the  admiral  came  up,  he  led 
along  the  seaward  side — thus  doubling  on  the  French- 
man's line,  and  placing  it  in  a  defile  of  fire.  The  sun 
went  down  just  as  Nelson  anchored ;  and  his  rearward 
■hips  were  only  guided  through  the  darkness  and  the 
dangers  of  that  formidable  bay,  by  the  enemy's  fire 
flashing  fierce  welcome  aa  each  arrived,  and  hovered 
along  the  One,  coolly  scrutinizing  where  he  could 
draw  most  of  that  fire  upon  himself.  The  Bellero- 
phon,  with  gallant  recklessness,  fastened  on  the  gi- 
gantic Orient,  and  was  soon  crushed  and  scorched  in- 
to wreck  by  the  terrible  artillery  of  batteries  more  than 
double  the  numbers  of  her  own.  But  before  she  drif- 
ted helplessly  to  leewaTd,  the  had  done  her  toork—ihe 
French  admiral's  ship  was  on  fire,  and  through  the 
roar  of  battle,  a  whisper  went  that  for  a  moment  para- 
lyzed every  eager  heart  and  hand.  During  the  dread 
pause  that  followed,  the  fight  was  suspended— the 
very  wounded  ceased  to  groan— yet  the  burning  ship 
continued  to  fire  broadsides  from  her  flaming  decks- 
hex  gallant  crew  alone  unawed  by  their  approaching 


fate ,  and  shou  t  ing  their  own  brave  requiem  At  length, 
with  the  concentrated  roar  of  a  thousand  battles,  the 
explosion  came ;  and  the  column  of  flame  that  shot 
upward  to  the  very  sky,  for  a  moment  rendered  visible 
the  whole  surrounding  scene,  from  the  red  flags  aloft, 
to  the  reddened  decks  below— the  wide  shore,  with  alt 
its  swarthy  crowds,  and  the  far  off  glittering  sea,  with 
the  torn  and  dismantled  fleets.  Then  darkness  and 
silence  came  again,  only  broken  by  the  shower  of  bla- 
zing fragments,  in  which  that  brave*  ship  fell  upon  the 
waters. 

Till  that  moment  Nelson  was  ignorant  how  the  bat- 
tle went  He  knew  that  every  man  was  doing  his  du- 
ty, but  he  knew  not  how  successfully;  he  had  been 
wounded  in  the  forehead,  and  found  his  way  unnoticed 
to  the  deck  in  the  .suspense  of  the  coming  explosion, 
lis  light  was  a  fitting  lamp  for  an  eye  like  his  to  read 
by.  He  saw  his  own  proud  flag  still  floating  every* 
where;  and  at  the  same  moment  his  crew  recognized 
their  wounded  chief.  The  wild  cheer  with  which  they 
welcomed  him  was  drowned  in  the  renewed  roar  of 
the  artillery,  and  the  fight  continued  until  near  the 
dawn. 

Morning  rose  upon  an  altered  scene.  The  aun  had 
set  upon  as  proud  a  fleet  as  ever  sailed  from  the  gay 
shores  of  France :  torn  and  blackened  hulls  now  only 
marked  the  position  they  had  then  occupied ;  and  where 
their  admiral's  ship  had  been,  the  black  sea  sparkled 
in  the  sunshine,  and  the  nautilus  spread  his  tiny  sail 
as  if  in  mockery.  Two  ships  of  the  line  and  two  fri* 
Jates  escaped  to  be  captured  soon  afterward ;  but  with* 
in  the  bay,  the  tricolor  was  flying  on  board  the  Torment 
alone.  As  the  Theseus  approached  to  attack  her,  at* 
tempting  to  capitulate,  she  hoisted  a  flag  of  truce. 
"Your  battle  flag  or  none,"  was  the  stern  reply,  as  her 
enemy  rounded  to,  and  the  matches  glimmered  over 
her  line  of  guns.  Slowly  and  reluctantly,  like  an  ex- 
piring hope,  that  pale  flag  fluttered  down  from  her  lof- 
ty spars  and  the  next  that  floated  there  was  the  ban- 
ner of  Old  England. 

And  now  the  batttle  was  over— India  waa  saved 
upon  the  shores  of  Egypt— the  career  of  Bonaparte 
was  checked,  and  the  navy  of  France  annihilated, 
though  restored,  seven  years  later,  to  perish  utterly  at 
Trafalgar— a  fitting  hecatomb  for  obsequies  like  those 
of  Nelson,  whose  life  seemed  to  terminate  as  his  mis- 
sion was  then  and  thus  accomplished. 

BRISTOL  BRIOK. 
A  Remarkable  Foot. 
Some  of  our  citizens  have  no  doubt  noticed  boxes 
of  bricks  of  precisely  the  same  character  of  the  impor- 
ted Bristol  brick,  passing  through  town  occasionally, 
on  their  way  to  Boston  and  the  south.  We  had  the 
curiosity  the  other  day  to  trace  back  these  brick  to  the 
source  from  whence  they  came.  It  is  said  that  the 
only  place  in  the  world  in  which  these  bricks  have 
been  made,  (except  of  course  those  we  are  here  speak- 
ing of,)  is  Bristol,  Eng.  A  small  vein  of  sand  was  many 
years  ago  found  near  Liverpool,  but  it  was  soon  work.* 
ed  up  and  exhausted.  Somewhere  about  the  year 
1820,  an  Englishman  who  had  been  concerned  either 
aa  an  owner  or  operative  in  the  works  at  Bristol,  came 
over  to  this  country,  thinking  that  he  might  discover 
something  which  would  enable  him  to  share  the  mono* 
poly  of  the  trade  with  the  Bristol  manufacturers.  He 
traveled  in  the  United  States  five  years,  making  diti- 
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gent  inquiry  and  investigation,  without  being  able  to 
discover  the  object  of  his  search.  Just  as  he  was 
ready  to  return,  disappointed,  while  standing  in  the 
doorway  of  a  store  in  Boston,  a  cart  full  of  sand  stop- 
ped at  the  door.  He  immediately  went  to  it  and  put- 
ting his  hand  into  the  sand  pronounced  unhesitatingly 
that  it  was  the  very  article  for  which  he  had  been  so 
long  searching.  He  ascertained  that  it  came  from  the 
land  of  Elihu  French,  of  Southampton,  N.  H.,  and  at 
once  repaired  to  the  spot.  Here  he  found  an  acre  of 
sand,  reaching  to  a  much  greater  depth  than  at  Bristol, 
and  the  sand  being  in  good  demand  among  founders, 
the  owner  had  been  in  the  habit  of  supplying  several 
founderies  with  it.  He  attempted  to  purchase  the 
land,  and  failing  in  this  offered  to  go  in  partnership 
with  the  owner  of  it,  in  the  manufacture.  But  with 
true  New  Hampshire  pertinacity,  Mr.  French  turned 
a  deaf  ear  to  all  propositions.  He  was  opposed  to  all 
partnerships,  all  innovations,  and  all  magnificent  spec- 
ulations, and  would  have  nothing  to  do  with  them, 
but  if  the  Englishman  would  go  to  work  and  make 
Borne  bricks  for  him  he  would  pay  him  a  good  price 
for  his  labor. 

Accordingly  the  Englishman  manufactured  a  consid- 
erable quantity  and  received  his  pay,  the  Yankee  look- 
ing on  the  work  and  probably  supposing  he  had  learn- 
ed the  art.  But  after  the  Englishman,  having  given 
up  all  hope  of  purchasing,  had  departed,  Mr.  F.  found 
he  had  not  learned  the  secret  of  the  manufacture ;  he 
could  not  make  a  single  brick.  The  work  was  then 
suspended  until  two  years  afterward,  when  the  same 
man  came  over  from  England  again,  in  the  hope  of 
bringing  the  Yankee  to  terms.  But  he  found  him  as 
obstinate  as  ever,  and  after  ascertaining  that  he  could 
do  nothing  with  the  owner  of  the  land,  very  good  na- 
turedly  imparted  to  him  the  secret  af  the  manufacture 
for  a  bonus  of  61,600.  This  was  in  1837,  and  from 
that  time  to  the  present,  Mr.  French  has  been  con 
atantly  engaged  in  the  manufacture,  doing  most  of  the 
labor  himself,  and  hireing  but  very  little.  Of  course 
the  quantity  made  has  been  limited,  but  the  demand 
has  been  steadily  increasing,  and  he  intends  to  make 
100,000  brick  this  year. 

The  brick  made  by  Mr.  French  are  every  way  equal 
to  the  imported  Bristol  article,  and  by  some  are  es- 
teemed superior.  They  command  the  same  price  as 
the  imported,  and  are  readily  taken  by  the  dealers  at 
$30  a  thousand— they  weigh  three  pounds  each.  The 
sand  is  not  quite  so  white  as  the  brick,  which  contains 
a  portion  of  white  pipe  clay  to  give  it  adhesiveness. 
The  great  secret  of  the  manufacture,  for  which  the  $1,- 
600  was  paid,  is  a  process  of  making  the  mixture  rise 
similar  to  bread,  and  rendering  it  porous.  A  brick 
weighing  one  pound  and  one  weighing  four  pounds, 
may  be  made  of  the  same  size  and  in  the  same  mould. 

The  sand  is  about  four  feet  deep  and  covers  a  little 
more  than  an  acre  of  low  land  on  the  Powow  river. 
It  does  not  need  sifting;  and  the  peculiar  quality  of  it 
}s  its  exceeding  sharpness  without  grit.  Viewed 
through  a  microscope  every  particle  exhibits  a  perfect 
diamond  form.  We  believe  no  geologist  has  ever  been 
on  the  spot,  and  not  knowing  the  address  of  Dr.  Jack- 
son or  Professor  Hitchcock,  we  shall  send  a  specimen 
of  it  to  the  editor  of  one  of  the  Boston  Agricultural 
papers,  who  after  satisfying  his  own  curiosity,  will 
please  send  it  to  one  of  these  gentlemen. 

Mr.  French  was  a  silversmith  by  trade,  and  is  now 
66  years  of  age.    Though  reputed  to  be  quite  wealthy 


he  makes  no  display  about  his  premises,  but  is  pleased 
to  receive  visitors,  and  treats  them,  as  we  can  bear 
witness,  in  a  respectable  manner,  answering  all  their 
inquiries  in  a  frank  and  affable  manner.  On  asking 
him  what  he  would  take  for  his  lot,  he  offered,  as  he 
had  got  nearly  to  the  end  of  his  life's  journey  to  take 
$50,000  and  a  mortgage  on  the  lot  for  $50,000  more. 
This  seems  to  be  a  pretty  high  price  for  an  acre  of 
sand,  but  we  do  not  know  but  it  might  be  made  a  good 
bargain  even  at  this,  should  no  more  be  found  in  the 
country,  as  there  appears  to  be  no  obstacle  to  manu- 
facturing it  to  an  unlimited  extent,  and  after  supplying 
the  home  market,  which  requires  a  large  and  steadily 
increasing  Bupply,  shipping  It  to  foreign  countries,  as 
the  Bristol  works  have  the  entire  monopoly  through- 
out Europe.— Neuburyport  Herald. 
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Comb  see  the  Dolphin's  anchor  forged ; 

'Tls  at  a  white  heat  now ; 
The  little  flames  still  fitfully 

Play  through  the  sable  mound; 
And  fitfully  you  still  may  see 

The  grim  smiths  ranking  round, 
All  clad  in  leathern  panoply, 

Their  broad  hands  only  bare ; 
Some  rest  upon  their  sledges  here — 

Some  work  the  windlass  there. 

The  windlass  strains  the  tackle  chains, 

The  black  mound  heaves  below, 
And,  red  and  deep,  a  hundred  veins 

Burst  out  at  every  throe : 
It  rises,  roars,  rends  all  outright— 

O  Vulcan,  what  a  glow ! 
'Tis  blinding  white,  'tis  blasting  bright ; 

The  high  sun  shines  not  so ! 
The  high  sun  sees  not,  on  the  earth, 

Such  fiery,  fearful  show ; 
The  roof-ribs  swartb,  the  candent  hearth* 

The  ruddy  lurid  row 
Of  smiths,  that  stand,  an  ardent  band, 

Like  men  before  the  foe ; 
As,  quivering  through  his  fleece  of  flame. 

The  sailing  monster,  slow 
Sinks  on  the  anvil— all  about 

The  faces  fiery  grow— 
"Hurrah  !"  they  shout,  "leap  out— leap  ottjn 

Bang,  bang,  the  sledges  go : 
Hurrah!  the  jetted  lightnings 

Are  hissing  high  and  low. 

A  hailing  fount  of  fire  is  struck 

At  every  up-heaved  blow; 
The  leathern  mail  rebounds  the  hail; 

The  rattling  cinders  etrow 
The  ground  around ;  at  every  bound 

The  sweltering  fountains  flow ; 
And  thick  and  loud,  the  shrinking  crowdV 

At  every  stroke,  pant "  ho !" 
Leap  out,  leap  out,  my  masters ; 

Leap  out  and  iay  on  loadl 
Let's  forge  a  goodly  anchor ; 

A  bower,  thick  and  broad ; 
For  a  heart  of  oak  is  hanging 

On  every  blow,  I  bode ; 
And  I  see  the  good  ship  riding, 

All  in  the  perilous  road, 
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The  low  reef  roaring  on  her  lee ; 

The  roll  of  ocean  pourM 
From  stem  to  stern,  sea  after  tea ; 

The  mainmast  by  the  board ; 
The  bulwarks  down;  the  rudder  gone, 

The  boat  stove  at  the  chains; 
But  courage  still,  brave  mariners— 

The  bower  yet  remains, 
And  not  an  inch  to  flinch  he  deigns, 

Save  when  ye  pitch  sky  high, 
Then  moves  his  head,  as  though  he  said, 

"  Pear  nothing— here  am  1 !" 

In  livid  and  obdurate  gloom, 

He  darkens  down  at  last ; 
A  shapely  one  he  is,  and  strong, 

As  e'er  from  cat  was  cast. 
Oh,  trusted  and  trust-worthy  guard, 

If  thou  hadst  life  like  me, 
What  pleasures  would  thy  toils  reward, 

Beneath  the  deep-green  sea ; 
Oh,  deep  sea-diver,  who  might  then 

Behold  such  sights  as  thou? 
The  hoary  monster's  palaces, 

Methinks  what  joy  'twere  now 
To  go  plumb  plunging  down  amid 

The  assembly  of  the  whales, 
And  feel  the  churn'd  sea  round  me  boil 

Beneath  their  scourging  tails ! 

Oh,  lodger  in  the  sea-kings'  halls,1 

Couldst  thou  but  understand 
Whose  be  the  white  bones  by  thy  side, 

Or  who  that  dripping  band, 
Slow-swaying  in  the  heaving  wave, 

That  round  about  thee  bend, 
With  sounds  like  breakers  in  a  dream, 

Blessing  their  ancient  friend,— 
Oh,  couldst  thou  know  what  heroes  glide 

With  larger  steps  round  thee, 
Thine  iron  side  would  swell  with  pride — 

Thou'dst  leap,  within  the  sea ! 

Give  honor  to  their  memories, 

Who  left  the  pleasant  strand, 
To  shed  their  blood  so  freely, 

For  the  love  of  father-land,— 
Who  left  their  chance  of  quiet  age, 

And  grassy  church- yard  grave, 
So  freely,  for  a  restless  bed 

Amid  the  tossing  wave, — 
Oh,  though  our  anchor  may  not  be 

All  I  have  fondly  sung, 
Honor  him  for  their  memory, 

Whose  bones  he  goes  among ! 


SLEEPING. 
All  agree  in  the  value  and  necessity  of  sleep— 

"  Sleep,  that  knits  up  the  ravell'd  sleeve  of  care ; 

The  birth  of  each  day's  life,  sore  labor's  bath, 

Balm  of  hurt  minds,  great  nature's  second  course, 

Chief  nourisher  in  life's  feast"— 
as  Shakspeare  has  it— all  of  which  is  confirmed  by 
philosophers  and  poets,  as  well  as  by  Sancho's  homely 
opinion,  that  "it  wraps  round  the  heart  like  a  blanket," 
for  which  he  very  emphatically  exclaims,  "  blessed  be 
the  man  who  invented  it." 

With  some,  going  to  bed,  and  going  to  sleep,  axe  ay* 


nonymous  terms ;  these  persons,  in  nursery  language, 
are  said  to  "sleep  like  atop;"  while  others  "sleep 
like  a  watch-dog,"  and  count  the  clock  from  midnight 
till  morn :  among  the  moBt  profound  adepts  of  the  for- 
mer class,  may  be  reckoned  the  guardians  of  the  night 

Though  the  necessity  of  sleep  for  the  refreshment  of 
the  body  be  admitted,  yet  it  is  possible  for  a  person  to  . 
sleep  a  long  night  through,  and  be  none  the  better  for 
it,  as  is  the  case  with  those  who  are  troubled  with  that 
most  horrid  of  horrors,  the  nightmare.  A  thicket  por- 
ter, who  has  been  all  day  with  a  heavy  load  on  his 
shoulders,  does  not  feel  half  so  much  fatigued,  as  the 
person  who  has  been  carrying  an  imaginary  chest  of 
drawers  on  his  sternum  all  night.    Thus — 

"When  man  o'er-labored  with  his  being's  strife, 
Shrinks  not  to  sweet  forgetfulness  of  life." 
but  dreams— he  owns,  with  Hamlet,  "  there's  the  rub." 

A  question  has  been  raised,  how  much  sleep  is  re- 
quired, and  how  long  is  it  necessary  to  be  in  bed,  for 
the  purpose  of  rest  and  refreshment.  Eight  hours  have 
been  alloted  for  the  laborer,  and  six  for  the  scholar  and 
gentleman. 

Very  few  gentlemen,  however,  are  satisfied  with  this 
scale  |  and  a  capacity  for  sleeping  makes  the  greater 
part  of  this  class  of  the  community  inclined  to  double 
the  period.  The  capacity  for  sleeping,  like  the  capa- 
city for  eating  and  drinking,  Is  to  be  increased  by  in- 
dulgence. Much  depends  upon  habit.  Some  people 
can  sleep  when  they  will,  and  wake  when  they  will ; 
and  are  as  much  refreshed  with  a  short  nap  as  a  long 
one.  Seafaring  people  have  this  property  from  educa- 
tion. I  have  known  persons  who  have  never  indulged 
in  a  second  sleep.  One  gentleman,  who  entertained  a 
notion  that  a  second  nap  was  injurious,  invariably  got 
up  as  soon  as  he  awoke,  no  matter  how  early  the  hour 
—winter  or  summer. 

Others,  again,  will  sleep  four-and- twenty  hoars. 
The  celebrated  Quin  had  this  faculty.  "  What  sort  of 
a  morning  is  it,  Johnl"  "Very  wet,  sir."  "Any 
mullet  in  the  market T*  "No,  sir."  "Then,  John, 
yon  may  call  me  this  time  to-morrow."  So  saying,  he 
composed  himself  to  sleep,  and  got  rid  of  the  ennui  of 
a  dull  day  in  the  arms  of  Morpheus. 

One  gentleman,  in  the  Spectator,  used  to  sleep  by 
weight.  "  I  allow  myself,  one  night  with  another,  a 
quarter  of  a  pound  of  sleep,  within  a  few  grains,  more 
or  less ;  and  if,  upon  rising,  I  find  I  have  not  consumed 
my  whole  quantity,  I  take  out  the  rest  in  my  chair." 

A  lazy  old  woman  used  to  apologize  for  lying  in  bed 
by  saying  that  "  she  lay  in  bed  to  contrive."  Strange 
as  this  old  woman's  excuse  was,  it  was  an  example 
followed  by  one  of  the  most  extraordinary  geniuses  of 
his  time,  Brlndley,  of  whom  it  is  recorded,  that  when: 
any  great  difficulty  occurred  in  the  execution  of  his 
works,  having  little  or  no  assistance  from  books,  or  the 
labor  of  other  men,  his  resources  lay  within  himself. 
In  order,  therefore,  to  be  quiet,  and  uninterrupted, 
while  he  was  In  search  of  the  necessary  expedients,  he 
generally  retired  to  his  bed ;  and  he  has  been  known  to 
lie  there  one,  two,  or  three  days,  till  he  had  obtained 
the  object  in  view.  He  would  then  get  up  and  executa 
his  design  without  any  drawing  or  model. 

There  are  different  kinds  of  sleepers,  as  well  as  dif- 
ferent kinds  of  sleep :  some  cannot  sleep  front  home, 
others  cannot  sleep  at  home ;  some  can  sleep  on  a 
board,  and  snore  on  a  carpet ;  while  others  tumble  and 
toss  on  a  soft  bed,  as  if  the  down  disconcerted  them. 

Some  again  cannot  sleep  in  a  noise  j  others  cannot 
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Bleep  out  of  it.  A  miller  awakens  the  moment  the  mill 
stops;  and  a  tradesman  from  Cheapside  cannot  sleep 
In  the  country,  becouee  it  is  so  plaguy  quiet 

Somnambulists,  or  sleep-walkers,  usually  sleep  with 
their  eyes  open,  but  without  vision.  Shakspeare,  who 
may  be  considered  very  good  medical  authority,  makes 
Lady  Macbeth  a  somnambulist  with  her  eyes  open — 
"  but  their  sense  is  shut"  This  is  not  always  the  case, 
however;  and  there  is  a  singular  exception,  in  the  in- 
stance of  Johannes  Oporinus,  a  printer,  who,  being 
employed  one  night  in  correcting  the  copy  of  a  Greek 
book,  fell  asleep  as  he  read,  and  yet  ceased  not  to  read 
till  he  had  finished  no  less  than  a  whole  page,  of  which, 
when  he  awoke,  he  retained  no  recollection. 

There  are  many  curious  histories  of  sleeping  prodi- 
gies on  record-  The  Philosophical  Tran&aciLms  have 
several ;  in  one,  a  man  slept  from  August  till  January. 
There  is  a  case,  read  before  a  society  of  physicians  in 
1756,  of  Elizabeth  Orvin,  who  began  her  sleeping  fit  in 
1738,  by  a  four  days'  nap,  and  for  ten  years  afterwards 
never  slept  less  than  seventeen  hours  out  of  the  four- 
and- twenty.  Dr.  Brady  relates,  that  some  strange 
methods  were  resorted  to  to  rouse  her— such  as  rub- 
bing her  back  with  honey,  and  in  a  hot  day  exposing 
her  to  a  hive  of  bees,  till  j^er  back  was  full  of  bumps; 
making  a  pincushion  of  her,  and  performing  acu  punc- 
ture tion  with  pins  and  needles ;  flagellation  and  "  other 
odd  experiments,"  which  the  doctor  informs  us  he 
thinks  better  "  pass  over  in  silence,"  all  of  which  might 
as  well  have  been  spared,  for  she  was  very  sulky  and 
good-for-nothing,  when  she  was  awake.  This  sul- 
kineas,  however,  should  be  noticed,  as  being  connected 
with  the  complaint.  Previously  to  this  somnolent  dis- 
ease, many  of  the  persons  have  become  uneasy,  sullen, 
and  surly.  In  all,  the  mind  has  evidently  been  affected ; 
and  in  some,  where  there  has  been  extreme  abstinence, 
their  waking  hours  have  been  characterized  by  decided 
mental  aberration. 

A  lady  in  perfect  health,  twenty- three  years  of  age, 
was  asked  by  the  parents  of  a  friend  to  be  present  at  a 
severe  surgical  operation.  On  consideration,  it  was 
thought  wrong  to  expose  her  to  such  a  scene,  and  the 
operation  was  postponed  for  a  few  hours.  She  went 
to  bed,  however,  with  the  imagination  highly  excited, 
and  awoke  in  alarm,  hearing,  or  thinking  she  heard, 
the  shrieks  of  her  Mend  under  the  agony  of  an  opera- 
tion. Convulsions  and  hysterics  supervened,  and,  on 
their  subsiding,  she  went  into  profound  sleep,  whioh 
continued  sixty-three  hours.  The  most  eminent  of  the 
faculty  were  then  consulted,  and  she  was  cupped, 
which  awoke  her ;  but  the  convulsions  returned,  and 
she  again  went  to  sleep,  and  slept  with  few  intermis- 
sions for  a  fortnight.  For  the  next  twelve  months  she 
remained  perfectly  well.  The  sleeping  began  again 
without  any  apparent  cause,  which,  in  irregular  periods, 
continued  for  ten  or  twelve  years,  the  length  of  the 
sleeping  fits  being  from  thirty  to  forty  hours,  diminish- 
ed in  duration  as  time  went  on,  till  she  got  well.  Then 
arrived  irritability,  and  total  want  of  sleep  for  three 
months,  which  was  succeeded  by  aberration  of  mind. 
This  state  continued  about  six  months,  when,  to  the 
relief  of  her  friends,  her  sleeping  fits  returned,  and 
were  very  regular  in  their  periods,  both  as  to  arrival 
and  duration. 

Her  usual  time  for  sleeping  was  forty-eight  hours. 
She  would  in  the  intermediate  day  be  very  well,  till 
twelve  at  night,  when  she  went  to  bed.  Sometimes 
she  would  awake  for  a  few  minutes,  take  some  warm 


fluid,  which  was  always  kept  ready  with  a  lamp ;  but 
found  any  effort  to  remain  awake  unavaiTng,  and  the 
bare  notion  of  attempting  it  gave  her  great  horror. 

Among  the  sleepy  people  of  modern  times,  the  case 
of  Elizabeth  Perkins,  of  Morley  St.  Peter,  in  Norfolk, 
should  be  noticed  as  a  case  somewhat  resembling  that 
just  alluded  to.  For  a  considerable  time  she  was  very 
regular  in  her  times  of  waking,  which  was  once  In 
seven  days,  after  which  they  became  irregular  and  pre- 
carious, and,  though  of  sjjorter  duration,  they  were 
equally  profound,  and  every  attempt  at  keeping  her 
awake,  or  awaking*  her,  were  vain.  Various  experi- 
ments were  tried ;  and  an  itinerant  empiric,  elated  with 
the  hope  of  rousing  her  from  what  he  called  "  hei 
counterfeit  sleep,"  blew  into  her  nostrils  the  powder  of 
white  hellebore,  being  a  very  powerful  sternutative; 
but  the  poor  creature  remained  Insensible  to  the  inhu- 
manity of  the  deed,  which,  instead  of  producing  the 
boasted  effect,  excoriated  the  skin  of  her  nose,  lips,  and 
face. 


TO  CHLOE. 
I  love  thee— yes,  I  love  thee,  girl, 

With  love  bo  pare,  so  true, 
The  thought  of  thee  rests  in  my  heart 

As  in  the  rose  the  dew.  •* 

I  love  thee  for  thy  form,  sweet  girl, 

So  sylph-like  and  so  free, 
And  for  thy  dark  hair's  glossy  curl 

That  flows  so  gracefully. 

I  love  thee  for  thy  gentle  voice 

That  breathes  of  heaven  to  me, 
Like  music  of  the  ocean  pearl 

When  whisp'ring  of  the  sea. 

I  love  thee  for  thine  eyes,  sweet  girl, 

That  gaze  like  stars  on  me, 
And  in  their  tender  depth  I  seek 

To  read  my  destiny. 

But  more  than  all,  I  love  thee,  girl, 

For  thy  untutored  soul, 
Where  art  hath  never  placed  its  wile, 

And  love  has  all  control. 

And  though  our  lives,  like  streams,  sweet  girl, 

Fate's  jagged  rock  may  sever, 
Yet  some  kind  thoughts  have  interflowed, 

Afy  life  must  bear  forever. 

Though  sin  upon  my  heart  descend, 

Like  icy  rain,  and  doom 
Each  flower  of  hope  that  youth  has  sowed. 

To  wither  ere  it  bloom : 

Yet  like  that  Paphlan  shrine,  sweet  girl, 

On  which  no  rain- drop  fell,  * 
One  sinless  spot,  iky  memory, 

Within  my  breast  will  dwell.  i— u 

*  This  shrine,  on  which  it  is  said  the  rain  never  fell,  mi  •( 
Cyprus,  the  Grecian  isle  of  love. 
Fin-  the  Rover—  Cambridge  Man.,  June,  1844. 


Tub  heart  of  a  fool  is  In  his  mouth,  the  language  of 
the  wise  man  is  in  his  heart. 

Riches  and  courage  are  of  no  avail  when  we  are  de- 
serted by  fortune. 


THE  JEWS. 
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THE  JEWS. 
Tub.  following  remarkable  notice  of  Ibis  remarkable 
people,  we  extract  from  a  new  novel  by  D'Israell  the 
younger,  entitled  "ConJagsby,  or  the  new  Genera- 
tion," just  published  by  Carey  <fc  Hart.    The  reader 
will  be  forcibly  struck,  at  least  we  have  been,  with 
the  number  of  important  stations  in  different  coun- 
tries in  Europe,  filled  by  Jews.    Will  their  history 
in  this  country  afford  any  materials  to  add  to  the 
list?    Can  some  clever  correspondent  inform  us 
what  prominent  public  stations  they  occupy  on  this 
side  of  the  water  ? 
Sidonla,  a  descendant  of  the  famous  Dukes  of  Medi- 
na Sidonia,  which  according  to  D'Israeli  was  of 
pure  Hebrew  descent,  is  a  sort  of  Rothschild,  and 
discourses  thus  about  the  modern  Jews. 
11  Can  any  thing  be  more  absurd  than  that  a  nation 
should  apply  to  an  individual  to  maintain  its  credit, 
and  with  its  credit,  its  existence  as  an  empire  and  its 
comfort  as  a  people :  and  that  individual  one  to  whom 
its  laws  deny  the  proudest  rights  of  citizenship,  the 
privilege  of  silting  in  its  senate  and  of  holding  land ; 
for  though  I  have  been  rash  enough  to  buy  several  es- 
tates, my  own  opinion  is  that  by  the  existing  law  of 
England  an  Englishman  of  Hebrew  faith  cannot  pos- 
sess the  soil." 

"But  surely  it  would  be  easy  to  repeal  a  law  so  illi- 
beral—" 

"Oh I  as  for  illiberality  I  have  no  objection  to  it  if 
it  be  an  element  of  power.  Eschew  political  eenti- 
mentaUaan.  What  I  contend  is  if  you  permit  men  to 
accumulate  property,  and  they  use  that  permission  to 
a  great  eatetit,  power  is  inseparable  from  property,  and 
h  is  in  the  last  degree  impolitic  to  make  it  the  interest 
of  any  powerful  class  to  oppose  the  institutions  under 
which  they  live.  The  Jews,  for  example,  independent 
of  the  capital  qualities  for  citizenship  which  they  pos- 
sess ia  their  industry,  temperance  and  vivacity  of 
mind,  are  a  race  essentially  monarchial,  deeply  reli- 
gious, and  shrinking  themselves  from  converts  as  from 
a  calamity,  are  ever  anxious  to  see  the  religious  sys- 
tems of  the  countries  in  which  they  live,  flourish ; 
yet  since  your  society  has  become  agitated  in  England 
and  powerful  combinations  menace  your  institutions, 
you  find  the  once  loyal  Hebrew  invariably  arrayed  in 
the  same  ranks  as  the  leveler  and  the  lailtudinarian, 
and  prepared  to  support  the  policy  which  may  even 
endanger  his  life  and  property,  rather  than  tamely  con- 
tinue under  a  system  which  seeks  to  degrade  him. 
The  lories  lose  an  important  election  at  a  critical  mo- 
ment ;  'tis  the  Jews  come  forward  and  vote  against 
them.  The  church  is  alarmed  at  the  scheme  of  a  lati- 
tudlnarian  university,  and  learns  with  relief  that  funds 
are  not  forthcoming  for  its  establishment;  a  Jew  im- 
mediately advances  and  endows  it.  Yet  the  Jews, 
Conlngsby,  are  essentially  lories.  Toryism,  indeed, 
is  but  copied  from  the  mighty  prototype  which  has 
fashioned  Europe.  And  every  generation  they  must 
become  more  powerful  and  more  dangerous  to  the  so- 
ciety which  is  hostile  to  them.  Do  you  think  that  the 
quiet  humdrum  persecution  of  a  decorous  representa- 
tive of  an  English  university  can  crush  those  who 
have  successively  baffled  the  Pharaohs,  Nebuchadnez- 
zar, Rome,  and  the  feudal  ages  7  The  fact  is  you  can- 
not destroy  a  pure  race  of  the  Caucasian  organization. 
It  is  a  physiological  fact;  a  simple  law  of  nature, 
which  has  baffled  Egyptian  and  Assyrian  kings,  Ro- 
man emperors,  and  Christian  inquisitors.    No  penal 


laws,  no  physical  tortures,  can  effect  that  a  superior 
race  can  be  absorbed  in  an  inferior,  or  be  destroyed  by 
it.  The  mixed  persecuting  races  disappear;  the  pure 
persecuted  race  remains.  And  at  this  moment,  in  spite 
of  centuries,  and  tens  of  centuries  of  degradation,  the 
Jewish  mind  exercises  a  vast  influence  on  the  affairs 
of  Europe.  I  speak  not  of  their  laws  which  you  still 
obey ;  of  their  literature  with  which  your  minds  are 
saturated ;  but  of  the  living  Hebrew  intellect 

"  You  never  observe  a  great  intellectual  movement 
in  Europe  in  which  the  Jews  do  not  greatly  partici- 
pate. The  first  Jesuits  were  Jews :  that  ihysterious 
Russian  Diplomacy  which  so  alarms  Western  Europe 
is  organized  and  principally  carried  on  by  Jews;  that 
mighty  revolution  which  is  at  this  moment  preparing 
in  Germany,  and  which  will  be  in  fact  a  second  and 
greater  Reformation,  and  of  which  so  little  is  at  yet 
known  in  England,  is  entirely  developing  under  the 
auspices  of  Jews,  who  almost  monopolize  the  profes- 
sional chairs  of  Germany.  Neander,  the  founder  of 
Spiritual  Christianity,  and  who  is  Regius  Professor  of 
Divinity  in  the  University  of  Berlin,  is  a  Jew.  Bena- 
ry,  equally  famous,  and  in  the  same  university,  ia  a 
Jew.  Wehl,  the  Arabic  Professor  of  Heidelberg,  is  a 
Jew.  Years  ago,  when  I  was  in  Palestine,  1  met  a 
German  stu4ent  who  was  accumulating  materials  for 
the  History  of  Christianity,  and  studying  the  genius 
of  ihe  place ;  a  modest  and  learned  man.  It  waa 
Wehl ;  then  unknown,  since  become  the  first  Arabic 
scholar  of  the  day,  and  the  author  of  the  life  of  Maho- 
met. But  for  the  German  professors  of  this  race,  their 
name  is  Legion.  I  think  there  are  more  than  ten  in 
Berlin  alone. 

"  I  told  you  just  now  that  I  was  going  up  to  town 
to  morrow,  bocauso  I  always  made  it  a  rule  to  inter- 
pose when  affairs  of  state  were  on  the  carpet.  Other- 
wise, I  never  interfere.  I  hear  of  peace  and  war  in 
newspapers,  but  I  am  never  alarmed,  except  when  I 
am  informed  that  sovereigns  want  treasure;  then  I 
know  that  monarchs  are  serious. 

A  few  years  back  we  were  applied  to  by  Russia. 
Now  there  has  been  no  friendship  between  the  court  of 
St.  Petersburg  and  my  family.  It  has  Dutch  connec- 
tions which  have  generally  supplied  it,  and  our  repre- 
sentations in  favor  of  the  Polish  Hebrews,  a  numer- 
ous race,  but  the  most  suffering  and  degraded  of  all  the 
tribes,  has  not  been  very  agreeable  to  the  czar.  How- 
over,  circumstances  drew  to  an  approximation  between 
the  Romanoffs  and  the  Sidoniaa.  I  resolved  to  go  my- 
self to  St.  Petersburg.  I  had,  on  my  arrival,  an  inter- 
view with  the  Russian  minister  of  finance,  Count  Can- 
crin ;  I  beheld  the  son  of  a  Lithuanian  Jew.  The  loan 
was  connected  with  the  affairs  of  Spain;  I  resolved  on 
repairing  to  Spain  from  Russia.  I  traveled  without 
intermission.  I  had  an  audience  immediately  on  my 
arrival  with  the  Spanish  minister,  Senor  Mendizabel  t 
I  beheld  one  like  myself,  the  son  of  a  Nuovo  Christlano, 
a  Jew  of  Arragon.  In  consequence  of  what  transpired 
at  Madrid,  I  went  straight  to  Paris,  to  consult  the 
president  of  the  French  Council ;  I  beheld  the  son  of  a 
French  Jew,  a  hero,  an  imperial  marshal,  and  very 
properly  so,  for  who  should  be  military  heroes  if  not 
those  who  worship  the  Lord  of  Hosts?" 

"  And  is  Soult  a  Hebrew  ?" 

44  Yes,  and  several  of  the  French  marshals,  and  the 
most  famous ;  Massena  for  example ;  his  real  name 
was  Manasseh :  but  to  my  anecdote.  The  consequence 
of  oar  consultations  waa  that  some  Northern  power 
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should  be  applied  to  in  a  friendly  and  mediaiive  capa- 
city. We  fixed  on  Prussia,  and  the  president  of  the 
council  made  an  application  to  the  Prussian  minister, 
who  attended  a  few  days  after  our  conference.  Count 
Arnlm  entered  the  cabinet,  and  I  beheld  a  Prussian 
Jew.  So  you  see,  my  dear  Coningsby,  that  the  world 
•is  governed  by  very  different  personages  to  what  is  im- 
agined by  those  who  are  not  behind  the  scenes." 

"You  startle,  and  deeply  interest  me." 

"  You  must  study  physiology,  my  dear  child.  Pure 
races  of  Caucasus  may  be  persecuted,  but  they  cannot 
be  despised,  except  by  the  brutal  ignorance  of  some 
mongrel  breed,  that  brandishes  fagots  and  howls  ex- 
terminations, but  is  itself  exterminated  without  perse- 
cutions by  that  irresistible  law  of  nature  which  is  fatal 
to  curs." 

"  But  I  come  also  from  Caucasus,"  said  Coningsby. 

"  Verily ;  and  thank  your  Creator  for  such  a  destiny ; 
and  your  race  is  sufficiently  pure.  You  come  from  the 
shores  of  the  Northern  Sea,  land  of  the  blue  eyes,  and 
the  golden  hair,  and  the  frank  brow;  His  a  famous 
breed,  with  whom  we  Arabs  have  contended  long; 
from  whom  we  have  much  suffered;  but  these  Goths, 
and  Saxons,  and  Normans,  were  doubtless  great  men." 

"  But  so  favored  by  nature,  why  has  not  your  race 
produced  great  poets,  great  orators,  great  writers  ?" 

"  Favored  by  nature  and  by  nature's  God  we  pro- 
duced the  lyre  of  David:  we  gave  you  Isaiah  and 
Ezeklel;  they  are  our  Olynthians,  our  Phillippics. 
Favored  by  nature  we  still  remain:  but  in  exact  pro- 
portion as  we  have  been  favored  by  nature  we  have 
been  persecuted  by  man.  After  a  thousand  struggles ; 
after  acts  of  heroic  courage  that  Rome  has  never  equal- 
led ;  deeds  of  divine  patriotism  that  Athens,  and  Sparta, 
and  Carthage  have  never  excelled ;  we  have  endured 
fifteen  hundred  years  of  supernatural  slavery,  dining 
which  every  device  that  can  degrade  or  destroy  man 
has  been  destiny  that  we  have  sustained  and  baffled. 
Thd  Hebrew  child  has  entered  adolescence  only  to  learn 
that  he  was  the  Pariah  of  that  ungrateful  Europe  that 
owes  to  him  the  best  part  of  its  laws,  a  fine  portion  of 
Its  literature,  all  its  religion.  Great  poets  require  a 
public ;  we  have  been  content  with  the  immortal  melo- 
dies that  we  sung  more  than  two  thousand  years  ago 
by  the  waters  of  Babylon  and  wept  They  record  our 
triumphs ;  they  solace  our  affliction.  Great  orators  are 
the  creatures  of  popular  assemblies ;  we  were  permitted 
only  by  stealth  to  meet  even  in  our  temples.  And  as 
for  great  writers  the  catalogue  is  not  blank.  What  are 
all  the  school- men,  Aquinas  himself,  to  Maimonides; 
and  as  for  modern  philosophy,  all  springs  from  Spi- 
noza. 

"  But  the  passionate  and  creative  genius  that  Is  the 
nearest  link  to  divinity,  and  which  no  human  tyranny 
can  destroy,  though  it  can  divert  it ;  that  should  have 
stirred  the  hearts  of  nations  by  its  Inspired  sympathy, 
or  governed  senates  by  its  burning  eloquence,  has 
found  a  medium  for  its  expression,  to  which,  in  spite 
of  your  prejudices  and  your  evil  passions,  you  have 
been  obliged  to  bow.  The  ear,  the  voice,  the  fancy 
teeming  with  combinations,  the  imagination  fervent 
with  picture  and  emotion,  that  came  from  Caucasus 
and  which  we  have  preserved  unpolluted,  have  en- 
dowed us  with  almost  the  exclusive  privilege  of  Music ; 
that  science  of  harmonious  sounds  which  the  ancients 
recognized  as  most  divine,  and  deified  in  the  person  of 
their  most  beautiful  creation.  I  speak  not  of  the  past, 
though  were  I  to  enter  into  the  history  of  the  lords  of 


melody,  you  would  find  it  the  annals  of  Hebrew  genius. 
But  at  this  moment  even,  musical  Europe  is  oars. 
There  is  not  a  company  of  singers,  not  an  orchestra  is 
a  single  capital,  that  are  not  crowded  with  our  children 
under  the  feigned  names  which  they  adopt  to  conciliate 
the  dark  aversion  which  your  posterity  will  some  day 
disclaim  with  shame  and  disgust.  Almost  every  great 
composer,  skilled  musician,  almost  every  voice  that 
ravishes  you  with  its  transporting  strains,  spring  from- 
our  tribes.  The  catalogue  is  too  vast  to  enumerate; 
too  illustrious  to  dwell  for  a  moment  on  secondary 
names,  however  eminent.  Enough  for  us  that  the 
three  great  creative  minds  to  whose  exquisite  inven- 
tions all  nations  at  this  moment  yield ;  Rossini,  Meyer- 
beer, Mendelsohn ;  are  of  Hebrew  race :  and  little  do 
your  men  of  fashion,  your  '  muscadins*  of  Paris,  and 
your  dandies  of  London,  as  they  thrill  into  raptures  at 
the  notes  of  a  Pasta  or  a  Grisi,  little  do  they  suspect 
that  they  are  offering  their  homage  to  the  sweet  sing- 
ers of  Israel !" 


BOB  FLETCHER. 
I  once  knew  a  ploughman]  Bob  Fletcher  by  name. 
Who  was  old,  and  was  ugly,  and  so  was  his  dame ; 
Yet  they  lived  quite  contented,  and  free  from  all  strife, 
Bob  Fletcher  the  ploughman,  and  Judy  his  wife. 

As  the  morn  streaked  the  east,  and  the  night  fled  away, 
They  would  rise  up  for  labor,  refreshed  for  the  day; 
The  song  of  the  lark  as  it  rose  on  the  gale, 
Found  Bob  at  his  plough  and  his  wife  at  the  pall. 

A  neat  little  cottage  in  front  of  a  grove, 

Where  in  youth  they  first  gave  their  young  hearts  up 

to  love, 
Was  the  solace  of  age,  and  to  them  doubly  dear, 
As  it  called  up  the  past  with  a  smile  or  a  tear. 

•Each  tree  had  Its  thought,  and  the  vow  could  impart, 
That  mingled  in  youth  the  warm  wish  of  the  heart ; 
The  thorn  was  still  there,  and  the  blossoms  it  bore, 
And  the  song  from  its  top  seemed  the  same  as  before. 

When  the  curtain  of  night  over  nature  was  spread, 
And  Bob  had  returned  from  his  plough  to  his  shed, 
Like  the  dove  on.her  nest,  he  reposed  from  all  care, 
If  his  wife  and  his  youngsters  contented  were  there. 

I  have  passed  by  his  door  when  the  evening  was  gray, 
And  the  hill  and  the  landscape  were  fading  away, 
And  have  heard  from  the  cottage,  with  grateful  surprize, 
The  voice  of  thanksgiving,  like  incense,  arise. 

And  I  thought  of  the  proud,  who  would  look  down  with 

scorn 
On  the  neat  little  cottage,  the  grove  and  the  thorn, 
And  felt  that  the  riches  and  follies  of  life 
Were  dross,  to  contentment  like  Bob  and  his  wife. 


THE  ROVER  OMNIBUS. 
To  Correspondents. — We  are  persuaded  that  L — x, 
whose  lines  to  Chloe  appear  in  the  present  number  of 
the  Roveh,  possesses  talent  and  genius.  Our  reasons 
for  the  belief  are  two.  First,  the  gracefully  turned 
lines  he  has  sent  us,  and  second,  the  exceeding  modes- 
ty of  his  letter  accompanying  them.  Two  articles  from 
Mrs.  M.  P.  Hunt  were  too  late  for  this  week.  "  Duty 
of  educated  men,"  and  "  Spanish  Literature,"  though 
well  written,  have  hardly  interest  enough  for  the  Rover. 
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voice  eo  low  that  it  scarcely  rote  above  the  whispering  |  mnrmared  Elaie  Ware,  placing  the  lamp  on  a  wooden 
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SUSPENSION  BRIDGE  IN  SWITZERLAND- 
Oub  engraving  this  week  presents  a  beautiful  view 
of  Swiss  scenery,  embracing  the  remarkable  suspen- 
sion bridge  in  the  town  of  Friburg.  This  town,  says 
an  intelligent  and  learned  traveler,  "is  most  romanti- 
cally situated  on  an  uneven  promontory,  partly  sur- 
rounded by  a  stream,  which  glides  in  picturesque 
beauty  at  the  bottom  of  a  glade  or  gorge,  that  in  its 
depth  and  abrupt  clifts,  associates  with  the  scene  the 
attributes  of  the  sublime.  This  gulf  is  several  hun- 
dred feet  deep,  reckoning  from  the  tops  of  the  hills,  on 
either  side.  The  narrow  and  almost  perpendicular 
part,  however,  is  only  about  two  hundred  feet.  Over 
this,  a  suspension  bridge  has  been  recently  thrown, 
one  hundred  and  eighty  feet  in  heightt  and  about  one 
thousand  feet  in  length." 

This  pleasant  town  of  Friburg  is  the  capital  of  a  can- 
ton of  the  same  name  in  the  central  part  of  Switzer- 
land, and  is  much  visited  by  travelers  for  its  pictur- 
esque beauty  and  the  interest  attached  to  its  bridge. 
Travelers  often  speak  of  the  resemblance  of  Swiss 
scenery  to  some  of  the  wilder  parts  of  New  England ; 
and  whether  the  physical  aspect  of  a  country  has  an 
influence  upon  the  character  of  his  inhabitants  or  not, 
it  is  undoubtedly  true  that  the  Swiss  and  the  inhabi- 
tants of  New  England  are  in  many  respects  strikingly 
similar. 


ELSIE  AND  ISABEL  : 
Or,   Truth,  and  Falsehood. 

BY  MRS.  ANN  8.  STEVENS, 

"  And  do  these  cold  words  come  from  your  heart, 
Isabel  7" 

"  I  seldom  speak  that  which  my  heart  belies,"  re- 
plied the  fair  girl,  almost  sternly. 

"  And  yet  a  few  short  weeks  ago  those  lips  were 
warm  with  softer  words;  can  the  heart  of  woman 
change  so  easily?" 

11  Even  so,"  said  Isabel  George,  turning  away  her 
head  that  the  moonlight  should  not  reveal  the  tears 
that  started  to  her  eyes.  "Even  so;  the  privilege  of 
change  should  not  always  rest  with  the  men.  It  is 
true,  a  short  week  ago  I  said  that  my  heart  was  yours, 
—now  I  say  — " 

"  That  it  is  another's !"  said  the  proud  man  by  her 
side,  while  his  lip  grew  pale,  and,  even  in  the  dim  light, 
the  kindling  of  his  eye  was  discernible. 

Isabel  started,  the  hot  blood  flushed  into  her  cheek, 
and  a  smile,  scornful  and  yet  with  a  strange  mourn- 
fulness  mingling  with  its  triumphant  expression,  curv- 
ed her  beautiful  Up.  "  Your  own  heart  has  pointed  out 
the  falsehood  of  mine,"  she  said;  "see  how  we  have 
learned  to  read  each  other.0 

The  young  man  turned  away,  and  moved  a  few  pa- 
ces down  the  garden  walk,  which  led  to  the  clump  of 
mountain  ash  trees  under  which  they  had  been  stand- 
ing. But  the  moonlight  had  scarcely  fallen  on  his  fore- 
head when  he  turned  hastily  back,  and  drawing  close 
to  the  young  girl  where  she  stood  supporting  herself 
against  the  slender  trunk  of  the  tree  that  sheltered  her 
agitation  from  his  sight,  and  he  addressed  her  in  a 
veke  so  low  that  it  scarcely  rote  above  the  whispering 
Woljjmm  III.— No  15. 


of  the  leaves  all  around,  and  yet  that  suppressed  voice 
was  very,  very  calm — calm  with  intense  passion. 

"Let  us  understand  each  other,"  it  said.  "You 
wish  to  break  the  engagement  that  has  existed  between 
us  two  years  7" 

"  Yes,"  said  Isabel,  and  now*  her  voice  sunk  almost 
to  a  whisper;  "yes." 

"  And  you  love  me  no  longer  ?" 

There  was  a  moment  of  intense  silence.  Twice  Isa- 
bel essayed  to  speak,  but  no  words  came  from  those 
white  lips.  She  put  her  hand  up  as  if  to  loosen  some- 
thing from  her  throat ;  but  it  was  keen  emotion  that 
seemed  strangling  her,  not  the  light  chain  of  gold  that 
hung  loosely  from  that  slender  neck.  As  the  quiver- 
ing hand  fell  again,  Park  Oram  grasped  it  convulsively 
and  repeated  the  question. 

Isabel  George  answered  him  then,  "It  is  true,  Hove 
you  no  longer !" 

As  she  uttered  the  falsehood,  Isabel  felt  her  head 
reel,  and  the  heart  within  her  bosom  trembled  like  a 
wounded  bird. 

The  vice-like  grasp  that  had  prisoned  her  finger  gave 
way— not  another  word  was  spoken,  and  the  miserable 
girl  stood  gasping  for  breath,  and  clinging  wildly  to 
the  ash,  that  he  might  not  see  her  fall  to  the  earth,  and 
thus  know  how  wretched  she  was.  She  watched  him 
as  he  almost  ran  up  the  garden.  She  saw  him  turn  a 
corner  of  the  rude  old  dwelling  that  seemed  a  home  to 
her  no  longer,  then  the  sound  of  a  gate,  clashing  with 
a  harsh  noise,  jarred  on  her  ear,  and  she  sank  slowly 
to  the  ground,  grasping  upward,  and  trying  to  regain 
her  hold  of  the  tree,  till  her  face  fell  forward  cold  and 
white  upon  the  wet  grass. 

There  was  a  shadow— that  of  a  young  girl  moving  to 
and  fro  before  the  gable  window  of  that  old  dwelling, 
and  the  thrifty  honey-suckle,  that  wove  and  twisted 
itself  up  the  portico  and  around  the  projecting  eaves, 
twinkled  in  its  dew,  and  brightened  up  for  yards  around 
as  the  sash  was  flung  open  and  a  lamp  held  forth  into 
the  still  night. 

That  was  a  beautiful  face  which  looked  forth  through 
the  dusky  blossoms  and  wet  leaves  of  the  old  vine- 
beautiful  but  anxious— and  there  was  something  lurk- 
ing in  those  light-blue  eyes,  an  expression  about  the 
soft  red  mouth  which  would  have  struck  a  beholder 
unpleasantly,  though  he  might  not  have  known  the 
exact  cause  of  his  sensations.  Still,  as  she  bent  for- 
ward through  that  painted  window,  with  the  sleeve  of 
her  white  dress  falling  back  from  a  snowy  and  rounded 
arm  which  took  the  strong  lamp*  light  like  a  limb  of 
marble— with  that  sombre  back  ground  and  her  soft 
auburn  ringlets  catching  the  golden  rays— an  artist 
would  have  forgotten  that  slightly  unpleasant  expres- 
sion, which,  after  all,  might  not  have  been  observed  by 
one  searching  only  for  personal  loveliness. 

After  a  moment  the  lamp  was  taken  in.  A  muslin 
curtain  crossed  like  a  snow-wreath  over  the  window ; 
the  chamber  door  opened,  and  the  light  glanced  now 
through  one  window  and  again  through  another, 
as  it  was  carried  down  stairs  through  a  door  and  out 
into  the  vine  laden  portico. 

"I  am  sure  I  heard  the  gate  close  half  an  hour  ago," 
mnrmared  Elsie  Ware,  placing  the  lamp  on  a  wooden 
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seat  that  ran  half  across  the  front  of  the  building,  "  and 
footsteps  crossing  up  from  the  garden— his  footsteps,  I 
could  not  mistake  them ;  but  where  can  he  have  gone? 
—where  is  she?— together!  Good  heavens!  they  can- 
not have  explained — she  would  not  tell  him.  It  is  im- 
possible !    They  cannot  have  gone  away  together !" 

Elsie  Ware  moved  hurriedly  to  and  fro  upon  the  por- 
tico, as  she  uttered  these  broken  exclamations.  Then 
springing  down  to  the  rude  stepping  stone  which  led 
into  the  garden,  she  turned  her  face  eagerly,  first  on 
one  side  and  then  on  another,  as  if  searching  for  some 
one  amid  the  thick  damp  shrubbery  now  but  dimly 
lighted  by  the  slowly  waning  moon.  No  sound  dis- 
turbed the  sweet  repose  of  the  garden.  Nothing  but 
the  leaves  shining  in  the  dew,  patches  of  faint  light 
and  dence  shadows  blending  together,  met  the  eye  of 
that  anxious  girl. 

She  hurried  back  into  the  portico,  and  seized  the 
lamp  which  flared  in  the  wind,  but  still  was  powerful 
enough  to  reveal  the  startled  expression  of  the  young 
creature,  who,  in  shading  it  with  one  hand,  threw  the 
whole  strength  of  the  blaze  on  her  working  and  now 
pallid  features. 

She  hurried  down  the  principal  walk,  peering  eager- 
ly amid  the  shrubbery  on  either  side,  and  regardless  of 
the  dew  which  rained  over  her  muslin  dress  as  she 
brushed  by  the  flowing  branches. 

"They  went  this  way,  I  am  certain  of  it,"  she  mur- 
mured, while  her  soft  eyes  kindled  with  keen  excite- 
ment beneath  the  concentrated  glare  of  the  lamp. 
"  Somewhere  hereabouts  she  must  be,  dead  or  alive. 
Yes,  yes,"  she  added,  and  a  gleam  of  exultation  shot 
over  her  features,  "now  I  think  of  it,  he  walked  so  fast 
—he  almost  ran— she  could  not  have  been  with  him ! 
Oh!  there,  there— beneath  the  ash-trees— I  see  her 
white  dress !" 

She  sprang  forward,  her  hand  fell  from  before  the 
lamp,  its  light  danced  over  the  clusters  of  rich  scarlet 
berries,  with  which  the  trees  were  covered,  an  instant 
and  was  extinguished.  But  Elsie  Ware  had  seen  the 
white  garments  of  her  friend  and  school  companion  be- 
neath the  trees,  and  there  was  still  moonlight  enough 
twinkling  through  the  boughs  to  reveal  the  pale  fea- 
tures of  Isabel  George,  as  Elsie  passed  her  trembling 
hand  beneath  her  forehead,  and  lifted  it  from  the  grass. 

"  Isabel,  speak— are  you  ill?"  said  Elsie  Ware,  in  a 
voice  much  sharper  than  her  usual  sweet  tones. 

Isabel  struggled  a  little,  but  her  head  rank  back  into 
Ihe  lap  of  Elsie  Ware,  and  she  made  no  reply. 

Again  Elsie  spoke,  and  her  voice  was  still  rendered 
almost  harsh  with  contending  feelings.  "Tell  me 
what  has  happened,"  she  said.  "Is Oram  gone!  I 
thought  you  had  more  pride,  Isabel  George !" 

"Pride— what  has  pride  to  do  with  our  affections ?" 
murmured  Isabel,  sitting  up  fully,  and  making  an  ef- 
fort to  sweep  back  the  damp  hair  that  had  fallen  over 
her  face.  "  I  am  not  proud— no,  I  am  not  proud,  for  I 
must  always  love  him— always— forever  and  ever.  But 
ht  loves  you,  Elsie  Ware.  Pride  should  make  me  hate 
him— hate  you— but  I  do  neither.  I  would  die  for  him 
—die!  that  is  nothing ;  but  I  could  live— oh,  that  is  to 
suffer— that  wants  strength — live  and  yield  him  up. 
Elsie  Ware,  Elsie  Ware,  bow  happy  you  will  be !  But 
I  do  not  hate  you— it  is  envy,  grief— not  hate !" 

"Isabel,  you  frighten  me— have  you  lost  your  senses 
completely?"  exclaimed  Elsie  Ware,  in  a  reproachful 
and  startled  voice. 

"  Perhaps  I  have,"  replied  Isabel,  with  a  wan  smUe  j 


"  oh,  yes,  perhaps  I  have,  but  do  not  mind  what  I  am 
saying— of  course,  you  know,  there  must  be  a  little 
feeling  in  such  matters,  but  it  is  all  over  now." 

"It  is  all  over  then,"  said  Elsie,  in  a  voice  and  with 
a  look  where  joy  spoke  forth  in  spite  of  herself. 

"Yes,  yes,"  replied  Isabel,  almost  wildly;  "come, 
let  us  go  to  the  house,"  and,  with  a  desperate  effort, 
the  poor  girl  arose  to  her  feet  and  staggered  out  from 
beneath  the  shadow  of  those  trees  that  witnessed  the 
breathing  of  her  heart 

Elsie  Ware  followed  her  victim,  and  winding  an 
arm  around  her  waist,  supported  her  up  the  walk. 
Twice  she  attempted  to  speak,  but  the  words  died  on 
her  lips. 

"  You  did  not  tell  him?"  she  said  at  last 

"  No,  I  told  him  nothing,"  was  the  quick  reply. 

"  Nor  even  hinted  you  were  conscious  of  his  lore 
forme?" 

"Why  ask  these  questions?  You  had  my  pro- 
mise?" said  Isabel,  still  more  impatiently. 

"  Yes,  yes,  1  know ;  hut  did  he  not  demand  some 
explanation  ?" 

"I  do  not  know.  You  had  my  promise,  I  have 
kept  it,  how  I  can  scarcely  tell,  but  my  conscience  is 
clear— good  night!"  and,  weaving  her  fingers  convul- 
sively together,  Isabel  began  to  pace  up  and  down  the 
portica. 

"Will  you  not  come  with  me  and  sleep  some? 
You  were  awake  all  last  night  and  the  night  before 
that.  Come,  I  shall  be  very  unhappy  if  you  take  this 
to  heart  so  deeply." 

"  You  unhappy  !"  repeated  poor  Isabel,  shaking  her 
head  with  a  mournful  smile.  "  Have  you  not  told  me 
that  he  loves  you?" 

Elsie  had  opened  the  door,  and  was  busy  relighting 
her  lamp  by  one  which  stood  upon  the  table  in  the 
passage. 

"Come,"  she  said,  approaching  Isabel  once  again, 
but  when  the  unhappy  girl  turned  her  face  to  the  light, 
her  destroyer  drew  back  and  hesitated;  there  was 
something  so  heart-stricken,  so  utterly  hopeless  in  the 
expression  of  those  beautiful  features,  that  she  could 
not  go  on. 

"Take  the  light  away,"  said  Isabel,  passing  her 
hand  feebly  across  her  eyes.  "  Go  to  your  room  I  be- 
seech you— I  will  follow  you." 

"  Well,"  said  Elsie,  "perhaps  you  will  feel  better  af- 
ter a  few  minutes1  solitude.  Good  night,  dear— good 
night." 

With  these  words  Elsie  turned  away  and  went  up 
stairs.  She  entered  the  pretty  sleeping  bower,  which, 
three  weeks  before,  her  friend  and  school  companion 
had  decorated  for  her  accommodation.  She  set  her 
lamp  on  the  snow  white  toilet,  took  8  little  ruby  pin 
from  the  folds  of  muslin  it  had  gathered  over  her  bo- 
som, and  thrust  it  slowly  into  the  heart  of  a  silken 
rose-bud  which  glowed  on  the  satin  cushion  reflected 
in  the  dressing  glass,  the  hand  was  a  little  unsteady, 
but  a  tinge  of  color  was  deepening  into  that  round 
cheek  all*  the  while  she  prepared  herself  for  rest. 
"  She  will  take  it  hard  at  first  but  these  things  do  not 
last,"  she  murmured,  while  her  head  sunk  to  the  frilled 
pillow.  But  the  quick  footsteps  of  Isabel  George,  as 
she  paced  the  portico,  could  be  heard  faintly  in  the 
quiet  chamber,  and  for  a  little  time  they  disturbed  the 
repose  that  was  stealing  over  the  eyelids  of  her  guest. 
She  lifted  her  head  and  listened  a  moment,  then  nest- 
ling down  again  her  little  hand  stole  itself  softly  ht* 


ELSIE  AND  ISABEL. 


22? 


twMD  the  pillow  and  her  cheek,  and,  murmuring  "  all 
is  lair  in  love,"  she  sunk  to  sleep. 

All  that  night  Isabel  walked  back  and  forth  on  the 
portico  of  her  dwelling,  and  when  the  morning  dawn- 
ed, when  the  old  vine  overhead  began  to  twinkle  and 
shake  off  its  perfume  in  the  beautiful  light,  she  went 
op  stairs  and  entered  the  room  of  her  guest.  She  was 
sound  asleep  and  smiling  like  a  child  in  its  dreams. 
"  How  happy  she  is !"  murmured  poor  Isabel,  and  clo- 
sing; the  door  softly  after  her,  she  went  to  another 
loom.  In  about  an  hour  she  came  forth  again,  pale 
as  death,  but  mournfully  calm.  Elsie  was  at  her  toi- 
let, turning*  the  ringlets  of  her  auburn  hair  around  her 
fingers,  and  dropping  them  carelessly  oyer  her  cheek, 
which  was  a  little  paler  than  usual. 

"  I  hope  you  are  better  this  morning,  dear  Isabel," 
•he  said,  with  a  graceful  bend  of  the  neck  on  one  side 
as  she  dropped  one  of  the  longest  curls  on  her  shoul- 
ders. 

Isabel  approached,  and,  resting  her  hand  on  the  toi- 
let, lifted  her  eyes  to  the  lovely  face  of  her  rival.  She, 
too,  was  beautiful,  and  both  were  reflected  in  the  mir- 
ror—Isabel with  her  pallid  face,  and  those  dim  sha- 
dows giving  to  her  eyes  an  intensely  mournful  expres- 
sion, her  garments  damp  with  the  night  dew,  and  her 
rich,  golden  hair  gathered  in  dishevelled  waves  back 
from  her  temples— and  Elsie,  with  bloom  on  cheek  and 
lip,  coquetting  gracefully  with  her  ringlets.  It  was  a 
pslnfnl  contrast— painful  was  it  to  know  that  the  pure 
of  heart,  the  creature  of  deep,  passionate  and  lofty 
feeling  should  become  a  victim  to  that  other  being 
who  had  just  intellect  enough  for  successful  falsehood, 
imagination  sufficient  for  fraud,  and  whose  most  ex- 
alted feelings  were  lees  dignified  than  the  very  faults 
of  her  victim. 

"Elsie,"  said  Isabel  George,  in  the  calm,  sad  voice 
which  never  left  her  after  that  day,  "you  asked  me  last 
night  if  I  had  no  pride ;  I  can  answer  you  now— I  have 
all  that  is  necessary  for  my  own  self-respect.  I  loved 
the  man  who  now  loves  you — I  am  his  wife— do  not 
start— there  is  no  reason  why  you  should- 1  promised 
to  become  his  wife— God  was  our  witness,  and  in  his 
eyes  our  heart  pledge  could  not  be  broken  without 
crime.  When  the  wife  is  deserted  by  her  husband, 
men  do  not  sneer  at  her  feeling  the  wrong— does  the 
simple  marriage  ceremony  change  a  woman's  heart 
so  much  that  affection,  forgiveness  of  injury,  and 
faithful  love  which  is  a  virtue  in  one  must  be  a  degra- 
dation to  the  other— may  not  a  spirit  grieve  without 
shame  over  the  breaking  up  of  those  dreams  that  first 
called  forth  its  music!" 

"  I  am  sure,  Isabel,  I  am  grieved  and  vexed  as  much 
as  you  can  be  at  this  unfaithfulness,"  said  Elsie,  un- 
tangling the  little  golden  chains  that  linked  the  drops 
of  her  enameled  hair-pin  together.  "I  never  encou- 
raged his  love — do  not  desire  it— yet  perhaps  you  will 
think  hard  of  me  for  informing  you  about  it,  but  I 
could  not  believe  that  it  would  be  friendly  to  let  you 
fulfill  your  engagement  after  his  feelings  against  it  had 
been  so  plainly  expressed.  You  cannot  blame  me, 
Isabel !" 

"No,"  said  Isabel,  musing  sadly,  "  I  ought  not  to 
Heme  you,  my  friend*  You  have  never  deceived  me 
—no  one  ever  has  till  now,  but  repeat  all  this  to  me 
again— I  have  been  so  wild,  so  insane  with  anguish, 
that  I  would  gladly  impress  his  words  on  my  memory 
now  that  I  am  calm.  He  said  that  nothing  but  a  sense 
Of  honor  kept  him  from  breaking  our  engagement, 


that  it  was  made  while  his  love  was  a  mere  boy's  pas- 
sion which  passed  away,  leaving  his  honor  chained 
and  his  heart  another's— did  I  understand  you  right, 
Elsie  ?" 

"  Yes,  he  said  thjs  and  more ;  but  he  also  added 
that,  though  his  feelings  had  changed  in  spite  of  him- 
self, he  never  would  tell  you  of  it,  never  break  the  en- 
gagement himself;  that  he  could  never  cease  to  ad- 
mire your  talents  and  respect  you  above  all  women  on 
earth." 

A  sad,  almost  contemptuous  smile  came  up  to  Isa- 
bel's lips.  It  was  the  old  story.  Few  men  ever  act 
treacherously  toward  our  sex  but  protestations  of  eter- 
nal respect  follow  the  cruel  act  that  crushed  the  affec- 
tions. Esteem !— the  man  who  can  be  deliberately  un- 
just to  a  woman  is  incapable  of  esteem.  The  very 
virtues  which  he  professes  to  admire  are  so  many  re- 
proaches to  his  falsehood— so  many  torches  to  light 
up  the  dark  plans  of  his  soul.  It  was  this  thought 
which  caused  the  little  smile  that  sprung  to  the  lips  .of 
Isabel  George. 

The  next  morning,  Elsie  Ware  returned  to  New 
York,  and  Isabel  remained  in  that  .shady  old  country 
place  alone  with  her  widowed  grandmother,  and  when 
that  mother  questioned  her  about  Oram's  sudden  de- 
parture for  the  city,  she  answered  quietly  that  their  en- 
gagement was  broken  off,  and  it  would  be  some  time 
probably  before  Park  returned  to  the  magnificent  home 
which  was  almost  ready  for  her  reception  as  a  bride. 
When  the  nervous  old  lady  seemed  disposed  to  con- 
demn her  lover,  Isabel  besought  her  to  desist.  "  D* 
not  blame  him,  my  dear  grandmother,"  she  would 
say,  "  it  was  I  that  broke  the  engagement.  You  are 
not  anxious  to  part  with  me.  Only  think  how  hard  it 
would  have  been  to  leave  the  dear  old  place.  Yon 
never  would  have  been  contented  in  those  granite 
walls  and  among  so  much  new-fashioned  finery.  Only 
think  how  you,  would  have  missed  the  old  honey- 
suckle and  the  humming-birds  that  swarm  about  it 
in  the  summer  time.  Such  things  do  not  grow  in  a 
year." 

11  Very  true,"  the  good  old  lady  would  reply,  lean- 
ing back  in  her  great  easy  chair.  "Very  true,  my 
dear,  and  if  you  did  not  love  him,  of  course  I  am  glad 
to  stay  here  always ;  it  would  have  been  a  sad  thing 
to  move  away  from  the  old  place."     * 

So  the  old  lady  soon  learned  to  forget  that  such  as 
event  as  her  grand-daughter's  engagement  had  ever 
existed;  and  though  Isabel  grew  pale  and  thin,  and  a 
look  of  habitual  suffering  hung  forever  on  that  beauti- 
ful forehead,  the  eyes  of  the  old  lady  were  getting  dim 
with  age,  and  she  never  saw  that  anything  was  amiss 
with  her  darling. 

"  What  is  this,  grand-daughter,  what  is  this?"  ex- 
claimed Mrs.  George,  taking  off  her  gold  spectacles 
and  laying  her  hand  oh  the  morning  paper,  which  had 
just  reached  them  from  the  city*  "  Did  you  know  that 
Park  Oram  thought  of  marrying  that  little  Ware  girt 
that  visited  here  last  summer?  See  here,  see  here t 
they  were  married  at  the  Ascension  Church  last  Tues- 
day—why, it  is  but  two  months  since  they  were  both 
in  this  house,  and  he  preparing  to  be—" 

"  Let  me  see  the  paper,  grandmother,"  said  Isabel, 
rising  from  her  chair  and  taking  the  sheet.  How  whits 
she  was— how  her  deep  blue  eyes  glittered ;  those  fin- 
gers clutched  the  paper  firmly,  but  it  rattled  in  her 
grasp,  for  she  trembled,  not  in  the  hand  alone,  bat 
through  her  whole  frame.   It  was  well  that  the  sal 
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lady  had  taken  off  her  glasses  and  that  her  hearing 
was  not  over  keen,  for  it  would  have  broken  her  kind 
heart  had  she  known  the  truth. 

Poor  Isabel !  like  a  wounded  hart  left  to  suffer  in  its 
lair,  felt  the  approach  of  the  hunters  again ;  with  the 
arrow  in  her  side  she  must  yet  bound  on  and  on  that 
people  need  not  guess  how  deep  her  hurt  had  been. 
Men  talk  of  self-control,  of  courage  and  firmness,  of 
suffering  and  fortitude!  Great  heavens!  there  was 
more  firmness,  more  terrible  self-command  in  the  heart 
of  Isabel  George  when  she  gathered  up  her  strength 
and  went  to  that  sumptuous  dwelling  to  greet  the 
bride  of  her  own  husband— for,  in  the  sight  of  high 
Heaven,  he  was  her  husband !  a  promise  was  register- 
ed there  which  no  after  vow  could  annul !— there  was 
more  of  that  courage  which  carries  the  martyr  to  the 
stake  than  man  ever  dreamed  of! 

But  she  did  go— smiling,  and  with  a  falsehood  of 
seeming  joy  in  her  face,  but  she  hushed  the  cries  of 
her  heart  and  entered  with  a  degree  of  calm  dignity 
which  those  who  have  learned  to  suffer  alone  can  at- 
tain. 

Oram  was  very  wealthy,  and  his  country  seat  one 
of  the  most  magnificent  on  the  Hudson ;  for  miles 
and  miles  the  river  might  be  seen  from  the  front  en- 
trance winding  majestically  onward  through  the  em- 
brace of  its  broken  and  picturesque  banks;  a  beautiful 
town  lay  embedded  in  the  hills  on  the  opposite  shore, 
and  the  highly  ornamented  grounds  which  lay  op- 
posite the  house  sloped  gently  to  the  water  in  a  thou- 
sand flowery  undulations;  down  in  a  hollow,  some  half 
a  mile  distant,  stood  the  old  stone  cottage  of  Mrs. 
George,  half  smothered  in  verdure  and  forming  one  of 
the  most  picturesque  objects  of  the  surrounding  sce- 
nery. 

Carriages  were  at  the  door,  for  the  bride  was  at 
home  to  callers  that  morning,  and  Isabel  entered  a 
drawing-room  where  a  dozen  guests  were  already  pay- 
ing their  congratulations  to  Elsie  Oram.  She  was 
deadly  pale,  but  the  light  which  filled  the  room  was 
richly  mellowed  by  the  windows  of  stained  glass 
through  which  it  fell,  and  all  were  too  busy  with  them- 
selves to  observe  how  her  hands  trembled. 

Gracefully,  and  with  a  soft  pressure  of  the  hand, 
Elsie  Oram  received  the  being  she  had  crushed— her 
manners  had  become  more  indolently  refined,  and  there 
was  a  softness  in  her  tones  which  does  not  always 
spring  from  a  pure  or  deep  feeling— still  she  was  very 
beautiful ;  the  tinted  light  fell  over  the  azure  couch  on 
which  she  sat,  bathing  her  splended  tresses  and  the 
morning  robe  of  India  muslin  which  formed  her  simple 
attire,  with  a  kind  of  purplish  shadow  which  sometimes 
gives  tone  to  a  picture. 

Oram  was  moving  among  his  guests  excited  and  ap- 
parently very  happy.  But  when  he  saw  Isabel,  the 
laugh  died  on  his  lip,  and  a  sudden  change  swept  over 
his  features.  He  approached  her,  however,  and,  while 
she  spoke  to  his  bride,  seemed  listening  keenly,  though 
his  head  was  turned  away.  After  a  little  time  he  went 
out  to  escort  some  ladies  to  their  carriage,  and  did  not 
return. 

After  that  visit,  Isabel  George  was  very  ill  of  a  low 
nervous  fever  which  nothing  seemed  to  relieve ;  for  a 
time  her  life  was  despaired  of,  and  when  she  did  begin 
to  recover  in  health,  a  settled  and  deep  melancholy 
seemed  fixed  on  her  heart  forever.  She  wept  much, 
and  prayed  almost  without  ceasing,  for  Isabel  knew 


that  she  loved  the  husband  of  another,  and  the  bitter 
secret  humbled  her  soul  to  the  dust. 

She  never  went  to  that  house  again— the  effort  was 
too  dreadful.  Elsie  had  kept  her  card,  and  sent  con- 
stantly to  inquire  after  the  health  of  her  former  friend, 
but  of  Oram  poor  Isabel  heard  nothing.  She  knew 
that  he  was  at  home  and  very  gay,  for  sometimes  she 
would  see  his  carriage  sweeping  round  the  hill  on 
which  his  dwelling  stood,  from  her  window ;  but  at  last 
winter  came  on— the  newly  married  pair  went  down  to 
the  city  for  the  season,  and  the  poor  girl  was  left  alone 
with  her  breaking  heart— broken  and  yet  not  broken. 
The  spring  came  again,  with  violets  and  wild  thorn- 
blossoms,  and  their  sweet  breath  brought  comfort  to 
the  weary  spirit  of  Isabel.  She  was  still  feeble,  and 
could  not  rest  at  night— so  in  the  evening,  when  all 
was  hushed  and  quiet,  she  loved  to  go  forth  into  that 
wilderness  of  a  garden.  It  was  soothing  to  hear  the 
great  river  sweeping  onward  with  a  perpetual  music  to 
the  sea,  and  the  wild  flowers  gave  out  their  breath 
most  lavishly  when  the  dew  was  in  their  leaves.  Bat 
above  all,  he  had  been  there;  he  had  told  her  c£ 
his  love  in  that  old  garden ;  and  in  the  night  time  it 
seemed  as  if  the  bond  which  had  registered  that  love 
in  Heaven  was  perfect  as  it  had  ever  been.  It  was  a 
weakness  in  the  sweet  Isabel,  but  the  female  heart  is 
helpless  in  its  affections,  and  sometimes  even  its  molts 
are  beautiful. 

One  night,  it  was  in  the  pleasant  May  time,  the 
sward  was  full  of  flowers  and  the  thickets  all  in  blos- 
som. Isabel  was  very  restless  that  evening,  and  she 
went  forth  first  into  the  portico,  where  the  old  honey- 
suckle was  putting  forth  its  leaves,  and  then  down  Into 
the  garden— through  the  shrubbery,  till  she  reached  the 
clump  of  ash  trees  close  by  the  river.  The  gable  win- 
dow of  her  little  sleeping  room  could  be  seen  from  that 
spot— ehe  had  been  sitting  by  the  open  sash  a  long 
time,  and  left  a  lamp  burning  on  the  toilet  when  she 
stole  forth  to  ponder  in  the  garden— it  shone  like  a  star 
through  the  masses  of  foliage  that  crept  around  the 
gable,  and  lighted  up  the  lonesome  bat  luxuriant 
scene. 

A  man  stood  beneath  the  ash  trees,  with  folded  arms, 
gazing  upon  the  light.  He  would  have  fled  when  Is* 
abel  glided  beneath  the  boughs,  but  she  had  seen  him, 
and,  with  a  faint  cry,  turned  to  retrace  her  steps— for 
she  knew  that  it  was  Oram,  though  his  person  was  in 
darkness— but  surprize,  terror  and  joy  chained  her 
limbs,  and  she  had  no  power  to  move,  though  he  had 
taken  her  hand  and  was  speaking  to  her  in  that  old 
familiar  voice : 

"  There  is  no  reason  why  you  should  be  terrified," 
he  said.  "  I  have  just  come  up  from  the  city,  and 
knowing  that  you  have  been  ill,  it  was  natural  that  I 
should  be  here.  You  have  renounced  my  love,  but 
there  are  times  when  memory  of  the  past  is  strong 
within  me  and  will  not  be  resisted." 

"  Are  you  also  unhappy  9"  said  Isabel,  in  a  low  voice. 
"  I  thought  that  to  love  and  be  loved  was  the  great  joy 
—the  one  thing  without  which  the  heart  pines  to 
death." 

Oram  shook  his  head— "Oh,  Isabel !"  he  exclaimed, 
with  sudden  passion,  "  why  did  you  cast  me  from  yon? 
Why  fling  me  out  upon  the  world  to  crush  my  sorrows 
as  I  might  in  the  whirl  of  society  1  Why  teach  me 
how  precious  the  love  of  a  noble  heart  may  be,  and 
then  in  one  moment  deprive  me  of  that  which  had  be* 


ELSIE  AND  ISABEL. 


229 


come  my  life  ?  What  had  f  done  that  you  could  thus 
proudly  fling  inch  love  as  mine  to  the  wind?" 

"  What  had  you  done  ?"  repeated  Isabel.  "  Did  you 
not  love  another— did  you  not  wish  to  break  the  bonds 
that  had  grown  irksome  ?" 

"  No,  Isabel,  I  did  not  love  another.  The  bonds  that 
bad  become  irksome !  Girl— Girl!  they  were  woven 
round  my  heart  like  threads  of  gold.  Thank  God,  I 
can  never  suffer  as  I  suffered  that  night  when  you  told 
me  that  you  were  changed.  O,  Isabel,  how  I  did  love 
you!" 

"  And  you  did  not  love  Elsie  Ware  then-?"  said  Isa- 
bel, almost  wildly. 

uNo,  not  then!"  replied  Oram,  in  a  suppressed 
roice. 

"And  you  never  told  her—"  she  checked  herself— 
"  you  never  told  any  one  so  ?" 

"  Never !"  replied  Oram,  firmly ;  "  never." 

"  Yet  you  married  her  ?" 

"  I  was  alone— cast  forth  to  seek  happiness  where  I 
might  You  were  unjust,  cruel  to  me— I  wished  to 
avenge  myself  on  your  pride.  I  wished ;  in  short,  I 
was  wretched,  excited  and  resolute  to  fling  off  the  un- 
happiness  which  was  torturing  me— Elsie  was  thrown 
much  In  my  society ;  to  me  she  was  always  gentle, 
kind  and  full  of  sympathy  for  my  sufferings— I  saw 
that  she  was  attached  to  me,  and  married  her." 

"  But  do  you  love  her  V*  How  wild,  how  full  of  anx- 
ious and  thrilling  doubt  was  the  face  of  Isabel  George 
as  ahe  asked  the  question. 

"Do  not  ask  me,"  said  Oram,  with  a  sad  dignity, 
"ami  not  here ?" 

"  God  forgive  me  this  joy,"  exclaimed  Isabel,  and 
covering  her  face  with  both  hands  she  burst  into  a 
passion  of  tears. 

"  Isabel— Isabel,  what  does  this  mean  ?" 

"  Do  not  tempt  me — oh  do  not  urge  me  now,  I  am 
not  myself— I  am  very,  very  weak— no,  no,  I  can  say 
nothing,  she  is  your  wife.  God  help  me,  God  help  us 
both!"  And  with  these  words  the  poor  girl  rushed 
forward  toward  the  house,  as  if  fleeing  from  an  enemy ; 
and  so  she  was  poor  thing,  for  the  temptations  of  our 
own  erring  natures  are  the  worst  of  enemies. 

Two  years  went  by,  and  Isabel  George  stood  once 
more  beneath  the  roof  of  her  former  lover.  Oh !  it  was 
a  gloomy  contrast  to  the  wedding  visit.  Gloomy,  bot 
not  so  painful  to  the  poor  girl  who  trod  those  sumptu- 
ous rooms  like  a  troubled  spirit.  No  graceful  compli- 
ments or  careless  greeting  met  her  ear  then.  A  mourn- 
ful twilight  slept  everywhere  amid  the  magnificent 
furniture.  The  tall  windows  were  muffled,  and  the 
servants  glided  noiselessly  over  the  thick  carpets,  speak- 
ing to  each  other  in  suppressed  whispers— as  even  the 
coarsest  natures  will  speak  when  death  is  very  near. 

Slowly  and  with  a  troubled  step  Isabel  mounted  the 
stairs.  Her  heart  beat  heavily  and  her  limbs  shook ; 
but  her  face,  though  white,  was  very  calm.  Every 
step  brought  her  nearer  the  death-chamber ;  still  her 
face  was  calm,  as  I  have  said,  for  years  of  stern  control 
had  given  to  that  feeble  being  a  strength  which  nerves 
the  spirit  for  Heaven. 

"  Is  she  not  come  1"  murmured  the  sick  man,  turn- 
ing his  head  feebly  on  the  pillow. 

"  Is  she  not  come  7" 

He  turned  his  eyes  languidly  to  the  place  where  hi? 
wife  had  been  standing,  and  there  in  her  stead  was  Isa- 
bel George,  pale  and  breathless,  gazing  upon  him;  o 
smile — one  of  those  beautiful,  mournful  smiles  that 


sometimes  light  the  faces  of  the  dying— broke  over  his 
lips ;  he  made  an  effort  to  reach  forth  his  hand,  but  it 
only  moved  on  the  snowy  counterpane,  and  though 
hers  shook  like  an  aspen,  she  grasped  the  cold  fingers 
and  raised  them  to  her  lips ;  and  now  a  change  came 
over  her;  she  was  but  a  woman,  and  her  heart  broke 
loose  in  tears. 

"  Isabel,  my  poor  Isabel,  we  have  both  suffered," 
murmured  the  dying  man. 

She  answered  him  only  with  her  tears. 

"And  now,"  he  added,*  with  more  strength  than 
seemed  possible  in  one  so  completely  exhausted  with 
disease,  "  now,  when  I  am  dying,  you  will  not  refuse 
to  tell  roe  that  which  I  have  pleaded  to  learn  so  often 
in  vain.  Why  was  it,  and  who  was  the  person  that 
induced  you  to  cast  me  from  you  ?" 

A  quick,  gasping  sob  broke  from  one  of  the  muffled 
windows  where  Elsie  had  withdrawn  at  the  approach 
of  her  friend ;  she  sprung  forward  with  an  impetuosity 
that  sent  the  damask  curtains  floating  into  the  room, 
and  flooded  her  figure  with  sudden  light.  There  she 
stood,  between  the  window  and  the  bed,  in  her  loose 
and  neglected  morning  dress,  with  her  trembling  hands 
clasped  before  her,  looking  pleadingly  at  Isabel— abject 
and  supplicating,  like  a  criminal  before  its  judge ;  and 
there  stood  Isabel,  with  that  cold  hand  in  hers,  bend- 
ing gently  that  she  might  hear  the  words  of  the  dying. 
She  turned  her  eyes  on  the  agitated  figure  opposite,  and 
an  expression  almost  of  pity  came  to  her  eyes.  The 
window  drapery  had  hardly  settled  in  its  place  again, 
enveloping  the  crouching  figure  of  Elsie  once  more  in 
comparative  gloom,  when  the  dying  man  repeated  his 
question. 

"  Not  here,"  said  Isabel,  in  a  sweet  low  voice ;  "not 
here ;  a  little  time,  and  we  shall  meet  again  where  all 
secrets  are  made  known." 

u  It  is  but  a  short  time  I  can  wait,"  murmured  the 
dying  man ;  "  and  now  do  not  leave  me,  Isabel — do  not 
leave  me !"  and  with  a  convulsive  grasp  he  retained 
the  hand  which  Isabel  was  gently  striving  to  draw 
from  him,  for  Elsie  had  tottered  around  the  bed,  and 
the  noble  girl  would  have  surrendered  her  place  by  the 
dying  man  to  his  guilty  but  suffering  wife.  Elsie  saw 
the  eager  clasp  with  which  her  husband  held  the  fin- 
gers of  her  rival,  and  sunk  to  her  knees  by  the  bed, 
sobbing  aloud. 

"Hush,  Elsie,  hush!"  muttered  the  dying  man; 
"do  not  weep— you  have  been  kind  and  true— we  shall 
all  meet  again  where  truth  has  its  reward." 

The  wretched  woman  writhed  upon  her  knees,  and 
sobbed  more  bitterly  than  ever.  Isabel  bent  her  head, 
and,  while  tears  dropped  slowly  from  her  eyes,  prayed 
for  the  departing  soul.  It  was  a  touching  picture  of 
Truth  in  its  dignity,  and  Falsehood  suffering  the  first 
touches  of  remorse.  And  now  Isabel  saw  the  gray 
shadows  of  death  stealing  slowly  around  the  eyes  still 
turned  upon  her,  as  up  it  crept  over  the  broad  forehead 
which  her  lips  had  pressed  so  often.  The  breath  was 
hushed  upon  her  lips,  the  tears  no  longer  filled  her 
eyes,  and  a  smile  dawned  softly  on  her  face  as  she  saw 
his  face  slowly  ebbing  away.  At  last,  when  his  fingers 
released  their  grasp,  she  bent  down  and  kissed  that 
lifeless  forehead  again  and  again— wound  her  arms 
around  the  dead,  and  murmured  strange,  fond  words, 
like  a  wife  whose  husband  had  just  returned  to  her  af- 
ter a  long  and  perilous  journey. 

This  wild  burst  of  feeling  aroused  Elsie  from  her 
crouching  position  by  the  bed ;  she  arose,  and  would 
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have  forced  her  way  to  the  corpse,  bat,  with  one  arm 
around  the  dead,  Isabel  lifted  her  face  from  the  bosom 
where  it  hae  rested,  and  put  the  wife  gently  back  with 
her  hand. 

"Not  now— not  now,  Elsie  Ware ;  he  is  mine  now, 
all  mine.  The  law  gave  him  to  you  living,  but  laws 
do  not  reach  him  here ;  in  death  he  is  mine,  mine  for- 
mer and  ever!" 

Elsie  still  struggled  to  approach  the  pillow  where 
that  pale  head  was  resting. 

"Would  you  keep  the  wife  from  her  husband?"  she 
exclaimed,  amid  her  sobs,  pressing  forward  with  the 
impatience  of  a  still  untamed  spirit. 

"He  is  your  husband  no  longer,"  replied  Isabel,  lift- 
ing the  pale  forehead  tenderly  to  her  bosom,  and  turn- 
ing her  pale  face  full  upon  that  of  her  companion,  yet 
•peaking  in  a  gentle  uoice.  "There  was  a  vow  in 
heaven  before  he  made  one  to  you— a  holy  vow,  which 
God  alone  will  recognize;  I  respected  your  earthly 
tights  while  he  lived,  but  now,  Elsie  Ware,  I  reclaim 
my  own.  My  place  is  close  by  the  dead ;  no  human 
being  shall  come  between  my  heart  and  his,  now  that 
his  has  ceased  to  beat." 

Still  Elsie  pressed  forward.  Isabel  lifted  the  mar- 
ble head  from  her  bosom,  and  laid  it  softly  on  the  pil- 
low. 

"  Elsie  Ware,"  she  said,  in  a  low,  solemn  voice,  "  I 
will  oppose  you  no  longer ;  but  when  you  approach 
the  dead,  remember  that  by  this  time  he  is  acquainted 
with  the  falsehood  which  placed  you  in  his  bosom !" 

Elsie  shrunk  back  and  fell  crouching  to  her  knees 
again;  the  dead  was  free  to  her  approach,  but  she 
dared  not  touch  her  false  lips  to  the  forehead  that  had 
been  pillowed  upon  her  heart  so  often  in  life.  While 
the  sound  of  her  convulsive  weeping  filled  the  room, 
Isabel  bent  softly  over  the  beloved  clay  Again,  with  her 
shivering  fingers  she  put  back  the  damp  curls  from  the 
marble  forehead,  bent  her  cheeks  to  it  and  muttered 
tender  words,  as  mothers  do  over  their  sleeping  in- 
fants. A  blessed  calm  lay  upon  her  heart— a  sweet 
tranquil  grief,  from  which  all  bitterness  was  swept 
away— and  thus  it  was  in  the  presence  of  the  dead  that 
Truth  and  Falsehood  were  revealed. 


WITCHCRAFT  OUTDONE. 

A  little  boy  was  drowned  recently  in  Lowell,  Mass. 
A  citizen  of  that  place  mesmerized  a  lady  for  the  pur- 
pose of  examination  in  reference  to  a  diseased  person. 
After  the  examination  was  completed,  it  was  suggested 
that  she  be  examined  in  relation  to  the  drpwncd  boy. 
The  operator  then  merely  required  her  to  go  over  the 
water,  and  point  out  what  she  saw.  After  a  few  mo- 
ments delay,  she  suddenly  sprung  from  her  chair,  and 
with  a  shriek  exclaimed  :  "There  is  a  boy  under  some 
logs,  and  he's  dead !"  at  the  same  time  manifesting 
the  greatest  fear,  being  almost  in  a  convulsive  state, 
and  shedding  tears  freely.  She  was  soon  soothed, 
and  relieved  from  the  mesmeric  influence.  The  next 
day,  another  young  lady,  who  had  resided  only  about 
a  fortnight  in  the  city,  was  put  in  a  mesmeric  state  by 
a  different  operator,  and  with  a  full  understanding 
that  she  was  to  be  examined  in  regard  to  the  lost  body. 
After  remaining  for  a  time  under  the  magnetic  influ- 
ence, she  started  and  uttered  nearly  the  same  exclama- 
tion that  the  other  lady  used,  but  was  less  affected. 
$he  then  described  the  body  as  lying  on  the  bottom  of 
the  river,  apparently  entangled  by  some  roots  or  other 


substance  under  the  logs  beneath  the  dam.  She  de- 
clared that  the  body  was  not  bruised,  that  it  wn»  bus 
headed,  and  wore  light-colored  pantaloons,  upon  one 
knee  of  which  was  a  patch,  &c.,  particulars  which  aha 
knew  not  in  a  waking  state.  The  operator  then  wOtd 
her  to  remember  the  place  she  had  designated,  and 
relieved  her  from  the  condition.  She  then  went  to 
the. river,  accompanied  by  others,  and  after  a  short 
time  the  body  of  the  boy  was  found  in  the  exact  situa- 
tion and  condition  in  which  it  had  been  described  to 
be  by  her.  The  water  was  twelve  feet  deep  under  the 
logs,  and  very  muddy;  but  by  means  of  a  suitable  pole 
hook,  the  body  was  drawn  up  with  considerable  exer- 
tion ;  it  evidently  having  been  attatched  to  some  sub- 
stance on  the  bottom.  As  described,  it  was  free  from 
bruises,  the  cap  was  gone,  and  the  particulars  in  re- 
gard to  the  pantaloons  were  precisely  as  stated  by  bar. 


A  FAREWELL  TO  WINTER. 

BT    USS.  MATILDA  P.  HUNT. 

Tuou  hast  been  like  a  conqueror  over  the  earth, 
With  silence,  and  darkness,  and  fear  in  thy  train; 

The  beauty  of  Summer,  its  gladness  and  mirth, 
Have  fled  at  thy  presence,  and  left  thee  to  reign; 

And  proud  was  thy  reign  in  the  day  of  thy  power- 
All  nature  has  bowed  to  thy  merciless  hand; 

The  blossoms  lie  dead  in  the  field  and  the  bower, 
And  spoiled  of  their  glory  the  forest  trees  stand. 

Thou  hast  been  like  a  conqueror  forth  In  thy  wrath— 

But  thy  triumphs  are  ended,  and  thou  must  be  gone; 
Thy  triumphs  are  ended— for  close  in  thy  path, 

And  tracking  thy  footsteps,  the  summer  comes  on; 
The  lands  that  lie  captive,  as  bound  with  a  chain, 

From  thy  wearisome  thraldom  she  comes  to  redeem  j 
And  the  voice  of  thanksgiving  shall  waken  again, 

As  she  stretches  her  sceptre  o'er  woodland  and  stream. 

Thou  hast  been  like  a  conqueror  forth  to  destroy, 

And  leave  the  fair  earth  but  a  waste  and  a  tomb- 
But  Spring  at  her  coming  brings  music  and  joy, 

And  makes  all  thy  desolate  places  to  bloom ; 
O  Winter,  we  own  thou  art  fearful  in  might— 

But  the  power  that  now  forces  the  crown  from  thy 
brow, 
That  changes  thy  mourning  to  gladness  and  light, 

And  brings  life  from  death,  is  more  mighty  than  thou. 
For  the  Hover—East  Abington,  Mass.,  June,  1844. 


THE  DUENNA  OF  ABBOTSFORD. 

The  hall  at  Abbotsford  is  a  sort  of  armory  hung  with 
escutcheons,  trophies  and  banners ;  the  ceiling  is  sus- 
tained with  beams  admirably  carved.  On  the  colored 
windows  of  the  room  are  armorial  bearings  of  Sir  Wal- 
ter Scott,  surrounded  by  all  those  of  the  different  noble 
fanilies  with  which  he  is  allied;  among  the  rest  are 
those  of  the  Duke  of  Buccleugh.  One  of  the  flags  in 
the  fir9t  room  is  tri-colored,  and  bears  these  words  in 
large  characters:  " V Empereur  Napoleon  au  105(1 
regiment  de  lignel" 

"This  flag  was  taken  at  Waterloo,'*  said  Mrs.  Or- 
mond,  a  sort  of  crabbed  old  house-keeper,  who  acts  at 
guide  to  the  pilgrims  of  Abbotsford. 

'•  This  flag  was  never  a  French  one,"  I  replied  with- 
out hesitation.  Mrs.  Ormond  frowned.  I  had  just 
perceived  an  undeniable  -  proof  t  ha » the  pretended  tro- 
phy given  to  Sir  Walter  Scott  as  historical,  had  never 
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figured  in  the  ranks  of  the  imperial  army.  The  Eng- 
lish artist  who  had  composed  it  had  imprinted  his  own 
fraud  thereon.  The  words  cctUcinquieme,  in  figures, 
ought  to  have  been  written  thus:  "  105eme,"  the  let- 
tars  erne  being  indispensable.  But  no,  he  had  used  the 
English  /fc— the  two  last  letters  of  the  word^/U  were 
there,  instead  of  the  three  last  of  the  word  cinquieme. 
A  stupid  fault !  Sir  Walter  Scott  had  not  noticed  it, 
or  he  would  not  let  himself  be  so  imposed  upon.  1 
was  stooping  down  toward  the  flag  to  examine  it  the 
better. 

"It's  not  allowed  to  touch  anything  here!"  said 
Mrs.  Ormond,  sourly. 

"lam  incapable  of  talcing  that  liberty,'1  answered  I, 
calmly. 

We  passed  into  Sir  Walter  Scott's  breakfast  room,  I 
writing  a  few  words  in  my  pocket-book  with  a  pencil, 
looking  at  the  Gothic  orgivod  gallery  which  led  to  it, 
and  which  reminded  me  of  the  chapels  of  Melrose  Ab- 
bey. 

"It's  not  allowed  to  draw!"  again  cried  Mrs.  Or- 
mond in  an  imperative  tone. 

I  showed  my  little  book  to  this  female  Ceberas,  and 
explained  to  her  that  there  was  no  appearance  of  draw- 
ing on  its  pages.  A  charming  portrait  of  Prince  Charles 
Edward  had  attracted  my  attention,  and  1  had  taken 
note  of  it.  Arrived  in  the  great  dining  room  of  Ab- 
botsford,  where  were  the  portraits  of  Cromwell,  Charles 
XII.  and  Thompson  the  poet,  I  had  taken  my  pencil 
again. 

"  1 1*8  not  allowed  to  write  here  l"  said  my  conduc- 
tress. 

At  this  I  lost  my  patience,  and  replied :  "  You  ought 
not  to  be  allowed  to  speak ;  you  profane  this  sanctua- 
ry." And  when,  a  minute  afterward,  she  held  out  her 
hand  at  the  door  to  claim  her  reward,  I  was  tempted 
to  exclaim  in  ray  turn,  "It's  not  allowed  to  pay  here." 
This  intolerable  creature  excited  the  indignation  of  all 
my  fellow  visitors  to  Abbotsford,  and  diverting  the 
train  of  their  ideas,  completely  disenchanted  the  place. 
I  was  indignant,  not  for  myself,  but  for  the  manes  of 
the  illustrious  dead.  Was  it  possible,  was  it  right  to 
think  of  anything  but  him,  there  where  everything  re- 
called his  genius ! 

Sir  Walter  Scott's  little  arsenal  seemed  to  me  won- 
derfully poetical ;  it  contained  a  number  of  precious 
arms.  His  portrait  is  in  his  own  drawing-room ;  he  is 
seated  with  two  beautiful  dogs  near  him.  There  also 
is  the  portrait  of  his  wife ;  she  was  a  French  woman, 
and  named  Carpentier.  By  her  he  had  two  daughters 
and  two  sons ;  the  eldest  is  a  military  man,  and  is  now 
in  India.  A  national  subscription  has  paid  off  the 
mortgages  on  all  Sir  Walter's  property,  and  Abbotsford 
will  be  restored  to  his  family  free  of  all  debts.  In  the 
library,  where  hangs  the  portrait  of  his  son  in  uniform, 
I  saw  the  bust  of  Shakspere.  I  had  been  told  that  1 
should  find  many  of  my  own  works  there ;  but  Mrs. 
Ormond  having  declared  that  is  was  not  allowed  to 
read,  I  could  not  ascertain  the  fact. —  Viscount  />' Ar~ 
lincourVs  Three  Kingdoms. 


DWARFS. 
Tom  Thumb — A  Sicilian  Dwaxf. 
Evbbvthing  that  varies  from  the  common  course  of 
nature  (says  the  American  Traveler)  excites  the  curios- 
ity of  the  world,  and  sets  everybody  to  wondering  how 
such  a  phenomenon  could  be  produced.    Just  at  this 


time  that  homespathic  specimen  of  humanity,  that 
pocket  edition  of  man,  known  by  the  sobriquet  of 
General  Tom  Thumb,  who  was  exhibited  in  Boston, 
last  summer,  is  setting  all  London  running  after  him, 
Her  Majesty  Queen  Victoria  and  all  the  royal  family 
included.  He  is  considered  the  greatest,  or,  to  speak 
more  properly,  the  smallest  curiosity  among  the  human 
race  now  extant  When  he  was  exhibited  here  last 
year,  in  order  to  make  him  more  attractive,  it  was 
given  out  that  he  was  born  in  Lancashire,  England 
But  it  appears  that  he  is  a  native  born  Yankee,  and 
thus  it  is  manifest  that  Yankee  soil  can  produce  the 
smallest  as  well  as  the  tallest  of  every  kind  of  produc- 
tions. The  Bridgeport  (Conn.)  Farmer  gives  the  fol- 
lowing biography  of  the  Lilliputian,  who,  it  seems, 
came  from  the  land  of  steady  habits.  The  Farmer 
says :— "  We  believe  that  it  is  now  no  secret  on  this 
side  of  the  Atlantic,  at  least,  that  the  redoubtable  gene- 
ral is  a  native  of  this  city.  His  real  name  is  Charles 
Stratton.  His  parents  resided  in  the  north  part  of  this 
city,  and  have  two  other  children.  Mr.  Stratton,  his 
father,  is  a  carpenter  by  trade,  but  for  some  cause  ex- 
perienced much  difficulty  in  supporting  himself  and 
family.  Young  Stratton,  the  general,  was  always 
active  and  sprightly,  apt,  and  artful,  and,  on  account 
of  his  extreme  diminutiveness,  attracted  the  attention 
of  all  who  saw  him.  As  he  grew  in  years,  his  fame 
extended,  and  his  parents  were  repeatedly  urged  to 
take  him  for  exhibition  about  the  country.  A  gentle- 
man here  finally  prevailed  upon  his  mother  to  go  with 
him  to  New  York,  and  offer  him  to  Mr.  P.  T.  Barnum, 
of  the  American  Museum.  Mr.  B.  hesitated,  but 
finally  agreed  to  take  him  on  trial  for  a  short  time. 
After  due  preparation,  the  general  made  his  appearance 
on  the  stage  at  the  Museum,  under  the  title  of  General 
Tom  Thumb,  from  England.  This  was  the  commence- 
ment of  the  general's  public  career.  The  audience 
was  delighted  with  him,  and  from  that  moment  he  be- 
came one  of  the  greatest  attractions  of  the  day.  The 
Museum  was  crowded  night  after  night,  to  see  this 
wounderful  Englishman.  He  was,  after  a  short  time, 
taken  to  Albany,  Boston,  Providence,  and  other  of  out 
principal  cities,  in  all  of  which  he  attracted  overflowing 
houses.  Mr.  Barnum,  finding  he  could  make  money 
with  the  general,  made  an  engagement  with  his  parents 
for  a  term  of  years,  and  such  was  his  success  here,  that 
he  finally  determined  to  take  him  to  Europe.  The 
parents  of  the  general,  we  are  glad  to  hear,  have  thus 
been  placed  In  comfortable  circumstances.  Mr.  Barn- 
urn's  net  receipts,  in  London,  have  thus  far  been  about 
82000  a  week." 

Notwithstanding  the  dimutiveness  in  size  of  Tom 
Thumb,  there  have  been  instances  of  dwarfs  even  smal- 
ler than  he  is.  The  London  Literary  Gazette  for  May, 
1824,  gives  the  following  description  of  a  Sicilian  dwarf 
which  was  exhibiting  at  that  time  in  London.  It  was 
communicated  by  an  eye  witness  who  had  just  been  to 
visit  the  pigmy :  "  Seeing  is  believing,  and  upon  my 
conscience,  unless  I  had  seen  the  Sicilian  dwarf  with 
my  own  eyes,  I  could  not  have  credited  so  extraor- 
dinary a  variety  in  human  nature.  This  creature  is  * 
female,  and  of  the  name  of  Crachaml,  a  Sicilian  by 
birth,  and  now  within  a  few  months  of  being  ten  years 
old.  But  it  is  impossible  to  describe  the  miracle  other 
appearance,  or  its  effect  upon  the  mind.  To  see  radon* 
ality  sportiveness,  intelligence,  all  the  faculties  of  hu- 
manity, in  a  being  so  inconceivably  below  the  standard 
at  which  we  have  ever  witnessed  them,  so  overturn* 
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all  previous  impressions,  that,  even  with  the  fact  before 
us,  we  doubt  the  evidence  of  our  own  senses.  A  toler- 
able sized  doll,  acting  and  speaking,  would  not  astonish 
us  so  much ;  for  nature  is,  in  this  instance,  far  more 
wounderful  than  art  could  be. 

Only  imagine  a  creature  about  half  as  large  as  a  new 
bom  infant ;  perfect  in  all  its  parts  and  lineaments, 
uttering  words  in  a  strange  unearthly  voice,  under- 
standing what  you  say,  and  replying  to  your  questions; 
imagine,  I  say,  this  figure,  of  about  nineteen  inches  in 
height,  and  five  pounds  in  weight,  and  you  have  some 
idea  of  this  extraordinary  phenomenon.  And  the  more 
you  look  the  more  you  reflect,  the  more  incredible  that 
this  can  be  real.  But  true  it  is ;  here  is  the  fairy  of 
your  superstition  in  actual  life,  here  is  the  pigmy  of 
ancient  mythology,  brought  down  to  your  own  day. 
The  impression  of  her  countenance  varies  with  what- 
ever affects  her  mind,  (or  on  my  faith,  there  is  a  mind 
in  this  dimunilive  frame !)  her  beautiful  tiny  hand  (for 
the  fore  finger  of  which,  the  ring  of  a  very  small  shirt 
button  would  be  much  too  wide  around,)  has  all  the 
motions  and  graces  which  are  found  in  the  same 
member  of  a  lovely  woman ;  she  threatens,  she  dis- 
plays her  fondness  for  finery,  she  likes  her  drop  of 
wine,  she  shows  her  displeasure,  she  chooses  and  re- 
jects ;  in  fine,  she  is  as  perfect  as  a  common  child  of 
the  same  age.  Her  walk  is  rather  tottering,  and  her 
voice,  (as  I  have  said,)  very  remarkable.  Her  general 
appearance  is  not  unpleasing,  though  there  is  a  little 
of  the  simia  in  the  form  of  the  features ;  her  health  Is 
good,  and  her  body,  limbs,  &c.,  are  complete. 

"  I  shall  visit  her  again  and  again,  for  she  is  to  me 
the  wonder  of  wonders.  I  took  her  up,  caressed  and 
saluted  her,  and  it  was  most  laughable  to  see  her 
resent  the  latter  freedom,  wiping  her  cheek,  and  ex- 
pressing her  dislike  of  the  rough  chin.  But  her  great 
antipathy  is  to  doctors ;  these  have  offended  her  by  ex- 
amining her  too  minutely,  and  whenever  they  are 
mentioned,  she  doubles  her  filbert  of  a  fist,  and  mani- 
fests her  decided  displeasure.  Of  her  trinkets  she 
seems  very  proud,  taking  off  her  ring  to  show  it,  and 
pointing  to  her  ear-rings,  with  the  joyous  exclamation, 
*  very  pretty,1  for  she  has  already  learnt  a  little  Eng- 
lish. But  go  and  see  her,  or  you  never  can  conceive 
the  true  meaning  of  Milton's  phrase :  'Minim  of  na- 
ture.5" 


STORY  OF  SILENT  LOVE. 

An  eminent  clergyman  one  evening  became  the  sub- 
ject of  conversation,  and  a  wonder  was  expressed  that 
he  never  was  married.  "  That  wonder,"  said  Miss 
Porter,  "was  once  expressed  to  the  Reverend  gentle- 
man himself  in  my  hearing,  and  he  told  a  story  in  an- 
swer, which  I  will  tell  you,  and,  perhaps,  slight  as  it 
may  seem,  it  is  the  history  of  other  hearts  as  sensitive 
and  delicate  as  his  own,  Soon  after  his  ordination, 
he  preached  once  every  Sabbath  for  a  clergyman  in 
a  small  village  not  twenty  miles  from  London. 

Among  his  auditors,  from  Sunday  to  Sunday  he  ob- 
served a  young  lady,  who  always  occupied  a  certain 
seat,  and  whose  close  attention  began  insensibly  to 
grow  to  him  an  object  of  thought  and  pleasure.  She 
lefrche  church  as  soon  as  the  service  was  over,  and  it 
so  chanced  that  he  went  on  for  a  year  without  know- 
ing her  name ;  but  his  sermon  was  not  written  with- 
out many  a  thought  how  she  would  approve  it,  nor 
preached  with  satisfaction  unless  he  read  approbation 


in  her  faoe.  Gradually  he  came  to  think  of  her  at 
other  times,  than  when  writing  sermons,  and  to  wish 
to  see  her  on  other  dafs  than  Sundays ;  but  the  weeks 
slipped  on,  and  though  he  fancied  that  she  grew  paler 
and  thinner,  he  never  mustered  resolution  enough  to 
ask  her  name  or  seek  to  speak  with  her.  By  those  si- 
lent steps  however,  love  had  worked  into  his  heart, 
and  he  had  made  up  his  mind  to  seek  her  acquaintance 
and  marry  her,  if  possible,  when  one  day  he  was  sent 
for  to  minister  at  a  funeral. 

The  face  of  the  corpse  was  the  same  that  had  look- 
ed up  to  him  Sunday  after  Sunday,  till  he  learned  to 
make  it  a  part  of  his  religion  and  his  life.  He  was 
unable  to  perform  the  service,  and  another  clergy- 
man officiated;  and,  after  she  was  buried,  her  father 
took  him  aside  and  apologised  for  giving  him  pain — 
but  he  could  not  resist  the  impulse  to  tell  him  that  his 
daughter  had  mentioned  his  name  with  her  last  breath, 
and  he  was  afraid  a  concealed  affection  for  him  bad 
hurried  her  to  the  grave.  Since  that,  said  the  clergy- 
man in  question,  my  heart  has  been  dead  within  me, 
and  I  look  forward,  only,  to  the  time  when  I  shall 
speak  to  her  in  Heaven." 


I      AMY  LANE  —A  SONG. 

ET  LAWRENCE  L1BRII. 

Am— Lacy  Neal. 
Oh  murm'ring  river,  gently  flow, 

While  I  in  pensive  strain 
Shall  tell  thy  rippling  waves  about 

My  pretty  Amy  Lane. 
Her  dimpling  smile  so  sweet, 

The  sparkling  of  her  eye, 
Whose  beaming  bright  would  dim  the  light 
Of  every  star  on  high. 
Repeat— Chorus. 

Oh  pretty  Amy  Lane, 

Oh  charming  Amy  Lane, 
If  I  were  absent  from  her  heart 
The  smile  of  Heaven  were  vain ! 

O  Hudson,  how  thy  waters  bright 

Flow  gladsomely  along; 
The  music  of  thy  flowing  seems 

Like  tiny  notes  of  song. 

How  blest,  at  twilight  hour, 

Thy  pebbly  marge  I  gain, 

And  gayly  float  in  "bonny  boat" 

With  pretty  Amy  Lane. 

Oh  charming  Amy  Lane, 

Oh  lovely  Amy  Lane, 
If  her  sweet  presence  cheer' d  me  not, 
The  smile  of  Heaven  were  vain! 

What  melody  is  In  her  voice ! 

How  bright  her  glancing  eye! 
And  fervently  she  breathes  such  thoughts 

As  angels'  minstrelsy. 
Sure  she  for  man's  transgressions 

Could  never  plead  in  vain ; 
Heaven  sure  would  heed  in  hour  of  need 
The  prayer  of  Amy  Lane. 
Oh  pretty  Amy  Lane, 

Oh  charming  Amy  Lane, 
If  her  sweet  presence  cheer'd  me  notr 
The  smile  of  Heaven  were  vain ! 
For  the  Rover— New  York,  June,  1844. 
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God  might  have  made  the  earth  bring  forth 

Enough  for  great  and  small, 
The  oak-tree  and  the  cedar-tree, 

Without  a  flower  at  all. 

He  might  have  made  enough,  enough 

For  every  want  of  ours : 
For  luxury,  medicine,  and  toil, 

And  yet  have  made  no  flowers. 

Hie  ore  within  the  mountain-mine 

Requireth  none  to  grow, 
Nor  doth  it  need  the  lotus- flower 

To  make  the  river  flow. 

The  clouds  might  give  abundant  rain, 

The  nightly  dews  might  fall, 
And  the  herb  that  keepeth  life  in  man 

Might  yet  have  drunk  them  all. 

Then  wherefore,  wherefore  were  they  made, 

All  dyed  with  rainbow  light : 
All  fashioned  with  supremest  grace, 

Upspringing  day  and  night : 

Springing  in  valleys  green  and  low, 

And  on  the  mountain  high, 
And  in  the  silent  wilderness, 

Where  no  man  passes  by  1 

Our  outward  life  requires  them  not- 
Then  wherefore  had  they  birth? 

To  minister  delight  to  man, 
To  beautify  the  earth ; 

To  comfort  man— to  whisper  hope, 

Whene'er  his  faith  is  dim ; 
For  whoso  careth  for  the  flowers, 

Will  much  more  care  for  him  1 


WILLIAM  AND  MART  HOWITT. 

The  numerous  literary  labors  of  William  and  Mary 
Ho  wit  t,  are  so  inextricably  and  so  interestingly  mixed 
up  with  their  biographies,  that  they  can  only  be  appro- 
priately treated  under  one  head. 

William  Howitt  is  a  native  of  Derbyshire,  where  his 
family  have  been  considerable  landed  proprietors  for 
many  generations.  In  the  reign  of  Elizabeth  a  Thomas 
Howitt,  Esq.,  married  a  Miss  Middle  ton,  and  on  the 
division  of  the  estate,  of  which  she  was  co-beiress,  the 
manors  of  Wansley  and  Eastwood  fell  to  the  lot  of  Mrs. 
Howitt,  who  came  to  reside  with  her  husband  at  Wan- 
sley Hall  in  Nottinghamshire. 

The  Howitts— according  to  a  memoir  of  their  early 
days,  now  out  of  print,  and  of  which  we  shall  avail 
ourselves,  as  far  as  it  goes,  having  ascertained  its 
authenticity— the  Howitts  appear  to  have  been  of  the 
old  school  of  country  squires,  who  led  a  jolly,  careless 
life — hunting,  shooting,  feasting,  and  leaving  their  es- 
tate to  take  care  of  itself,  and  which,  of  course,  fell  into 
a  steady  consumption.  The  broad  lands  of  Wansley 
and  Eastwood  slipped  away  piece-meal ;  Wansley  Hall 
and  its  surrounding  demesne  followed ;  the  rectory  of 
Eastwood,  which  had  been  a  comfortable  berth  for  a 
younger  son,  was  the  last  portion  of  Miss  Middleton's 
dowry,  which  lingered  in  the  family,  and  that  was 
eventually  sold  to  the  Plumtre  family,  in  which  it  yet 
remains.    The  rectors  of  Eastwood  appear,  from  family 


documents,  to  have  very  faithfully  followed  out  such 
an  education  as  they  may  be  supposed  to  have  received 
from  the  parents.  They  were  more  devoted  to  the 
field  than  the  pulpit ;  and  the  exploits  of  the  last  rector 
of  the  name  of  Howitt  and  old  Squire  Rolleston,  of 
Watnall,  are  not  yet  forgotten. 

The  demesne  of  one  heiress  being  dissipated,  there 
was  not  wanting  another  with  which  to  repair  the 
waste  with  her  gold.  The  great-grandfather  of  our  au- 
thor married  the  daughter  and  sole  heiress  of  a  gentle- 
man of  Nottinghamshire,  with  whom  he  received  a 
large  sum  in  money.  This  was  soon  spent,  and  so 
much  was  the  lady's  father  exasperated  at  the  hopeless 
waste  of  his  son-in-law,  that  he  cut  off  his  own  daughter 
with  a  shilling,  and  left  the  estate  to  an  adopted  son. 
The  disinherited  man  did  not,  however,  learn  wisdom 
from  this  lesson,  unless  he  considered  it  wisdom  "  to 
daff  the  world  aside  and  let  it  pass ;"  he  adhered  stoutly 
to  the  hereditary  habits  and  maxims  of  his  ancestors ; 
and  a  wealthy  old  aunt  of  his,  residing  at  Derby,  get- 
ting a  suspicion  that  he  only  waited  her  death  to 
squander  her  hoard  too,  adopted  the  stratagem  of  send- 
ing a  messenger  to  Heanor  to  announce  to  him  the 
melancholy  intelligence  of  her  decease.  The  result 
justified  her  fears.  The  jolly  squire  liberally  rewarded 
the  messenger,  and  setting  the  village  bells  a-ringing, 
began  his  journey  toward  Derby  to  take  possession. 
To  his  great  consternation  and  chagrin,  however,  in- 
stead of  finding  the  lady  dead,  he  found  her  very  much 
alive  indeed,  and  ready  to  receive  him  with  a  most 
emphatic  announcement,  that  she  had  followed  the 
example  of  his  father-in-law,  and  had  struck  him  out 
of  her  will  altogether.  She  faithfully  kept  her  word. 
The  only  legacy  which  she  left  to  this  jovial  spend- 
thrift was  his  great  two-handled  breakfast  pot,  out  of 
which  he  consumed  every  morning  as  much  toast  and 
ale  as  would  have  "  filled"  a  baron  of  the  fourteenth 
century. 

This  old  gentleman  seems  to  have  been  not  only  of 
a  most  reckless,  but  also  of  an  unresentful  disposition. 
He  appears  to  have  continued  a  familiar  intercourse 
with  the  gentleman  who  superseded  him  In  the  estate, 
who  likewise  maintained  toward  him  a  conduct  that 
was  very  honorable.  The  disinherited  squire  was 
one  of  the  true  Squire  Western-school,  and  spent  the 
remainder  of  his  life  in  a  manner  particularly  charac- 
teristic of  the  times.  He  and  another  dilapidated  old 
gentleman  of  the  name  of  Johnson,  used  to  proceed 
from  house  to  house  among  their  friends,  till  probably 
they  had  scarcely  a  home  of  their  own,  carousing  and 
drinking  "jolly  good  ale  and  old."  They  sojourned  a 
long  time  at  one  of  these  places,  regularly  going  out 
with  the  greyhounds  in  the  morning,  or  if  it  were  sumr 
mer,  a- fishing,  and  carousing  in  the  evenings,  till  one 
day  the  butler  gave  them  a  hint,  by  announcing  that 
"  the  barrel  was  out."  On  this  they  proceeded  to  Lord 
Middleton's,  at  Wollcrton,  and  after  a  similar  career 
and  a  similar  carousing,  to  the  house  of  a  gentleman 
in  Lincolnshire.  The  building  of  Wollerton  Hall,  it  is 
said,  had  considerably  impoverished  the  Middleton 
family;  but  Lord  Middleton  was  unmarried;  and  as 
the  Lincolnshire  gentleman  had  an  only  daughter  and 
a  splendid  fortune,  family  tradition  says,  that  by  ex- 
tolling the  parties  to  each  other  a  match  was  brought 
about  by  these  old  gentlemen,  much  to  the  satisfaction 
of  both  sides ;  and  they  were  made  free  of  the  cellar 
and  the  greyhounds  for  the  remainder  of  their  lives. 

The  son  of  this  spendthrift,  instead  of  being  posses- 
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sor  of  an  estate,  became  a  manager  of  a  part  of  it  for 
the  fortunate  proprietor.  There  was,  however,  a  friendly 
feeling  always  kept  up  between  the  new  proprietors 
and  the  Howitts,  and  by  this  means  the  father  of  our 
author— who  was  a  man  of  a  different  stamp  from  his 
progenitors— was  enabled,  in  some  degree,  to  restore 
the  fortunes  of  the  family,  and  to  establish  a  handsome 
property.  Miss  Tan  turn,  whom  he  married,  was  a 
member  of  the  Society  of  Friends,  as  her  ancestors 
had  been  from  the  commencement  of  the  Society ;  and 
Mr.  Thomas  Howitt,  previous  to  his  marriage,  as  was 
required  by  the  rules  of  the  Friends,  entered  the  Soci- 
ety, and  has  always  continued  in  it. 

William  Howitt,  the  subject  of  the  present  biograph- 
ical sketch,  is  one  of  six  brothers.  He  was  educated 
at  different  schools  of  the  Friends;  but,  as  we  have 
frequently  heard  him  declare,  was  much  more  indebted 
to  a  steady  practice  of  self-instruction  than  to  any 
school  or  teacher  whatever.  He  early  etiowed  a  pre- 
dilection for  poetry,  and  in  a  periodical  of  that  day, 
called  "  Literary  Recreations,"  a  copy  of  some  verses 
"  On  Spring"  may  be  found,  stated  to  be  by  "  William 
Howitt,  a  boy  13  years  of  age."  During  the  time  that 
he  was  not  at  school,  he  was  accustomed,  with  his 
oldest  brother,  to  stroll  all  over  the  country,  shooting, 
coursing,  and  fishing,  with  an  indefatigable  zeal  which 
would  have  delighted  any  of  the  Nimrods  from  whom 
he  was  descended.  As  a  boy  he  had  been  an  eager 
birds'-nester,  and  these  after  pursuits,  together  with  a 
strong  poetical  temperament,  and  a  keen  perception 
of  the  beauties  of  nature,  made  him  familiar  with  all 
the  haunts,  recesses,  productions,  and  creatures  of  the 
country.  In  this  manner  the  greatest  portion  of  his 
early  life  was  spent.  After  he  arrived  at  manhood, 
however,  those  country  pleasures  were  blended  with 
an  active  study  of  Chemistry,  Botany,  Natural  and 
Moral  Philosophy,  and  of  the  works  of  the  best  writers 
of  Italy,  France,  and  his  own  country.  He  also  turned 
the  attention  of  his  youngest  brother,  now  Dr.  Howitt, 
to  the  study  of  British  Botany,  and  the  Doctor  has 
since  prosecuted  it  with  more  constancy  and  success 
than  himself.  General  literature,  and  poetry,  soon  drew 
his  attention  more  forcibly,  and  his  marriage,  in  his 
twenty  eighth  year,  no  doubt  naturally  contributed  to 
strengthen  this  tendency.  The  lady  of  his  choice  was 
Miss  Mary  Botham,  of  Uttoxeter,  in  Staffordshire,  also 
a  member  of  the  Society  of  Friends,  and  now  familiar 
to  the  public  as  the  delightful  authoress,  Mary  How- 
itt. 

Mary  Howitt  is,  by  her  mother's  side,  directly  de- 
scended from  Mr.  William  Wood,  the  Irish  patentee, 
about  whose  halfpence,  minted  under  a  contract  from 
the  government  of  George  II.,  Dean  Swift  raised  such 
a  disturbance  with  his  "  D rapier's  Letters,"  successfully 
preventing  the  issue  of  the  coinage,  and  saddling  Mr. 
Wood  with  a  loss  of  60,000/.  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  the 
minister,  resisting  all  recompense  for  his  loss,  although 
Sir  Isaac  Newton,  who  was  appointed  to  assay  the 
coinage,  pronounced  it  bettor  than  the  contract  requir- 
ed, and  Mr.  Wood,  of  course,  justly  entitled  to  remu- 
neration.* His  son  Mr.  Charles  Wood,  the  grandfather 
of  Mrs.  Howitt,  and  who  became  assay- master  in 
Jamaica,  was  the  first  who  introduced  platinum  into 
Europe. 

Mr.  Howitt  on  his  marriage  went  to  reside  in  Staf- 
fordshire, and  continued  there  about  a  year.    Mrs. 
Howitt  and  himself  being  of  the  most  congenial  taste 
*  Sea  Boding 'a  <<  Aanalt  of  Coinage." 


and  disposition,  determined  to  publish  jointly  a  YoJume 
of  poetry.  This  appeared  under  the  title  of  "The 
Forest  Minstrel,"  in  1823.  It  was  highly  applauded 
by  the  press,  and  is  sufficiently  characteristic  of  both 
its  writers— the  irresistible  tendency  of  one  to  describe 
natural  scenery,  and  the  legendary  propensities  of  the 
other. 

Soon  after  their  marriage  they  undertook  a  walk  into 
Scotland,  having  long  admired  warmly  the  ballad  poe- 
try and  traditions  of  that  country.  In  this  ramble, 
after  landing  at  Dumbarton,  they  went  on  over  moun- 
tain and  moorland  wherever  they  proposed  to  go,  for 
one  thousand  miles,  walking  more  than  five  hundred 
of  it,  Mrs.  Howitt  performing  the  journey  without 
fatigue.  They  crossed  Ben  Lomond  without  a  guide, 
and  after  enjoying  the  moat  magnificent  spectacle  of 
the  clouds  alternately  surrounding  and  breaking  away 
from  the  chaos  of  mountains  around  them,  were  enve- 
loped by  a  dense  cloud,  and  only  able  to  effect  their 
descent  with  great  difficulty,  and  with  considerable 
hazard.  They  visited  Loch  Katrine,  Stirling,  Edin- 
burgh, and  all  the  beautiful  scenery  for  many  miles 
around  it,  traversed  Fifeshire,  and  then,  taking  Abbots- 
ford  in  their  route,  walked  through  the  more  Southern 
parts,  visiting  many  places  interesting  for  their  histori- 
cal or  poetical  associations,  on  to  Gretna  Green,  where 
all  the  villagers  turned  out  brimfull  of  mirth,  supposing 
they  were  come  there  to  be  married,  especially  as  they 
entered  the  public  house  where  such  matches  are  com- 
pleted, and  engaged  the  landlord  to  put  them  in  the 
way  to  Carlisle.  They  returned  by  way  of  the  English 
lakes,  having  as  they  have  been  frequently  heard  to 
declare,  enjoyed  the  most  delightful  journey  imagin- 
able. 

Soon  after  their  return,  they  settled  in  Nottingham; 
Mr.  Howitt,  though  actively  engaged  in  business,  still 
devoting  his  leisure  to  literary  pursuits.  Here  they 
soon  published  another  joint  volume  of  poems,  called 
"  The  Desolation  of  Eyam,"  which  was  received  with 
equal  favor  by  the  public.  The  attention  which  these 
two  volumes  excited,  brought  many  applications  from 
the  editors  of  Annuals  and  Magazines;  and  both  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Howitt  for  some  years  contributed  a  great 
variety  of  articles  to  these  publications. 

Mr.  Howitt  possesses  such  versatility  that  there  are 
few  quarters  of  literature  in  which  his  contributions 
would  not  equal  the  best.  His  papers  in  the  "  Heads 
of  the  People"  were  excellent.  Mrs.  Howitt's  ballads 
have  the  true  ballad  spirit,  and  some  of  them  are  of 
exceeding  sweetness.  Her  simplicity  is  without  fee- 
bleness, and  her  occasional  openings  into  power  are 
striking  and  noble. 

The  circumstance  of  their  names  having  become  at- 
tached to  so  many  separate  articles,  now  led  to  a  sepa- 
rate publication  of  volumes.  Mrs.  Howitt  had  since 
published  "The  Seven  Temptations,"  a  dramatic  work; 
"  Wood  Leighton,"  a  prose  fiction,  and  several  volumes 
for  the  young,  all  of  which  have  acquired  deserved 
popularity. 

Within  the  last  half  century,  a  somewhat  new  class 
of  writing  has  been  introduced  into  this  country  with 
great  success,  and  most  fortunately  for  the  public  taste, 
as  its  influence  is  most  healthy  and  sweet,  most  re- 
freshing and  8oo thing,  most  joyous,  yet  most  innocent 
It  is  that  of  the  unaffected  prose  pastoral.  After  Sir 
Philip  Sidney's  "  Arcadia,"  there  was  no  work  which 
had  so  much  of  this  spirit  of  the  green  fields  and  woods, 
as  Walton's  "  Complete  Angler."    A  long  period  then 
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Intervened,  and  the  tame  feeling  can  hardly  be  said  to 
have  shown  itself,  excepting  in  some  of  the  works  of 
Mrs.  Barbauld,  until  the  time  of  Burns,  and  Words- 
worth, and  Keats,  in  poetry,  and  Miss  Mi t ford  and 
Leigh  Hunt,  in  prose.  The  numerous  essays  and  de 
Ugh  if u  I  papers  of  Leigh  Hunt,  and  one  little  work  in 
particular,  entitled  "  The  Months,"  together  wilh  the 
pastoral  sketches  of  "  Our  Village,"  "  Belford  Regis," 
and  "  Country  Stories,"  are  known  to  all.  These 
works  of  Miss  Mitford,  if  read  by  snatches,  come  over 
the  mind  as  the  summer  air  and  the  sweet  hum  of  rural 
sounds  woujd  float  upon  the  senses  through  an  open 
window  in  the  country;  leaving  with  you  for  a. whole 
day,  a  tradition  of  fragrance  and  dew.  It  is  hardly 
necessary  to  add,  that  her  prose  pastorals  are  all  redo- 
lent of  a  cordial  and  cheerful  spirit.  They  are  the  poe- 
try of  matter-of-fact  nature,  fresh  and  at  first-hand. 
Who  would  not  fain  leave  their  other  matters-of-fact, 
to  go  with  these  writers  to  gather  lilies  of  the  valley 
from  the  deep  green  woods  ?  Sooth  to  say,  if  the  sea- 
sons in  England  were  always  as  they  paint  them,  we 
should  all  choose  to  live  out  of  doors,  and  nobody  would 
catch  cold. 

Miss  Mitford  is  undoubtedly  at  the  head  of  this  de- 
lightful, and  at  present  "  small  family"  of  prose  pasto- 
ral writers.  William  and  Mary  Howitt  naturally  be- 
long to  it ;  and  if  another  were  to  be  named  of  the  pre- 
sent time,  it  would  be  Thomas  Miller.  But  no  one 
has  done  so  much,  systematically,  and  extensively  to 
make  us  familiar  with  the  rural  population,  both  of 
oar  own  country  and  of  Germany,  as  Mr.  Howitt 

In  1832,  Mr.  Howitt  produced  the  "  Book  of  the 
Seasons/'  a  volume  the  publication  of  which  was  at- 
tended by  a  circumstance  curious  in  itself,  and  which 
should  teach  young  authors  not  to  be  discouraged  by  the 
opinions  of  publishers.  The  "Book  of  the  Seasons," 
was  offered  to  four  of  the  principal  publishing  houses 
and  rejected  by  them  ;  till  the  author,  in  disgust,  told 
the  gentleman  in  whose  hands  it  was  left,  to  tie  a  stone 
to  the  MS.,  and  fling  it  over  London  Bridge.  At 
length  Colburn  and  Bentley  took  it :  the  press  with 
one  simultaneous  cheer  of  approbation  saluted  its  ap- 
pearance ;  it  has  since  gone  through  seven  large  edi- 
tions. 

In  1834,  Mr.  Howitt  published  a  work  of  a  very  dif- 
ferent description,  the  "  History  of  Priestcraft,"  which 
ran  through  six  or  seven  large  editions,  some  of  them 
of  3000  copies  each.  The  work,  of  course,  excited  as 
much  reprehension  from  one  party  as  applause  from 
another ;  but  the  readers  of  the  "  Book  of  the  Seasons," 
which  is  full  of  kindly  and  gentle  feelings,  could  not 
comprehend  how  the  same  spirit  could  produce  both 
these  works.  The  union  is,  nevertheless,  perfectly 
compatible. 

It  should  be  recollected  that  Mr.  Howitt  was  born 
and  educated  a  Quaker,  and  he  had  imbued  himself 
with  the  writings  and  spirit  of  the  first  Quakers,  who 
were  a  sturdy  race,  and  suffered  much  persecution 
from  the  Established  Church. 

In  1935,  our  author  published  "  Pan tika,  or  Tradi- 
tions of  the  most  Ancient  Times,"  a  work  of  imagina- 
tion, certainly  the  most  ambitious,  and  not  the  least 
successful,  though  not  the  least  popular  of  all  Mr. 
Howitt' 8  admirable  productions.  But  its  design,  its 
materials  and  execution  are  altogether  bo  different 
from  every  other  work  of  the  Howitts,  that  its  claims 
will  be  more  appropriately  considered  under  the  head  j 


of  "Mrs.  Shelley  and  the  imaginative  romance  wri- 
ters." 

The  publication  of  the  "  History  of  Priestcraft," 
may  be  said  to  have  driven  our  author  from  Notting- 
ham. Till  then  he  lived  in  great  privacy;  but  this 
volume  discovered  to  his  townsmen  that  he  possessed 
political  opinions.  He  appeared  then  as  the  advocate 
of  popular  rights,  and  in  that  town  there  is  a  consider- 
able portion  of  the  population  which  has  always  been 
greatly  in  want  of  zealous  and  able  leaders.  These 
seized  on  Mr.  Howitt  as  a  champion  unexpectedly 
found.  He  was  in  a  manner  forced  at  once,  and  con- 
trary to  his  habits  and  inclination,  into  public  life.  He 
was  made  an  alderman  of  the  borough,  and  looked  to 
as  the  advocate  of  all  popular  measures.  It  was  found 
that,  although  unused  to  public  speaking,  he  possessed 
a  vehement  eloquence  which  excited  his  hearers  to  en- 
thusiasm, and  carried  them  according  to  his  will.  A 
speech  of  his  in  the  Town  Hall,  on  some  Irish  ques- 
tion, in  which  he  introduced  some  remarks  on  O'Con- 
nell,  so  agitated  his  hearers,  that  they  simultaneously 
announced  their  determination  to  invite  O'Connell  to 
a  public  dinner,  which  they  forthwith  did.  It  was 
hoped  by  the  people  of  Nottingham  that  they  had  found 
a  man  amply  capable  and  willing  to  advocate  their  in- 
terests ;  but  this  was  not  the  life  which  Mr.  Howitt 
had  marked  out  for  himself.  No  sphere  could  have 
afforded  a  greater  opportunity  of  doing  good  to  his  fel- 
low-men than  the  one  he  now  occupied,  but  to  do  that 
it  required  an  independent  fortune.  Mr.  Howitt' s  was 
limited ;  and  finding  his  time  and  energies  wholly  ab- 
sorbed by  extraneous  circumstances,  he  deemed  it  his 
duty  to  his  children  to  withdraw  to  a  more  secluded 
place  of  residence.  He  therefore  removed  to  Esher, 
in  Surrey,  a  place  which  gave  him  the  fullest  retire- 
ment, in  a  beautiful  country,  while  it  afforded  a  ready 
communication  with  the  metropolis.  There  he  resided 
some  years. 

Before  leaving  Nottingham,  his  fellow-townsmen,  In 
a  very  numerous  public  meeting,  voted'  him  a  silver 
inkstand,  as  an  appropriate  testimony  of  their  esteem ; 
and,  before  settling  at  Esher,  he  and  Mrs.  Howitt  made 
another  excursion  into  the  north  of  England,  Scot- 
land, and  the  Western  Isles,  traversing  the  most  inte- 
resting portion  of  their  journey  again  on  foot.  They 
spent  a  short  time  with  Mr.  Wordsworth  and  his  fami- 
ly at  Rydal,  and  in  Edinburgh  made  the  personal  ac- 
quaintance of  most  of  the  literary  and  eminent  char- 
acters there.  Mr.  Howitt  also  attended  the  dinner 
given  by  the  city  of  Edinburgh  to  the  poet  Campbell, 
and  being  requested  to  give  as  a  toast  "  the  English 
poets,  Wordsworth,  Southey,  and  Moore,"  he  took  the 
opportunity  of  pressing  on  the  attention  of  that  bril- 
liant company,  that  if  toasting  poets  did  them  honor, 
the  true  way  to  serve  them  was  to  secure  them  their 
"copy-right." 

During  Mr.  Howitt* s  residence  at  Esher,  ho  publish- 
ed the  "  Rural  Life  of  England,"  having  previously 
traversed  the  country  literally  from  the  Land's  End  to 
the  Scottish  borders,  to  make  himself  intimately  ac- 
quainted with  the  manners  and  mode  of  life  of  the  ru- 
ral population.  The  work  was  eminently  popular; 
and  while  it  is  full  of  the  kindly  and  cheerful  spirit  of 
the  "  Book  of  the  Seasons,"  has  yet  higher  claims  to 
public  favor  even  than  that  most  pleaeant  work,  from 
the  more  exalted  nature  of  its  subject,  and  the  enlight- 
ened and  philosophical  views  which  it  takes  of  society 
generally. 
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In  1338,  Mr.  Howitt  published  a  work  entitled  "Col- 
onization and  Christianity,"  a  popular  history  of  the 
treatment  of  the  natives  by  the  Europeans  in  all  their 
colonies  ;  a  work  which  proves  that  the  writer's  phi- 
lanthropic sympathy  is  not  confined  to  any  race  or  na- 
tion, and  unfolds  a  dark  chapter  In  the  history  of  hu- 
man nature,  and  which  could  hardly  fail  to  produce 
the  most  extensive  and  beneficial  effects.  In  fact,  the 
reading  of  this  volume  led  Mr.  Joseph  Pease,  Jun., 
immediately  to  establish  "The  British  India  Society," 
in  which  the  zealous  exertions  of  Mr.  Pease  have 
mainly  contributed  to  the  adoption  of  a  new  policy  by 
the  East  India  Company,  pregnant  with  the  most  im- 
portant benefits  to  this  country:  to  the  liberation  of 
ail  their  slaves,  no  less  than  ten  miMion  in  number,  and 
to  the  cultivation  of  cotton,  sugar,  and  other  tropical 
articles  for  our  market,  by  which  if  continued,  not  on- 
ly will  the  poor  population  of  India  be  employed,  but 
the  manufacturing  millions  of  our  own  country,  too, 
by  the  constant  demand  for  our  manufactured  goods ; 
of  which  every  year  already  brings  the  most  striking 
and  cheering  evidences. 

Soon  after  this,  Mr.  Howitt  published  a  little  book, 
whith  has  gladdened  many  a  fireside,  called  "The 
Boys'  Country  Book,"  a  genuine  life  of  a  country  boy 
—being  evidently  his  own  life.  The  Boys'  Country 
Book  was  followed  by  "  Visits  to  Remarkable  Places, 
Old  Halls,  Battle  Fields,  and  Scenes  illustrative  of 
striking  Passages  in  English  History  and  Poetry." 
This  book  was  received  with  enthusiasm ;  and  though 
an  expensive  work,  had  a  large  sale,  and  was  followed 
by  a  second  volume.  These  works  soon  found  a  host 
of  imitators,  and  have  had  the  beneficial  effect  of  re- 
minding the  public  of  the  valuable  stores  of  historic 
and  poetic  interest  scattered  over  the  whole  face  of  our 
noble  country.  Mrs.  Howitt's  attention  had  for  years 
been  turned  to  works  for  the  young.  They  were  writ- 
ten for  the  amusement  and  benefit  of  her  own  chil- 
dren, and  being  tested  by  the  actual  approbation  of 
this1  little  domestic  auditory,  were  afterward  published 
and  received  with  equal  applause  by  the  young  when- 
ever the  English  language  extends.  Up  to  this  period 
she  had  issued ;  The  Sketches  of  Natural  History. 
Tales  in  Verse ;  and  Tales  in  Prose.  Birds  and  Flow- 
ers. Hymns  and  Fireside  Verses,  f  We  must  not  al- 
low ourselves  to  be  so  overcome  by  a  sense  of  the 
abundance  of  the  Howitts,  as  to  omit  our  tribute  to 
the  beauty  of  Mary  Howitt's  poetical  productions, 
which  are  not,  we  think,  sufficiently  estimated  in  this 
article.— Ed.  New  Spirit  of  the  Age.] 

The  popularity  of  these  works  induced  a  publisher 
(Mr.  Tegg)  to  propose  to  Mrs.  Howitt  to  write  for  him 
a  series  of  "Tales  for  the  People  and  their  Children ;" 
of  which  ten  volumes  have  already  appeared,  namely; 
1.  Strive  and  Thrive.  2.  Hope  on,  Hope  ever.  3. 
Sowing  and  Reaping*  4.  Who  shall  be  Greatest  1  5. 
Which  is  the  Wiser.  6.  Little  Coin  much  Care.  7. 
Work  and  Wages.  8.  Alice  Franklin.  9.  Love  and 
Money.  These  volumes  have  never  been  introduced 
to  the  public  by  reviews,  and  it  seems  to  be  a  system 
of  Mr.  Tegg's  never  to  send  copies  to  reviews;  never- 
theless they  have  had  a  vast  circulation,  and  are  scat- 
tered all  over  America  in  sixpenny  reprints.  They  are 
in  themselves  a  little  juvenile  library  of  the  most  in- 
teresting narratives,  full  of  goodness  of  heart  and  sin- 
cere moral  principles.  Translations  of  "  Birds  and 
Flowers"  are  in  progress  both  in  German  and  Polish, 
and  all  the  works  of  William  and  Mary  Howitt  are 


immediately  reprinted  and  extensively  circulated  ji 
America. 

Having  resided  about  three  years  at  Esher,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Howitt  quitted  England  for  a  sojourn  in  Ger- 
many. They  had  for  some  time  had  their  attention 
drawn  to  German  literature ;  and  the  alleged  advanta- 
ges attending  education  in  Germany,  made  them  re- 
solve to  judge  for  themselves.  Attracted  by  the  beau- 
ty of  the  scenery,  they  took  up  their  head  quarters  at 
Heidelberg,  where  their  children  could  steadily  pursue 
their  education.  Thence,  at  different  times,  they  visit- 
ed nearly  every  part  and  every  large  city  of  Germany, 
assiduously  exerting  themselves  by  social  intercourse 
with  the  people,  as  well  as  by  study,  to  make  them- 
selves perfectly  familiar  with  the  manners,  spirit,  and 
literature  of  that  great  and  varied  nation.  During  up- 
ward of  three  years  thus  spent,  with  the  exception  of 
Mrs.  Howitt's  continuing  the  series  of  "Tales  for  the 
People,"  and  editing  "Fisher's  Drawing-Room  Scrap- 
Book,"  which  was  put  into  her  hands  on  the  decease 
of  L.  E.  L.,  English  literature  was  now  abandoned  for 
the  continuous  study  of  the  German.  The  result  on 
Mr.  Howitt's  part  was  the  translation  of  a  work  writ- 
ten expressly  for  him,  "  The  Student-Life  of  Germa- 
ny," containing  the  most  famous  songs  and  music  of 
the  German  students.  This  volume  which  was  vehe- 
mently attacked  by  some  of  our  own  newspapers,  ne- 
vertheless received  from  the  principal  journals  of  Ger- 
many, the  highest  testimonies  of  accuracy  and  mas- 
tership of  translation,  and  led  to  numerous  applica- 
tions on  the  part  of  the  German  publishers  for  trans- 
lations of  works  Into  English,  as  books  for  the  use  of 
students  of  English,  one  only  of  which,  however,  Mr. 
Howitt  found  time  to  undertake,  the  fanciful  story  of 
Peter  Schlemlll,  since  published  by  Schrag  of  Nurn- 
berg.  After  three  years'  abode  and  observation,  Mr. 
Howitt  published  his  "Social  and  Rural  Life  of  Ger- 
many," which  was  at  once  well  received  here,  and  re- 
printed in  Germany  with  the  assertion  of  the  "  Allge- 
meine  Zeitung,"  the  first  critical  journal  of  Germany, 
of  its  being  the  most  accurate  account  of  that  country 
ever  written  by  a  foreigner. 

Perhaps,  however,  as  concerns  the  English  public 
the  most  important  consequence  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Howitt's  sojourn  in  Germany  is  that  they  had  their  at- 
tention there  turned  to  the  languages  and  literature  of 
the  North  of  Europe.  They  had  the  pleasure  of  be- 
coming intimately  acquainted  with  an  excellent  and 
highly  accomplished  English  family  who  had  spent 
many  years  in  Sweden,  and  were  enthusiastic  lovers 
of  its  literature.  With  them  they  immediately  com- 
menced the  study  of  Swedish,  and  were  so  much 
charmed  with  Its  affinity,  both  in  form  and  spirit  to  the 
English,  that  they  pursued  it  with  great  avidity.  The 
first  results  have  been  the  introduction  of  the  prose 
tales  of  Frederlka  Bremer,  by  Mrs.  Howitt,  to  our 
knowledge ;  a  new  era  to  our  reading  world.  These 
charming  works,  so  distinguished  by  their  natural  do- 
mestic interest,  their  faithful  delineations,  their  true 
spirit  of  kindliness,  poetical  feeling,  good  sense,  and 
domestic  harmony  and  affection,  have  produced  a  sen- 
sation unequalled  as  a  series  since  the  issue  of  the  Wa- 
verly  novels,  and  in  cheap  reprints  have  been  circula- 
ted through  every  class  and  corner  of  America.  The 
rapidity  with  which,  from  vaiious  circumstances,  it 
has  been  requisite  to  produce  these  translations,  has, 
we  understand,  made  It  necessary,  though  appearing 
as  a  lady's  work  entirely  in  Mrs.  Howitt's  name,  that 
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VoyVMr.  and  Mrs.  Howit*  should  latterly  unite  all 
their  activity  in  translating,  correcting,  and  passing 
them  through  the  press. 

The  Howitts  are  enthusiastic  lovers  of  their  literary 
pursuits,  and  anxious  to  educate  their  children  in  the 
*»est  possible  manner,  and  therefore  live  a  retired  and 
domestic  life.  Though  belonging  to  the  Society  of 
Friends,  and  attached  to  its  great  principles  of  civil, 
moral,  and  religious  liberty,  they  have  long  ago  aban- 
doned its  peculiarities;  and  in  manners,  dress,  and 
language,  belong  only  to  the  world.  For  the  honor  of 
literature,  we  may  safely  say  that  among  the  many 
consolatory  proofs  in  modern  times  of  how  much  lite- 
rature  may  contribute  to  the  happiness  of  life,  the  case 
of  the  Howitts  is  one  of  the  most  striking.  The  love 
of  literature  was  the  origin  of  their  acquaintance,  its 
pursuit  has  been  the  hand-in-hand  bond  of  the  most 
perfect  happiness  of  a  long  married  life;  and  we  may 
further  add,  for  the  honor  of  womanhood,  that  while 
our  authoress  sends  forth  her  delightful  works  in  un- 
broken succession,  to  the  four  quarters  of  the  globe, 
William  Howitt  has  been  heard  to  declare  that  he  will 
challenge  any  woman,  be  she  who  she  may,  who  never 
wrote  a  line,  to  match  his  good  woman  in  the  able 
management  of  a  large  household,  at  the  same  time 
that  she  fills  her  own  little  world  of  home  with  the 
brightness  of  her  own  heart  and  spirit. 


ENTHUSIASM. 
The  dream,  and  but  the  dream,  is  mine ! 

The  forms  that  peopled  it  are  dead ; 
And  flowers  that  blossom'd  by  a  shrine 

Have  with  the  bitter  waking  fled. 

Ah,  in  that  day-dream  of  the  soul, 
How  on  my  mystic  sleep  they  fell, 

Those  smiles  that  mock'd  the  heart's  control, 
And  bound  me  with  a  mighty  spell! 

And  lips  and  cheeks  of  fairer  hue 
Than  beams  upon  the  rose  at  morn, 

And  witching  eyes  of  deeper  blue 
Than  summer  violets  have  worn. 

But  as  the  sun  hath  westward  pass'd, 
The  spirits  of  my  dream  are  gone — 

They  were  too  beautiful  to  last, 
Or  aught— but  perish  one  by  one ! 

Yet,  like  a  shadow  in  the  heart 
Reflected  from  some  angel's  wings, 

The  dream  remains,  and  will  not  part 
To  mingle  with  those  perish'd  things ! 

But  lingering  like  the  sunset  ray 
O'er  valleys  where  it  shone  the  while, 

It  half  reflects  the  faded  day, 
And  cheats  me  with  its  twilight  smile. 
¥\yr  tht  Rovtr—New  York,  June,  1844.        eichard. 
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My  Dkar  Editor— With  so  many  able  pens  unwield- 
ed,  it  strikes  me  forcibly,  that  the  word  stationary,  for 
those  utensils  which  "  weave  the  cobwebs  of  the  brain," 
is  a  word  of  rare  cognomenic  excellence — a  very  happy 
phrase  indeed !  especially  now  that  the  church- without- 
a-steeple  controversy  has  subsided.  Stop!  there's  a 
letter  from  Bishop  Hughes,  by-the-bye,  that  ought  not 


to  come  under  the  above  category— it  is  too  crisp  ever 
to  have  been  written  on  anything  but  parchment.  Then 
there's  another  from  Mr.  Van  Buren,  gratefully  thank- 
ing his  over-board  throwing  brethren ;  and  so  on  to  the 
end  of  the  last  letter  of  the  alphabet,  all  of  which  we 
have  waded  through,  and  came  out  at  the  end  with  our 
shirt  collar  dry.  Notwithstanding  all  these,  my  dear 
sir,  the  list  of  quill-driving  magicians  is  anything  but 
full;  pens  there  are,  whose  lease  of  servitude  is  by  no 
means  expired,  neither  has  the  public's  mortgage  on 
their  intellect  been  foreclosed  or  settled,  and  1  trust 
that  some  old  gray  goose's  wing  will  yet  grow  a  fea- 
ther that  shall  warm  in  the  fingers  of  some  votary  of 
the  muse  to  sing  a  sweet  madrigal  as  ever  charmed 
the  ear  of  an  Apollo  or  a  Pan.  God  gave  the  gift  of 
song  to  the  immortals  that  it  might  flow  back  to  him 
—and  how  have  they  sinned  who  have  forgotten  his 
purpose  I 

Two  weeks  have  elapsed  and  our  budget  of  items 
seems,  in  our  view,  to  catch  a  purer  ray  of  enchant- 
ment by  their  limited  distance ;  though,  perhaps,  far- 
ther off  to  our  readers  than  the  most  remote  events  ever 
buried  in  the  depths  of  forge tfulness.  We  have  had  ad 
interim  " Fashion"  philosophically  considered  by  one 
of  the  choicest  "lions"  in  her  menagerie— and  "Fa- 
shion" neck-and-neck-ily  considered  by  the  judges  of 
Union  Course.  Which  drew  the  largest  audience,  we 
are  unable  to  say— the  money  lost  at  each  was  undoubt- 
edly considerable. 

Prefacing  the  above  came  the  Democratic  procession. 
They  marched  up  Broadway,  their  broad  banners  bel- 
lying in  the  wind,  and  forcing  their  bearers  into  any 
conceivable  divergence  of  pace.  The  figure  of  Mr. 
Van  Buren  on  one,  flourishing  his  legs  in  the  air,  as  if 
vainly  endeavoring  to  kick  his  boots  off  into  the  win- 
dows of  the  American  Museum.  Boys,  pigs  and  gen- 
tlemen in  black  were  there  in  all  their  glory,  and  the 
drum  heads  were  beaten  with  a  vigor  amounting  to 
desperation.  One  Congo  whose  lips  "  stuck  out "  like 
the  fifer's  eye  in  the  band,  declared,  in  the  highest 
state  of  excitement,  that  it  "beat  the  omnibusses." 
Following  in  the  rear  came  an  old  patriarchal  porker, 
as  in  expectation  of  an  office ;  he  forsook  his  post  at 
last,  however,  apparently  convinced  of  his  poor  pros- 
pects ;  and  will  probably  be  seen  in  the  rear  of  the  next 
Clay  turn-out,  to  aid  in  the  people's  risin\  and  give  a 
lusty  squeal  in  favor  of  Clay  and  Frelingheysen. 

I  have  been  watching  a  man  who  stands  gazing  up 
at  the  fountain,  as  if  he  read  the  dread  emblems  of 
time,  death  and  eternity,  in  its  rising  column.  The 
shadows  deepen  into  twilight  and  twilight  into  night, 
and  still  he  gazes  upward.  The  place  is  so  deserted 
now,  and  lone,  that  he  seems  like  a  human  soul  when 
life  has  gone— but  a  rod  distant  the  tide  of  being  rolls 
along  with  its  hoarsest  murmur  and  he  is  solitary  as 
the  grave.  Evening  comes  with  its  quiet  and  its  sha- 
dows, and  this  is  the  closing  chapter  to  the  morning's 
opening  page.  The  dark  mass  floats  along  to  throng 
the  crowded  pathway  of  life,  whose  little  span  is  as  ob- 
jectless and  unreal,  if  rightly  understood,  as  the  phan- 
toms they  pursue.  They  cling  to  existence  with  all 
the  misery  it  brings,  (for  grief  must  come  to  all,)  as  if 
its  illusive  visions  of  wealth  and  fame  would  never  all 
decay;  yet,  day  by  day,  the  shadow  becomes  more 
dim  and  distant,  but  never  fades  till  earth  embraces 
each  in  her  quiet  fold.  To  those  death  leaves  behind 
the  sad  truth  comes,  and  all  the  promises  life  made  in 
youth,  if  unkept  here,  are  atoned  for  and  redeemed  in 
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Heaven.  The  time  allotted  for  each  lessons  may  be 
short,  bat  their  troth,  if  learned,  is  beyond  the  grasp  of 
time ;  and  hallows  every  moment,  froni  the  cradle  to 
the  grave.  They  struggle  and  attain  a  temporary  pre- 
cedence in  the  race  of  being,  and  the  wisest  and  best 
are  forgotten  for  a  time,  but  their  influence  is  para 
mount,  though  it  runs  in  an  untroubled  current;  it  is 
one  of  happiness,  and  forever  flows  in  peaceful  waves 
to  Qod!    Yours,  h.  h.  c. 

LIGHTS  AND  SHADOWS. 
"Wheie'm  there's  music  there  is  light," 
Was  whispered  in  my  ear  one  night, 
While  dreaming  of  a  happier  sphere 
Than  this  cold,  heartless  world  of  care ; 
A  heavenly  form  approached  my  bed, 
And  in  her  sweetest  accents  said, 
"  Where'er  there's  music  there  is  light, 
The  path  to  righteousness  is  bright !" 

It  seemed  to  float  around  my  room, 
Filling  the  air  with  sweet  perfume ;' 
Three  times  I  saw  the  beauteous  thing, 
And  three  times  heard  It  sweetly  sing, 
"  Where'er  there's  music  there  is  light," 
And  then  it  vanished  from  my  sight. 

Dreams  oft  reveal  our  future  joy, 
And  oft  a  guilty  soul  annoy 
With  sorrows  that  may  be  in  store 
When  earth  and  time  shall  be  no  more ; 
Bat  this  glad  voice,  so  soft  and  clear, 
Was  such  as  mortals  seldom  hear. 

A  thrill  of  joy  ran  through  my  breast, 
And  for  a  moment  I  was  blest : 
But  ere  I  could  its  power  invoke, 
The  illusion  pass'd,  and  I  awoke 
To  the  sad  realities  of  life, 
Where  all  is  discord,  war  and  strife ; 

Where  brother  oft  reviles  a  brother, 
And  mankind  trample  on  each  other ; 
Where  parents  and  their  children  wrangle, 
And  gold  the  greatest  knaves  bespangle  j 
Where  Virtue  crttpt  along  the  earth, 
And  Vice  usurps  the  meed  of  worth. 

But  this  melodious,  heavenly  voice 
Will  always  make  my  soul  rejoice, 
My  faith  and  hope  grow  strong  and  bright, 
For  "where  there's  music  there  is  light." 
For  the  Rover— EUtrdit,  N.  Y.,  1944.  a.  s.  h. 


THE  FINE  ART8. 
To  the  Editor  op  thb  Rovsb  :— 

In  the  Rover  of  the  15th  instant,  there  is  an  article 
on  the  "  Fine  Arts,"  in  which  there  are  some  severe 
and  uncalled  for  strictures  on  the  present  exhibition  of 
the  National  Academy  of  Design.  The  writer  has  evi- 
dently been  laboring  under  a  press  of  ignorance  or  ill 
feeling,  and  is  now,  no  doubt,  much  better,  both  in 
mind  and  body,  than  before  he  found  a  vent  for  his 
spleen  in  your  pages. 

Bat  be  this  as  it  may,  with  him  I  regret  that  so  little 
has  been  done  in  our  country  for  the  promotion  of  the 
Fine  Arts.  With  him,  I  long  for  the  time  when  con- 
gress shall  see  the  importance  of  fostering  a  taste  for 
the  beautiful;  and  when  our  wealthy  citizens  shall  en- 
courage genius,  not  only  with  their  smiles,  bat  with 


their  purses.  All  this  is  well— all  this  is  to  be  hope* 
for :  but  all  this  is  not  yet  done.  We  must  commence 
at  the  bottom  if  we  would  go  to  the  top  of  the  hill,  and 
therefore  all  this  useless  tattle  about  the  opinion  of 
foreigners  and  of  foreign  nations  is,  to  say  the  least, 
perfectly  ridiculous.  For  my  part,  I  am  perfectly  aid 
of  this  twaddle  about  trans-atlantic  sentiment.  But  a 
few  years  ago,  the  question  was  asked  by  "  Blackwood's 
Magazine,"  Who  reads  an  American  book  ?  and  in  i 
month  this  silly  question  was  in  the  mouth  of  every 
brawler,  and  at  the  pen's  end  of  every  penny-a-liner. 
Now,  the  question  has  been  answered  by  the  favorable 
reception  of  many  of  the  works  of  our  authors  in  Great 
Britain.  But  would  it  have  been  wise,  when  Christo- 
pher North  raised  this  cry,  for  us  to  have  taken  it  up 
and  sounded  it  in  the  ears  of  our  historians,  and  poets, 
and  men  of  science,  and  said  to  them,  Your  labors  are 
useless,  because  you  and  your  predecessors  have  never 
produced  a  book  that  met  the  approbation  of  "Black- 
wood "1  Why,  such  a  course  would  have  been  un- 
wise, ridiculous,  unmanly,  anti-patriotic.  Time  has 
answered  the  question,  so  far  as  literature  and  science 
are  concerned,  and  time  will  answer  the  question  for 
art.  Shall  we  wait  for  the  issue-?— or  shall  we  go  to 
Inraan,  and  Cole,  and  Weir,  and  Flagg,  and  say,  "  Gen- 
tlemen, it  is  no  use  for  you  to  proceed.  You  have  done 
nothing  for  immortality  yet,  and,  moreover,  the  opinions 
of  European  judges  is  against  you.  Do  not  stick  your 
( heads  and  your  tars1  up  in  the  fourth  story  of  the 
Athenaeum  Building,  and  bid  your  countrymen  come 
and  see  that  you  are  progressing  toward  the  goal— but 
put  your  pallet  and  brushes  in  a  dark  closet,  and  go 
and  paint  houses  and  fences  instead  of  such  daubs  as 
the  *  Embarkation  of  the  Pilgrims,'  and  the  '  Beggar's 
Petition ;'  for  in  so  doing  you  will  preserve  them  'be- 
yond your  term  of  life  V  " 

Now  such  a  course  as  this  would  be  an  amazing 
silly  one ;  and  yet  the  course  of  onr  critic  is  virtually 
this.  He  quotes  Dr.  Durbin  to  prove  that  all  the 
French  people,  from  king  down  to  fish-women,  are 
surrounded  by  exquisite  works  of  art.  Very  true ;  and 
when  America  shall  have  become  as  old  as  France, 
and  shall  have  had  a  Napoleon  to  rob  other  nations  for 
her,  she  will  be  in  possession  of  like  privileges.  If  I 
mistake  not,  the  nations  of  Europe  are  rather  older 
than  we  are,  by  some  hundreds  of  years.  What  they 
now  possess  of  art,  is  the  collection  of  centuries.  Ge- 
nius is  not  born  every  day,  if  critics  are ;  and  babies 
seldom  walk  until  they  are  a  year  old. 

For  one,  I  rejoice  that  we  are  doing  what  we  are, 
and  instead  of  saying  aught  that  would  tend  to  discour- 
age  a  single  native  artist,  be  it  my  aim  to  urge  him  on- 
ward. Trees  don't  blossom  in  winter,  and  where  there 
is  so  much  in  the  painter's  own  heart  that  struggles  to 
hold  him  back,  how  much  better  would  it  be  for  every 
critic  to  foster  and  encourage  merit  and  genius  in  their 
incipient  steps,  instead  of  indulging  in  wholesale  de- 
nunciation. Let  me  then  suggest  to  the  writer  of  the 
article  on  the  "  Fine  Arts,"  the  propriety  of  again  visit- 
ing the  Academy,  and  feeling  that  he  sees  before  him 
the  dawn  of  American  art— resolve  that  he  will  no  lon- 
ger cherish  a  contempt  for  the  humble  beginnings  of 
his  countrymen.  d.  f.  b. 

N.  B.— Perhaps  it  would  be  as  well  for  me  to  say 
that  I  am  not  a  painter,  and  that  I  am  in  no  way  con- 
nected with  the  Academy  of  Design;  but  I  am  an 
American,  and  as  inch  I  would  encourage  American 
art. 
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MR.   BRYANT*  8  LAST  POBM. 

Thi  following  lines  on  the  waning  moon,  by  Bryant, 
are  from  the  last  number  of  Graham's  Magazine. 
To  endorse  the  quality  of  Mr.  Bryant's  poetry  is  alto- 
gether  unnecessary,  for  it  passes  currently  and  uni- 
versally as  the  true  and  genuine  coin.  This  fine 
poem  has  called  up  to  our  recollection  a  tittle  scrap 
of  our  own,  on  the  same  subject^  written  more  than 
twenty  years  ago,  and  published  at  the  time  anony- 
mously in  a  Portland  newspaper.  We  subjoin  it  here, 
not  merely  because  it  is  "  lawful  to  compare  small 
things  with  great,"  but  because  we  were  struck  by  the 
coincidence  of  the  subject  and  some  of  the  ideas  in 
thetwo  articles,  and  because  we  felt  a  lingering  fond- 
ness for  this  offspring  of  our  younger  muse,  which 
had  been  suffered  to  pass  its  minority  without  its  pa- 
ternity being  acknowledged. 

THE  WANINO  MOON. 
BY  WILLIAM  CULLIN  BRYANT. 

I've  watch'd  too  late ;  the  morn  is  near, 
One  look  at  God's  broad,  silent  sky! 

Oh,  hopes  and  wishes  vainly  dear, 
How  in  your  very  strength  ye  die  I 

Even  while  your  glow  is  on  the  cheek, 
And  scarce  the  high  pursuit  begun, 

The  heart  grows  faint,  the  hand  grows  week, 
The  task  of  life  Is  left  undone. 

See,  where,  upon  the  horizon's  brim, 
Lies  the  still  cloud  in  gloomy  bars, 

The  waning  moon,  all  pale  and  dim, 
Goes  up  amid  the  eternal  stars. 

Late,  in  a  flood  of  tender  light, 
She  floated  through  the  etherial  blue, 

A  softer  sun,  that  shone  all  night 
Upon  the  gathering  beads  of  dew. 

And  still  thou  wanest,  pallid  moon  I 
The  encroaching  shadow  grows  apace ; 

Heaven's  everlasting  watchers  soon 
Shall  see  thee  blotted  from  thy  place. 

Oh,  Night's  dethroned  and  crownless  queen! 

Well  may  thy  sad  expiring  ray 
Be  shed  on  those  whose  eyes  have  seen 

Hope's  glorious  visions  fade  away. 

Shine  then  for  forms  that  once  were  bright, 

For  sages  in  the  mind's  eclipse, 
For  those  whose  words  were  spells  of  might, 

But  falter  now  on  stammering  tips. 

In  thy  decaying  beam  there  lies 
Full  many  a  grave  on  hill  and  plain, 

Of  those  who  closed  their  dying  eyes 
In  grief  that  they  had  lived  in  vain. 

Another  night,  and  thou  among 
The  spheres  of  heaven  shalt  cease  to  shine, 

AH  ray  less  in  the  glittering  throng 
Whose  lustre  late  was  quenched  In  thine. 

Yet  soon  a  new  and  tender  light 
From  out  thy  darkened  orb  shall  beam, 

And  broaden  till  It  shine  all  night 
On  glistening  dew  and  glimmering  stream. 


TO  TH*  WANING  MOON. 
BY  KB1  SMITH. 

Faie  waning  moon,  thy  pensive  beams 
Fall  lightly  on  the  earth's  cold  breast, 

And  on  thy  pallid  cheek  there  seems 
A  look  of  sadness  deep  imprest. 

And  as  I  gaie  and  think  each  night 
Thy  lamp  of  beauty  soon  must  fade, 

I  feel  a  secret  soft  delight 
Blend  with  the  pain  that  thought  has  made. 

For  when  in  cheerless  solitude 
Thou  leav'st  the  dreary  earth  awhile, 

Thou  comest  forth  with  light  renew'd, 
Rejoicing  in  thy  new-born  smile. 

Thus  have  I  seen,  fair  waning  moon, 
A  lovely  maid  grow  pale  and  wan, 

And  I  have  wept  to  see  how  soon 
Her  light  and  beauty  all  were  gone. 

A  few  short  years  her  bloom  was  bright, 
And  then  in  paleness  sunk  away, 

Till  it  was  lost  in  death's  dark  night, 
Leaving  on  earth  no  lingering  ray. 

And  yet,  fair  moon,  more  blest  thine, 
Her  light  and  beauty  shall  return; 

For  she  in  endless  bliss  shall  shine, 
When  thy  wan  beams  shall  cease  to  burn. 

1^*  We  are  no  lovers  of  charades,  riddles,  or  conun- 
drums; and  yet  we  are  disposed  to  publish  the  follow- 
ing, thrown  off  impromptu  the  other  day  by  a  literary 
friend. 

CH1BAS1. 

It  cometh  with  sorrow,  it  cometh  with  tears, 
It  cometh  with  love  'mid  its  joys  and  its  fears, 
From  the  bosom  o'erladen  with  feeling  'twill  burst, 
Ay,  reader,  thou  often  may'st  murmur  my  first. 

Those  swart  limbs  of  Afric— that  lever  and  screw ! 
On  a  page  fair  as  this,  why,  what  have  they  to  do? 
When  I  pictured  them  thus,  gentle  reader,  I  reckoned 
You  would  let  them  appear  as  device  for  my  second. 

My  third,  ah,  my  third,  by  the  blue  rolling  Rhine 
The  villagers'  fingers  its  tendrils  will  twine, 
While  the  comfort  it  brings  to  the  poor  thirsty  soul 
Will  oft  banish  the  gloom  that  is  link'd  to  my  whole. 

We  have  not  the  heart  to  keep  our  fair  readers  wait- 
ing and  guessing  a  whole  week  to  come  at  the  solution 
of  the  above;  we  go  against  unnecessary  torture  in  all 
cases,  and  therefore  ask  them  to  go  back  and  read  it 
again—it  will  bear  reading  twice  for  the  poetry— and 
we  think  they  will  be  able  to  spell  out  cypress-vine,  or 
sigh-press-vine.  Should  they  be  in  danger  of  stumb- 
ling over  the  press,  they  have  only  to  think  of  the  cot- 
ton press,  worked  by  blacks,  and  all  will  be  as  clear  as 
day-light  Ladies,  are  we  not  very  benevolent  to  do 
up  your  thinking  for  you? 

f^-The  interesting  sketch  of  William  and  Mary 
Howitt  in  this  number  of  the  Rover  is  from  the  little 
volume  lately  published  by  the  Harpers,  entitled  "  A 
New  Spirit  of  the  Age."  We  have  great  admiration 
for  William  and  Mary  Howitt,  both  in  their  personal 
and  literary  character  and  relations.   Few  writers  have 
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given  us  sweeter  specimens  of  verse  than  Mary  How- 
itt.  The  little  piece  in  this  number  of  the  Rover, 
"  The  Uses  of  Flowers,"  is  exquisitely  beautiful. 

THE   PRESENT  NUMBER. 

We  feel  a  good  degree  of  confidence  in  commending 
the  present  number  of  the  Rover  to  the  attention  of 
the  reader  for  the  variety  and  general  excellence  of  its 
articles. 

The  story  of  Mrs.  Stevens  is  a  powerful  and  highly 
wrought  picture  of  the  workings  of  the  most  powerful 
of  human  emotions. 

The  sketch  of  William  and  Mary  Howitt  is  full  of 
interest  of  a  very  different  character. 

The  articles  on  the  fine  arts,  and  local  correspon- 
dence are  well  written. 

The  original  poetry  in  this  number  need  not  blush  at 
being  referred  to.  "Richard"  is  certainly  a  poet. 
Will  he  give  us  his  hand  ?  His  "  Enthusiasm"  is  beau- 
tiful ;  and,  if  he  is  a  young  writer,  we  sliould  call  it 
remarkable  for  its  depth  and  finish.  And  again,  if  he 
is  an  experienced  writer,  why  not  give  us  his  real 
name? 

"  Amy  Lane,"  by  Lawrence  Labree,  is  a  very  smooth 
and  prettily  turned  song,  adapted  to  a  recent  popular 
air.  We  should  not  wonder  if  it  should  steal  away 
the  music  of  Lucy  Neal. 

Mrs.  Matilda  P.  Hunt,  and  our  friend  the  Captain, 
who  dates  from  Ellerslie,  give  us  valuable  articles,  al- 
beit, Mrs.  Hunt's  "Farewell  to  Winter"  comes  to  us 
rather  late  in  the  season. 

The  reader  will  find  Bryant's  last  poem  on  another 
Page-  

The  Cover.— The  beautiful  effect  of  the  Rover  cover 
is  marred  a  little  this  week,  in  a  part  of  the  edition,  by 
a  mistake  of  the  printer  in  using  a  darker  colored  paper 
than  was  intended. 


THE. ROVER  BOOK-TABLE. 

The  Poems  and  Ballads  of  Schiller,  with  his  l\ft ; 

by  E.  L.  Buhoer. 

This  is  among  the  works  recently  published  by  the 
Harpers.  1 1  is  a  neat  duodecimo  vol ume  of  something 
over  four  hundred  pages,  a  fourth  part  of  which  is  de- 
voted to  the  life  of  the  poet  The  work  will  form  an 
interesting  and  valuable  acquisition  to  the  library  of 
the  poet  and  the  man  of  letters,  and  must  prove  a  trea- 
sure to  all  who  are  fond  of  the  metaphysical  produc- 
tions of  the  German  mind.  The  translations  in  such 
hands  as  Bulwer's  cannot  but  be  good,  though  it  is 
impossible  for  any  translation  to  give  the  life  and  spirit 
of  the  original.  The  following  lines,  touching  the 
mysterious  universal  passion,  are  taken  almost  at  ran- 
dom from  the  volume. 

TO     SUUi, 

Amid  the  cloud-gray  depths  afar, 

The  bliss  departed  lies; 
How  linger  on  one  lovely  star 

The  loving,  wistful  eyes  I 
Alas!  a  star  in  truth,  the  light 
Shines  but  a  signal  of  the  night. 

If  lock'd  within  the  icy  chill 
Of  the  long  sleep  thou  wert, 


My  faithful  grief  could  find  thee  still, 

A  life  within  my  heart ; 
But,  oh,  the  worse  despair  to  see 
Thee  live  to  earth,  and  die  to  me ! 

Can  those  sweet,  longing  hopes,  which  make 

Love's  essence,  thus  decay  ? 
Can  that  be  love,  which  doth  forsake! 

That  love,  which  fades  away? 
That  earthly  gifts  are  brief;  I  knew— 
Is  that,  all  heaven-bora,  mortal  too? 

Dr.  Dubbin's  Observations  in  Europe;  Harper  $• 

Brothers. 

Here  we  have  two  more  volumes,  of  three  hundred 
pages  each,  of  travels  in  Europe.  Notwithstanding 
this  species  of  book-making,  foreign  travels,  may  be 
thought  to  have  been  overdone,  we  believe  from  a 
partial  examination  of  this  work  that  it  will  be  very 
favorably  received  by  the  public.  Few  works  of  foreign 
travel  that  we  have  met  with  appear  to  us  so  well  filled 
with  really  useful  information,  calculated  to  give  the 
reader  a  clear  and  true  knowledge  of  men  and  things 
in  the  countries  visited  by  the  writer.  Dr.  Durbinis 
president  of  Dickinson  College,  is  a  writer  of  a  Bound 
practical  mind,  and  presents  his  facts  and  views  in  a 
clear  and  strong  light.  He  goes  for  the  usefol  and  the 
true,  gives  an  unvarnished  account  of  the  things  he 
has  seen,  and  you  feel  in  reading  him  that  you  are 
gaining  knowledge.  The  religious  statistics  contained 
in  the  work  are  very  copious  and  interesting. 

We  are  glad  to  perceive  that  Dr.  Durbin  has  in  pre- 
paration, notes  of  travel  in  the  East,  which  we  think 
cannot  fail  to  be  a  work  of  great  interest 

Mr.  Winchester  of  the  New  World  Press,  30  Ann 
street,  has  completed  the  publication  of  Seatafiekfs 
works,  comprising  "  Life  in  the  New  World"  in  seven 
numbers  at  a  shilling  each,  "The  Cabin  Book,  or 
sketches  of  life  in  Texas,"  in  two  parts,  and  "  North 
and  South,  or  scenes  and  adventures  in  Mexico," 
complete  in  one  part.  These  works  have  produced 
quite  a  sensation  in  the  reading  world  and  are  having 
quite  a  run.  They  are  strong  and  vivid  sketches,  foil 
of  interest,  in  many  parts  truthful,  though  in  the  main 
bordering  upon  caricature,  and  not  unfrequently  pass- 
ing the  bounds  which  divide  caricature  from  sober 
truth. 

James  Mo  watt,  174  Broadway,  corner  of  Maiden 
Lane,  has  published  the  third  number  of  the  "  Omni* 
bus  of  Modern  Romance,  V  containing  "  six  new  novels 
for  25  cents,"  in  one  volume  of  266  pages.  The  new 
means  that  they  have  never  before  been  published  in 
this  country.  Six  new  novels  for  twenty-five  cents, 
or  about  four  cents  a  piece !  If  that  isn't  dog  cheap 
we  don't  know  what  is.  The  titles  are,  Frank  Hart- 
well,  or  fifty  years  ago,  by  Bowman  Tiller ;  First  and 
Second  Love,  by  H.  C.  Crawford ;  The  Goldsmith  of 
Paris,  from  the  German  of  C.  J.  W.  Hoffman ;  Roland- 
sit  ten,  from  the  same  author;  The  Wife  Hunter,  from 
the  German  of  Caroline  Pichler;  and  The  Modern 
Lothario  by  the  Baroness  De  La  Motte  Fouque. 

The  Northern  Light,  conducted  by  Alfred  B. 
Street,  at  Albany,  comes  to  us  now  in  a  new  dress  and 
in  magazine  form.  It  is  published  semi-monthly  at 
one  dollar  a  year;  neatly  printed,  and  a  valuable  work. 
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CHILDHOOD. 

BT  T.  B.  READ. 

44  Of  each  to  the  kingdom  of  Heaven." 
i. 
Tym  watch' d  the  happy  child  at  play, 

That  fiarieth  everywhere  delight, 
And  deemed  it  was  a  star  whose  ray 

Was  lent  to  guide  our  hearts  aright ; 
For  children  and  the  stars  of  even 
Are  playmates  at  the  gates  of  Heaven. 


I've  seen  the  strong  impulsive  youth, 

As  changeful  as  an  April  sky, 
Now  trusting  in  a  maiden's  truth, 

Or,  hopeless  now,  too  fain  to  die- 
All  storm  and  sunshine,  sighs  and  mirth, 
The  very  prototype  of  earth. 


I've  look'd  on  man  in  evil  hour, 
While  Discord  rack'd  the  tortur'd  soul, 

And  Passion,  with  recording  power, 
Wrote  on  the  brow,  as  on  a  scroll, 

Envy,  and  jealous  Hate,  to  tell 

Where  inward  burn'd  the  fires  of  Hell. 


And  then  my  thoughts  would  gladly  turn 

To  Him,  the  holy,  meek  and  mild, 
Who  taught  proud  man  to  humbly  learn 

The  truthful  nature  of  a  child  j 
For  children  and  the  stars  of  even, 
Are  playmates  at  the  gates  of  Heaven. 
For  the  Rover— Boston^  June,  1844. 


THE  SENTIMENT  OF  PETSHIP. 

BT  ELIZABETH  OAIS8  SMITH. 
8KK  ENGRAVING. 

I  had  taken  up  my  pen  to  write  a  story.  I  had 
created  my  heroine,  endowed  her  with  grace,  and  soul 
and  sentiment;  created  a  world  adapted  to  the  dis- 
cipline of  such  a  being ;  created  a  true  and  noble  and 
manly  heart,  to  understand  its  affinities;  and  then  I 
had  circumstance,  trial,  inward  joy,  and  external  suf- 
fering, all  of  which  should  develope  the  mystery  of 
life,  and  its  strange,  sorrowful,  and  yet  joyful  affections. 
And  thus  the  story  rests  in  my  own  mind. 

Wot  a  word  had  been  penned,  but  the  creations  were 
entire.  The  door  opened,  and  little  George  came  slowly 
in,  breathing  heavily,  and  in  tears.  "  The  dear  little 
squirrel  is  dead." 

*  •  »  *  *  * 

ft  was  even  so.  I  laid  aside  the  pen,  and  we  wept 
together.  Yes,  I  am  even  now  showering  tears  upon 
By  paper. 

For  a  squirrel? 

It  may  be.  The  child  certainly  weeps  for  the  squir- 
rel only.  It  may  be  I  weep  from  sugges  iveness,  in 
part  1  am  fond  of  pets.  I  cannot  live  without  them 
My  friends  are  always  gratifying  my  taste  in  this  way  ; 
-mnd  innumerable  have  been  the  doves,  the  birds  of  all 
fcinds,  the  flowers,  the  kittens,  dogs,  rabbits,  guinea- 
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pigs,  dbc,  &c,  which  have  ministered  to  my  harmless 
idiosyncrasy.  All  have  died.  Nothing  remains  bat 
the  flowers  and  a  canary.  I  breathe  freely  again.  I 
have  received  each  and  all  with  a  painful,  regretful 
pleasure.  I  knew  they  would  perish,  and  trembled  to 
have  my  tenderness  awakened. 

This  may  be  childish.  Let  it  be  so.  It  is  bat  the 
outer  vestibule  of  the  heart,  and  it  may  be  best  to  linger 
there,  amid  the  small  rills  that  struggle  to  the  light, 
keeping  the  deep  fountain  of  feeling  sealed  up  in  its 
holiness. 

There  is  a  sentiment  in  pets.  I  once  had  a  terrapin, 
which  others  called  ugly  and  stupid.  I  knew  to  the 
contrary.  He  had  a  choice  in  the  garden.  I  could  see 
this,  and  it  inspired  something  akin  to  respect.  Ha 
was  not  a  creature  of  accident.  His  yellow  spots  be- 
gan to  wear  the  appearance  of  beauty.  I  struggled 
against  this.  I  would  guard  myself  from  the  hazard  of 
having  that  which  is  at  variance  with  the  principles  of 
beauty,  assume  its  aspect  only  from  the  power  of  con- 
tact. So  I  learned  to  regard  this  approximation  in  my 
own  mind  only  as  a  prompting  to  the  love  of  the  true 
and  the  beautiful. 

And  then  the  terrapin  became  a  pain  to  me.  He 
suggested  a  standard  which  made  his  own  defects 
but  the  more  glaring.  Yet  he  seemed  to  be  grateful,  I 
thought.  He  distinguished  my  voice,  and  would  turn 
his  long  neck  in  the  direction,  and  take  bits  of  apple 
from  my  fingers.  He  would  notice  no  one  else  in  this 
wise.  It  grew  sad  to  me,  this  attachment  of  a  crea- 
ture so  low  and  imperfect,  it  grew  painful.  1  began 
to  pity  him,  as  something  with  a  struggling  gleam  of 
a  higher  nature.  I  could  not  endure  this  painful  pity, 
and  when  a  long  heavy  rain  came,  and  the  earth  was 
loosened  about  the  garden  walls,  and  the  terrapin  disap- 
peared, it  was  a  relief  to  me,  as  though  the  creature 
might  be  happier  out  of  my  influence. 

Flowers  are  always  beautiful  gifts.  We  never  lose 
sight  of  their  fragility,  and  so  the  gratification  they 
afford,  though  momentary,  is  perfect.  We  never  look 
for  a  response  to  our  sentiment,  and  are  therefore  never 
disappointed  by  its  absence  nor  incompleteness. 

Canaries  are  somewhat  like  flowers  in  this  respect. 
They  awake  more  of  sentiment,  but  they  will  not  bear 
a  caress,  and  seem  too  much  like  those  brilliant  hopes 
for  ever  beguiling  the  fancy,  but  eluding  the  grasp.  I 
am  not  certain  but  they  excite  at  times  something  like 
irritation,  so  pertinaciously  do  they  crack  their  seeds, 
so  inconsiderately  aplaah  the  water  even  into  your  face, 
which  you  hi  your  kindness  brought  with  your  own 
hands  in  the  vain  hope  of  eliciting  something  like  a 
response  to  your  tenderness.  Then,  when  all  is  over, 
the  canary  pours  forth  a  flood  of  wild  foreign  melody, 
to  please  himself,  not  you,  and  you  turn  away  disap- 
pointed and  vexed,  that  a  creature  that  inspires  so 
much  sympathy  in  your  breast,  should  be  so  utterly 
regardless,  so  bright,  so  melodious,  and  yet  so  cold. 

I  have  never  learned  to  love  a  cat.  Their  stealthy, 
mousing  qualities  are  so  repugnant  to  my  own  nature, 
that  they  give  me  a  sense  of  discomfort.  I  know  not 
*hy  it  is,  yet  1  have  never  been  able  to  keep  one.  I 
teed  them  with  the  greatest  care,  provide  for  their  com- 
fort, and  yet  they  will  not  stay  with  me.  '  I  have 
thought  the  prejudice  might  be  mutual    The  only 
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sentiment  I  ever  discovered  in  a  cat,  (I  believe  I  am 
wrong  to  call  it  a  sentiment,)  was  that  of  jealousy.  I 
had  a  pretty  spaniel  about  the  age  of  the  cat,  and  they 
had  been  so  trained  as  to  live  together  in  great  quietude. 
Tet  the  dog  felt  he  was  the  better  liked,  and  with  the 
confidence  of  a  frank,  honest  and  confiding  nature,  sat 
nearer  my  feet  than  puss  would  venture  to  do. 

She  learned  this,  and  no  sooner  did  I  leave  the  sofa 
or  rocking-chair,  than  she  would  spring  into  the  seat, 
and  look  down  upon  Pidelle,  with  what  to  me  seemed 
a  sort  of  sardonic,  feline  complacency.  It  might  have 
been  prejudice  on  my  part,  but  somehow  Fidelle,  with 
his  honest,  straightforward  attachment,  disdaining  all 
petty  artifice  and  mean  adulation,  grew  tenfold  more 
engaging.  If  I  caressed  Fidelle,  puss  would  be  sure  to 
insinuate  her  nose ;  and  out  of  pure  benevolence  of 
heart,  I  gave  a  pat  or  two,  but  not  heartily,  and  she 
must  have  felt  it,  for  she  left  me.  It  wasn't  in  the 
nature  of  things  that  I  should  love  her— our  natures 
were  so  unlike. 

Guinea  pigs  are  wholly  animal.  Te  cannot  in  any 
Way  infuse  in  to  them  the  shadow  of  a  sentiment  They 
have  what  children  call  a  "  cunning  look,"  but  their 
rotund  sleekness  becomes  after  a  while  revolting  to 
you. 

I  have  once  or  twice  had  mice  become  entirely  tame, 
in  my  room,  playing  about  my  writing  table,  eating 
crumbs  In  my  lap,  scrambling  up  the  geraniums,  and 
dividing  cake  and  seeds  with  the  canary ;  for  I  removed 
one  of  the  glasses  from  the  cage  to  give  one  entrance, 
and  these  two  dissimilar  beings  established  a  sort  of 
friendship  for  each  other. 

At  first,  I  presume,  a  mouse  must  have  taken  me  for 
a  fixture,  as  I  sat  indulging  dream-fancies,  and  thus 
have  approached  me  with  as  little  ceremony  as  he  did 
the  beautiful  Apollo  in  the  corner,  adown  whose  ex- 
quisite nose  I  have  seen  him  run,  without  a  shadow  of 
remorse.  Slowly  he  seemed  to  imbibe  the  truth  that 
a  kindly  pulse  was  beating  near  him.  I  am  certain  I 
knew  the  point  of  time  on  which  this  conviction  as- 
sumed definltiveness  in  the  mousebrain.  From  that 
time  a  something  like  solemnity  mingled  with  the 
aiouse  nature,  something  ennobled  grew  upon  him. 
He  was  all  mouse,  alert,  dainty,  arch  and  frolicksome, 
with  the  infusion  of  something  bordering  on  the  spir- 
itual. 

I  loved  this  spontaneous  trustfulness,  this  instinc- 
tive yielding  up  of  affection,  this  pretty  mouse  credu- 
lity, never  staying  to  question  as  to  the  being  whose 
chord  of  sympathy  he  had  touched.  Yet  was  I  not 
devoid  of  selfishness.  I  Imagined  a  thousand  perils 
would  beset  my  favorite.  I  saw  enemies  on  every  side. 
There"  was  a  plot  to  ensnare  him  if  but  a  curtain  ruf- 
fled in  the  fsint  air. 

Yes,  I  confess  it.  With  shame  of  heart  do  I  con- 
less  it.  But  for  the  entreaties  of  a  nobler  minded 
friend,  I  should  have  secured  and  caged  the  sweet,  trust- 
ing, grateful  creature,  whose  life  was  designed  to  be 
one  of  freedom,  and  joy,  and  unconstrained  action. 
True,  be  nibbled  my  papers ;  true,  one  night  a  cosey 
nest  was  made  from  the  abstracted  threads  of  my  car 
pet;  true,  the  books  became  Chinese  walls  and  Babel 
observatories  to  his  aspiring  and  exploring  mind ;  yet 
what  were  ihese  trifling  annoyances  to  the  tenderness 
be  awakened,  and  the  many  sentiments  of  which  he 
became  suggestive. 

A  mouse-colored  rabbit,  with  white  paws  and  ears, 
was  for  a  long  lime  mine.    Yet  I  nejer  dared  to  love 


it.  These  creatures  are  so  timid,  so  fragile,  that  I 
avoid  letting  my  sympathies  go  out  I  used  to  watch 
his  wild  sports  with  real  pleasure,  and  yet  with  an  in- 
ward hope  that  some  genial  child  would  mistake  him 
for  a  "Perdita,"  and  take  him  away.  This  1  believe 
was  the  case,  and  I  was  relieved  from  the  sorrow  of 
seeing  him  die. 

Then  came  the  squirrel,  fresh,  beautiful,  full  of  life. 
f  received  it  with  a  painful  misgiving.  These  co- 
quettes of  the  woods  had  been  favorites  of  mine  in 
childhood.  I  had  often  seated  myself  beneath  a  tree 
to  watch  their  antics.  Their  saucy  scrutiny,  their 
half  chattering,  as  if  they  talked  whimsically  to  a 
neighbor  over  the  shoulder ;  the  impudence  with  which 
they  fixed  themselves  upon  a  bough,  and  cracked  their 
nuts,  dropping  the  shells  purposely,  it  would  seem, 
upon  my  head,  amused  me.  They  seemed  like  little 
droll  men  and  women,  who  had  taken  to  themselves 
pretty  and  fanciful  forms,  and  were  thus  masquerading 
the  woods.  I  loved  their  easy  mischief,  and  off-hand 
sauciness,  that  looked  always  as  if  they  knew  better, 
but  were  bent  upon  acting  out  their  caprices. 

Their  qualities  are  feminine.  Genial,  playful,  and 
always  with  a  conscious  prettiness.  Judge  then  how 
I  was  impressed  by  this  beautiful  creature,  linking  tot 
past  so  to  the  present.  1  practised  the  greatest  caution 
about  it  One  friend  assured  me  she  had  kept  one 
four  years,  and  then  it  perished  by  accident. 

Four  years,  /might  that  length  of  time  indulge 
my  harmless  propensity.  Four  years  I  might  have 
this  sweet,  graceful  creature  to  love.  The  prospect 
was  tempting.  But  then  the  lady  who  kept  one  so 
long,  though  gentle  and  sweet,  had  not  my  fondness 
for  pets.  There  was  the  difference.  Hers  might  live, 
when  mine  might  be  lent  me  only  as  a  portion  of  life's 
severe  discipline  of  the  affections.  But  then  in  four 
years  one  might  prepare  one's  self  for  the  loss  of  a  pet 
Another  friend  had  kept  a  squirrel  nearly  as  long  \ 
but  then  he  took  the  precaution  to  give  it  away  in  an* 
ticipation  of  the  fata)  period,  for  he  had  before  expend- 
ed so  much  tenderness  upon  a  dog,  that  he  was  fearful 
of  a  second  attachment  of  the  kind ;  and  I  believe  the 
squirrel  became  to  him  too  much  the  suggestor  of  the 
perished  love. 

Well,  the  squirrel  was  received  slowly  into  the  af- 
fections. Admitted  only  occasionally  into  my  room, 
for  I  had  made  up  my  mind  to  be  very  cold  and  indif- 
ferent. He  was  uncommonly  handsome.  I  would 
make  him  a  ministry  to  a  quiet  vanity.  I  would  show 
off  my  handsome  pet  When  a  sentimental  .visitor 
came,  the  impudent  little  thing  should  be  trotted  out; 
and  his  cool  sauciness  became  quite  irresistible.  "  Hen 
Lachrymans." 

He  took  great  delight  in  scratching  at  the  corners 
of  books,  as  if  he  were  making  great  ado  about  know- 
ledge. He  nearly  gnawed  the  binding  from  Webber, 
so  eager  was  he  for  mathematics.  He  treated  the 
frippery  of  annuals  with  great  contempt,  never  giving 
them  so  much  as  a  nibble,  while  old,  substantial,  time- 
honored  folios  seemed  to  give  him  almost  an  ecstacrr 
especially  a  half  bound  Sbakspere. 

There  is  a  stuffed  whippoorwill  in  my  room,  which 
he  would  pass  with  an  easy  offhand  acquaintance  sir, 
(ill  one  day  finding  it  within  his  reach,  he  seemed  dis- 
posed to  a  nearer  companionship.  Suddenly  he  drew 
•>ack,  and  I  am  firmly  of  opinion  that  strange  and  (ear- 
ful suspicions  came  into  his  innocent  brain.  I  think 
bis  air  changed.   I  heard  a  book  all  soon  after,  tad 
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turning  to  pick  it  up  he  bad,  whether  purposely  or  not, 
flung  down  the  "  Vigil  of  Faith,"  and  there  was  the 
following  passage  right  before,  my  eyes,  as  if  to  re- 
proach me  for  the  cruelty  of  his  captivity,  and  other 
vague  cruelties  to  the  motionless  whippoorwUL 
11  Birds  are  in  woodland  bowers, 
Voices  in  lonely  dells, 
Streams  to  the  listening  hours, 
Talk  in  earth's  secret  cells." 

I  was  touched.  There  seemed  a  pathos  in  the  ap- 
peal, as  if  in  denying  freedom  I  should  not  deny  ten- 
derness. If  I  kept  him  from  the  delights  of  the  green- 
wood, I  should  compensate  for  the  loss.  I  took  the 
creature  at  once  to  my  sympathies.  He  sat  upon  my 
lap,  and  ate  his  nuts.  He  arranged  his  dainty  plume 
Mke  that  in  the  bonnet  of  a  cavalier,  and  then  seemed 
to  ask  if  I  didn't  think  it  quite  captivating. 

He  perched  himself  upon  the  corner  of  my  table, 
and  looked  on  while  I  wrote,  with  such  a  grotesque 
funnlness  as  made  me  laugh  at  what  I  was  about.  I 
mm  sure  he  had  a  perception  of  the  ridiculous,  or  he 
never  could  have  got  that  particular  look. 

Alas !  my  room  Is  full  of  recollections  of  him. 

And  now  I  am  done  with  pets.  "Othello's  occupa- 
tion's gone."  I  will  waste  no  more  tenderness  in  this 
wise,  but  rather  keep  it  "  locked  up  like  a  precious 
jewel"  In  the  heart  I  will  steel  myself  against  "  birds 
of  the  air  and  beasts  of  the  field,"  and  **  all  manner  of 
creeping  things."  They  shall  never  again  appeal  to 
my  sympathy,  nor  awaken  the  shadow  of  sentiment. 
"Tis  mockery  all." 

1  had  thought  of  a  hound,  a  beautiful,  slender  hound, 
with  silken  ears  and  half  human  eyes,  and  superhuman 
fidelity,  as  a  desirable  pet;  but  now,  "procul,  oh!  pro- 
cot" 

I  once  heard  that  a  friend,  who  had  enjoyed  a  favorite 
of  this  kind  for  twelve  years,  would  never  afterward 
venture  upon  a  like  attachment.  This  amazed  me.  I 
did  not  well  comprehend  it;  now,  the  whole  mystery 
Is  open  to  me,  hidden  before  only  because  I  had  not 
reached  the  highest  point  in  the  sentiment  of  petship. 

That  dog,  like  my  squirrel,  had  realized  the  ideal  of 
a  pet.  No  more  sentiment  could  be  awakened  upon 
the  subject,  and  to  attempt  the  thing  again  were  a  pro- 
fanation, a  disloyalty. 


POLLY  GRAY  AND  THE  DOCTOKS. 

BT    82BA.   SMITH. 

It  was  a  dark,  rainy  night  in  Juqp,  when  Deacon 
Ofay,  about  ten  o'clock  in  the  evening,  drove  his  horse 
and  wagon  up  to  the  door,  on  his  return  from  market. 

•♦Oh  dear,  Mr.  Gray,"  exclaimed  his  wife,  as  she  met 
him  at  the  door,  "  I'm  dreadful  glad  you've  come ;  Pol- 
ly's so  sick,  I'm  afraid  she  won't  live  'till  morula',  if 
something  ain't  done  for  her." 

"Polly  is  always  ailing,"  said  the  deacon  delibe- 
rately ;  "  I  guess  it's  only  some  of  her  old  aches  and 
pains.  Jest  take  this  box  of  sugar  in ;  it  is  been  rain- 
ing on  it  this  hour. 

"  Well,  do  come  right  in,  Mr.  Gray,  for  you  don't 
know  what  a  desput  case  she  is  in ;  I  dare  n't  leave  her 
a  minute." 

"  You  are  always  scared  half  to  death,"  said  the 
deacon,  "if  anything  alls  Polly;  but  you  know  she 
always  gets  over  It  again.  Here's  coffee  and  tea  and 
some  other  notions  rolled  up  in  this  bag,"  handing  her 
another  bundle  to  carry  into  the  house. 


"Well,  but  Mr.  Gray,  don't  pray  stop  for  bundles 
nor  nothin'  else.  You  must  go  right  over  after  Doc- 
tor Longley,  and  get  him  here  as  quick  as  you  can." 

"  Oh,  if  it's  only  Doctor  Longley  she  wants,"  said 
the  deacon  carelessly,  "  I  guess  she  ain't  so  dangerous, 
after  all." 

"  Now,  Mr.  Gray,  jest  because  Doctor  Longley  is  a 
young  man,  and  about  Polly's  age,  that  you  should 
make  such  an  unfeelin'  expression  as  that,  I  think  is 
too  bad." 

The  deacon  turned  away  without  making  any  reply, 
and  began  to  remove  the  harness  from  the  horse. 

11  Mr.  Gray,  ain't  you  going  after  the  doctor?"  said 
Mrs.  Gray,  with  increasing  impatience. 

14  I'm  a  going  to  turn  the  horse  into  the  pasture,  and 
then  I'll  come  in  and  see  about  it,"  said  the  deacon. 

A  loud  groan  from  Polly  drew  Mrs.  Gray  hastily  into 
the  house.  The  deacon  led  his  horse  a  quarter  of  a 
mile  to  the  pasture ;  let  down  the  bars  and  turned  him 
in ;  put  alt  the  bars  carefully  up ;  hunted  round  and 
found  a  stick  to  drive  in  as  a  wedge  to  fasten  the  top 
bar;  went  round  the  barn  to  see  that  the  doors  were  all 
closed ;  got  an  armful  of  dry  straw  and  threw  it  into 
the  pig-pen;  called  the  dog  from  his  kennel,  patted 
him  on  his  head,  and  went  into  the  house. 

"I'm  afraid  she/ a  dying,"  said  Mrs.  Gray,  as  the 
deacon  entered. 

"  You  are  always  scared  half  out  of  your  wits,"  said 
the  deacon,  "  if  there's  anything  the  matter.  I'll  come 
in  as  soon  as  I've  took  off  my  coat  and  boots  and  put 
on  some  dry  ones." 

Mrs.  Gray  ran  back  to  attend  upon  Polly ;  but  before 
the  deacon  had  got  ready  to  enter  the  room,  Mrs.  Gray 
screamed  again  with  the  whole  strength  of  her  lungs. 
"  Mr.  Gray,  Mr.  Gray,  do  make  haste,  she's  in  a  fit..1* 
This  was  the  first  sound  that  had  given  the  deacon 
any  uneasiness  about  the  matter.  He  had  been  ac- 
customed for  years  to  hear  his  wife  "  worry"  about 
Polly,  and  had  heard  her  predict  her  death  so  often 
from  very  slight  illness,  that  he  had  come  to  regard 
such  scenes  and  such  predictions  with  as  little  atten- 
tion as  he  did  the  rain  that  pattered  against  the  win- 
dow. But  the  word  JU  was  something  he  had  never 
heard  applied  in  these  cases  before,  and  the  sound  of 
it  gave  him  a  strange  feeling  of  apprehension.  He  had 
just  thrown  off  his  boots  and  put  his  feet  into  dry 
shoes,  and  held  a  dry  coat  in  his  hand,  when  this  last 
appeal  came  to  his  ear  and  caused  him  actually  to 
hasten  into  the  room. 

"  Polly,  what's  the  matter  now  ?"  said  the  deacon, 
beginning  to  be  somewhat  agitated,  as  he  approached 
the  bedside. 

Polly  was  in  violent  spasms,  and  heeded  not  the  in- 
quiry. The  deacon  took  hold  of  her  arm,  and  repeated 
the  question  more  earnestly  and  in  a  tender  tone. 

"  You  may  as  well  speak  to  the  dead,"  said  Mrs* 
Gray ;  "  she's  past  hearing  or  speaking." 

The  deacon's  eyes  looked  wild  and  his  face  grew 
very  long. 

"  Why  did'nt  you  tell  me  how  sick  she  was  when  I 
first  got  home?"  said  the  deacon,  with  a  look  of  re- 
buke. 

11 1  did  tell  you  when  you  first  come,"  said  Mrs. 

Gray,  sharply,  (tand  you  didn't  take  no  notice  on  it." 

"You  didn't  tell  me  anything  about  how  sick  she 

was,"  said  the  deacon;  uyou  only  spoke  jest  as  yoq 

used  to,  when  she  wasn't  hardly  sick  at  all." 

The  subject  here  seemed  to  subside  by  mutual  con* 
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sent,  and  both  stood  with  their  eyes  fixed  upon  Polly, 
who  was  apparently  struggling  in  the  fierce  agonies  of 
death.  In  a  few  minutes  however  she  came  out  of  the 
spasms,  breathed  comparatively  easy,  and  lay  perfectly 
quiet.  The  deacon  spoke  to  her  again.  She  looked  up 
with  a  wild  delirous  look,  but  made  no  answer. 

"  I'll  go  for  the  doctor,"  said  the  deacon,  "  it  may  be 
be  can  do  something  for  her,  though  she  looks  to  me 
88  though  it  was  a  gone  goose  with  her." 

Saying  this,  he  put  on  his  hat  and  coat  and  started. 
Having  half  a  mile  to  go,  and  finding  the  doctor  in  bed, 
it  was  half  an  hour  before  he  returned  with  Doctor 
Longley  in  his  company.  In  the  meantime  Mrs.  Gray 
had  called  in  old  Mrs.  Liver  more  who  lived  in  the 
next  door,  and  they  had  lifted  Polly  up  and  put  a  clean 
pillow  upon  the  bed,  and  a  clean  cap  on  her  head,  and 
had  been  round  and  "  slicked  up"  the  room  a  little,  for 
Mrs.  Livermore  said,  Doctor  Longley  was  such  a  nice 
man  she  always  loved  to  see  things  look  tidy  where  he 
was  coming  to." 

The  deacon  came  in  and  hung  his  hat  up  behind  the 
door,  and  Doctor  Longley  followed  with  his  hat  in  his 
hand  and  a  small  pair  of  saddle-bags  on  his  arm.  Mrs. 
Gray  stood  at  one  side  of  the  bed,  and  Mrs.  Livermore 
at  the  other,  and  the  doctor  laid  his  hat  and  saddle- 
bags on  the  table  that  stood  by  the  window,  and  stepped 
immediately  to  the  bed-side. 

"Miss  Gray,  are  you  sick?"  said  the  doctor,  taking 
the  hand  of  the  patient. 

No  answer  or  look  from  the  patient  gave  any  indica- 
tion that  she  had  heard  the  question. 

"  How  long  has  she  been  ill  ?"  said  the  doctor. 

"  Ever  since  mornln',"  said  Mrs.  Gray.  "  She  got 
up  with  a  head-ache,  jest  after  her  father  went  away 
to  market,  and  smart  pains  inside,  and  she's  been 
growin'  worse  all  day." 

"And  what  have  you  given  her?"  said  the  doctor. 

"Nothing,  but  arb-drink,"  said  Mrs.  Gray ;  "  when- 
ever she  felt  worse,  I  made  her  take  a  good  deal  of  arb- 
drink,  because  that,  you  know,  is  always  good,  doctor. 
And  besides,  when  it  can't  do  no  good,  it  would  do  no 
hurt." 

"  But  what  sort  of  drinks  have  you  given  her?"  said 
the  doctor. 

"  Well,  I  give  her  most  all  sorts,  for  we  had  a  plenty 
of  'em  in  the  house,"  said  Mrs  Gray.  "I  give  her 
sage,  and  peppermint,,  and  sparemint,  and  cammer- 
mile,  and  pennyryal,  and  motherwort,  and  balm  ;  you 
know,  balm  is  very  cool  in',  doctor,  and  sometimes 
she'd  be  very  hot,  and  then  I'd  make  her  drink  a  good 
dose  of  balm." 

"  Give  me  a  candle,"  said  the  doctor. 

The  deacon  brought  a  candle  and  held  it  over  the 

patient's  head.    The  doctor  opened  her  mouth  and  ex- 

-  amined  it  carefully  for  the  space  of  a  minute.    He  felt 

•  her  pulse  another  minute,  and  looked  again  into  her 

-mouth. 

"Low  pulse,  but  heavy  and  labored  respiration," 
•aid  the  doctor. 

"  What  do  you  think  alls  her?"  said  Mrs.  Gray.  ' 

The  doctor  shook  his  head. 

?•  Do  you  think  you  can  give  her  anything  to  help 
her?"  said  the  deacon  anxiously 

The  doctor  looked  very  grave,  and  fixed  his  eyes 
-thoughtfully  on  the  patient  for  a  minute,  but  made  no 
"reply  to  the  deacon's  question. 

"  Why  didn't  you  send  for  me  sooner?"  at  last  said 
the  doctor,  turning  to  Mrs.  Gray. 


"  Because  I  thought  my  arb-drink  would  help  her, 
and  so  I  kept  trying  it  all  day  till  it  got  to  be  dark,  and 
then  she  got  to  be  so  bad  I  didn't  dare  to  leave  her  tffl 
Mr.  Gray  got  home." 

"It's  a  great  pity,"  said  the  doctor,  turning  from  tfas 
bed  to  the  table  and  opening  his  saddle-bags.  "  Thou- 
sands and  thousands  of  lives  are  lost  only  by  delaying 
to  send  for  medical  advice  till  It  is  too  late;  thousands 
that  might  have  been  saved  as  well  as  not,  if  only  taken 
in  season." 

"  But,  doctor,  yon  don't  think  it's  too  late  for  Polly, 
do  you  ?"  said  Mrs.  Gray. 

"  I  think  her  case,  to  say  the  least,  is  extremely 
doubtful,"  said  the  doctor.  "  Her  appearance  is  very 
remarkable.  Whatever  her  disease  is,  it  has  made 
such  progress,  and  life  is  so  nearly  extinct,  that  it  b 
impossible  to  tell  what  were  the  original  symptoms, 
and  consequently  what  applications  are  best  to  be 
made." 

"Well,  now  doctor,"  said  Mrs.  Livermore,  "excuse 
me  for  speakln ;  but  I'm  a  good  deal  older  than  you 
are,  and  have  seen  a  great  deal  of  sickness  in  my  day, 
and  I've  been  in  here  with  Polly  a  number  of  times  to- 
day, and  sometimes  this  evening,  and  I'm  satisfied, 
doctor,  there's  something  the  matter  of  her  insides." 

"Undoubtedly,"  said  the  doctor,  looking  very  grave. 

This  new  hint  from  Msr.  Livermore  seemed  to  give 
Mrs.  Gray  new  hope,  and  she  appealed  again  to  the 
doctor. 

"Well,  now  doctor,"  said  she,  "don't  you  think 
Mrs.  Livermore  has  the  right  of  it  ?" 

"Most  unquestionably,"  said  the  doctor. 

"  Well,  then,  doctor,  if  you  should  give  her  some- 
thing that's  pretty  powerful  to  operate  Inwardly,  don't 
you  think  it  might  help  her  ?" 

"  It  might,  and  it  might  not,"  said  the  doctor;  "the 
powers  of  life  are  so  nearly  exhausted,  I  must  tell  you 
frankly  I  have  very  little  hope  of  being  able  to  rally 
them.  There  is  not  life  enough  left  to  indicate  the 
disease  or  show  the  remedies  that  are  wanted.  Ap- 
plications now  must  be  made  entirely  in  the  dark,  and 
leave  the  effect  to  chance." 

At  this,  Mrs.  Livermore  took  the  candle  and  was 
proceeding  to  remove  it  from  the  room,  when  the  doc- 
tor, perceiving  her  mistake,  called  her  back.  He  did 
not  mean  to  administer  the  medicine  literally  in  a  dark 
room,  but  simply  in  a  state  of  darkness  and  ignorance 
as  to  the  nature  of  the  disease.  It  was  a  very  strange 
case;  it  was  certain  life  could  hold  out  but  a  short  time 
longer;  he  felt  bound  to  do  something,  and  therefore 
proceeded  to  prepare  such  applications  and  remedies 
as  his  best  judgment  dictated.  These  were  adminis- 
tered without  confidence,  and  their  effect  awaited  with 
painful  solicitude.  They  either  produced  no  percep- 
tible effect  at  all,  or  very  different  from  the  ordinary 
results  of  such  applications. 

"  I  should  like,"  said  Doctor  Longley  to  the  deacon, 
"  to  have  you  call  in  Doctor  Stubbs;  this  Is  a  very  ex- 
traordinary case,  and  I  should  prefer  that  some  other 
medical  practitioner  might  be  present." 

The  deacon  accordingly  hastened  to  call  Doctor 
Stubbs,  a  young  man  who  had  come  into  the  place  a 
short  time  before,  with  a  high  reputation,  but  not  a 
favorite  with  the  deacon  and  his  family,  on  account  of 
his  being  rather  fresh  from  college  and  full  of  modern 
innovations. 

After  Doctor  Stubbs  had  examined  the  patient,  and 
made  various  inquiries  of  the  Dually,  he  and  Doctor 
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Longley  held  a  brief  consultation.  Their  united  wis- 
dom, however,  was  not  sufficient  to  throw  any  light 
upon  the  case  or  to  afford  any  relief. 

"  Have  you  thought  of  poison  1"  said  Doctor  Long- 
ley. 

"Yes,"  said  Doctor  Stubbs,  "but  there  are  certain 
indications  in  the  case,  which  forbid  that  altogether. 
Indeed,  I  can  form  no  satisfactory  opinion  about  it ;  it 
la  the  most  anomalous  case  I  ever  knew." 

Before  their  conference  was  brought  to  a  close,  the 
deacon  called  them,  saying  he  believed  Polly  was  a 
going.  They  came  into  the  room  and  hastened  to  the 
bed-side. 

u  Yes,"  said  Doctor  Stubbs,  looking  at  the  patient, 
"those  are  dying  struggles;  in  a  short  time  all  her 
troubles  in  this  life  will  be  over." 

The  patient  sunk  gradually  and  quietly  away,  and 
in  the  course  of  two  hours  after  the  arrival  of  Doctor 
Stubbs,  all  signs  of  life  were  gone. 

"The  Lord's  will  be  done,"  said  the  deacon,  as  he 
stood  by  the  bed  and  saw  her  chest  heave  for  the  last 
time. 

Mrs.  Gray  sat  in  the  corner  of  the  room  with  her 
apron  to  her  face  weeping  aloud.  Old  Mrs.  Livermore 
and  two  other  females,  who  had  been  called  id  during 
the  night,  were  already  busily  employed  in  preparing 
for  laying  out  the  corpse. 

It  was  about  daybreak  when  the  two  doctors  left  the 
house  and  started  for  home. 

"  Very  singular  case,"  said  Doctor  Stubbs,  who  spoke 
with  more  ease  and  freedom,  now  that  they  were  out 
of  the  way  of  the  afflicted  family.  "We  ought  not  to 
give  it  up  so,  doctor;  we  ought  to  follow  this  case  up 
till  we  ascertain  what  was  the  cause,  of  her  death. 
What  say  to  a  post  mortem  examination  V 

"I  always  dislike  them,"  said  Doctor  Longley; 
"they  are  ugly  uncomfortable  jobs;  and  besides,  I 
donbt  whether  the  deacon's  folks  would  consent  to  it." 

M  It  is  important  for  us,  as  well  as  for  the  cause  of 
the  science,"  said  Doctor  Stubbs,  "  that  something 
should  be  done  about  it.  We  are  both  yeung,  and  it 
may  have  an  injurious  bearing  upon  our  reputation  if 
we  are  not  able  to  give  any  explanation  of  the  case.  I 
consider  my  reputation  at  stake  as  well  as  yours,  as  I 
was  called  in  for  consultation.  There  will  doubtless 
be  an  hundred  rumors  afloat,  and  the  older  physicians, 
who  look  upon  us,  you  know,  with  rather  an  evil  eye, 
will  be  pretty  sure  to  lay  hold  of  the  matter  and  turn  it 
greatly  to  our  disadvantage,  if  we  cannot  show  facts 
for  our  vindication.  The  deacon's  folks  must  consent, 
and  you  had  better  go  down  after  breakfast  and  have  a 
talk  with  the  deacon  about  it." 

Doctor  Longley  felt  the  force  of  the  reasoning  and 
consented  to  go.  Accordingly,  after  breakfast,  he  re- 
turned to  Deacon  Gray's,  and  kindly  offered  his  set- 
-vices,  if  there  was  any  assistance  he  could  render  in 
making  preparations  for  the  funeral.  The  deacon  felt 
much  obliged  to  him,  but  didn't  know  as  there  was 
anything  for  which  they  particularly  needed  his  assist- 
ance. The  doctor  then  broached  the  subject  of  the 
▼ery  sudden  and  singular  death  of  Polly,  and  how  im- 
portant it  was  for  the  living  that  the  causes  of  such  a 
sudden  death  should,  if  possible,  be  ascertained,  and 
delicately  hinted  that  the  only  means  of  obtaining  this 
information,  so  desirable  for  the  benefit  of  the  science 
and  so  valuable  for  all  living,  was  by  opening  and  ex- 
amining the  body  after  death. 
At  this  the  deacon  looked  up  at  him  with  such  an 


awful  expression  of  holy  horror,  that  the  doctor  saw  at 
once  it  would  be  altogether  useless  to  pursue  the  subject 
further.  Accordingly,  after  advising,  on  account  of 
the  warm  weather  and  the  patient  dying  suddenly  and 
in  full  blood,  not  to  postpone  the  funeral  later  than  that 
afternoon,  the  doctor  took  his  leave. 

"  Well,  what  is  the  result?"  said  Doctor  Stubbs,  as 
Doctor  Longley  entered  his  door. 

"Oh,  as  I  expected,"  said  Doctor  Longley.  "The 
moment  I  hinted  at  the  subject  to  the  deacon,  I  saw 
by  his  looks,  if  It  were  to  save  his  own  life  and  the 
lives  of  all  his  friends,  he  never  would  consent  to  it." 

"  Well,  'tis  astonishing,"  said  Doctor  Stubbs,  "  that 
people  who  have  common  sense  should  have  so  little 
sense  on  a  subject  of  this  kind.  I  won't  be  baffled  so, 
Doctor  Longley ;  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do.  What  time 
is  she  to  be  buried  ?" 

"  This  afternoon."  said  Doctor  Longley. 

"In  the  burying  ground  by  the  old  meeting  house 
up  the  road,  I  suppose,"  said  Doctor  Stubbs. 

"  Yes,  undoubtedly,"  replied  Doctor  Longley. 

"  Well,  I'll  have  that  corpse  taken  up  this  night,  and 
you  may  depend  upon  it,"  said  Doctor  Stubbs.  "I'll 
not  only  ascertain  the  cause  of  her  death,  but  I  want 
a  subject  for  dissection,  and  she  having  died  so  sud- 
denly will  make  an  excellent  one. 

Doctor  Longley  shuddered  a  little  at  the  bold  project' 
of  Doctor  Stubbs.  "  You  know,  doctor,  there  is  a  law 
against  it,"  said  he,  "  and  besides,  the  burying  ground 
is  in  such  a  lonely  place  and  surrounded  by  woods,  I 
don't  believe  you  can  find  anybody  with  nerve  enough 
to  go  there  and  take  up  a  newly  buried  corpse  in  the 
night." 

" Let  me  alone  for  that,"  said  Doctor  Stubbs.  "I 
know  a  chap  that  would  do  it  every  night  in  the  week 
if  I  wanted  him  to;  a  friend  of  mine  down  there  in  the 
college,  in  the  senior  class.  He  has  nerve  enough  to- 
go  anywhere,  and  is  up  to  a  job  of  this  kind  at  any 
time.  The  business  is  all  arranged,  doctor,  and  I  shall 
go  through  with  it.  Joe  Palmer  is  the  man  for  It,  and 
Rufus  Barnes  will  go  with  him.  I'd  go  myself,  but  ft 
would  be  more  prudent  for  me  to  be  at  home,  for  in 
case  of  accident,  and  the  thing  should  be  discovered, 
suspicion  would  be  likely  to  fall  on  me,  and  it  would 
be  Important  for  me  to  be  able  to  prove  where  I  was. 
Rufus  must  go  to  the  funeral  and  see  whereabouts  the 
corpse  is  buried,  so  he  can  find  the  place  in  a  dark 
night,  and  I  shall  have  to  go  down  to  the  college  the 
first  of  the  evening  after  Joe  myself,  and  get  him  started, 
and  then  come  right  home,  and  stay  at  home,  so  that 
I  can  prove  an  alibi  in  case  of  any  question.  Don't  I 
understand  it,  doctor  V 

"  Yes,  full  well  enough,"  said  Doctor  Longley,  "but 
I  had  rather  you  would  be  in  the  scrape  than  I  should.11 

That  evening,  half  an  hour  after  dark,  there  was  a 
light  rap  at  Joe  Palmer's  door  in  the  third  story  of  one 
of  the  college  buildings.  The  door  was  partly  open, 
and  Joe  said,  "  come  in."  No  one  entered,  but  in  a 
few  moments  the  rap  was  heard  again.  "  Come  in," 
said  Joe.  Still  no  one  entered.  Presently  a  figure, 
concealed  under  a  cloak  and  with  muffled  face,  ap- 
peared partly  before  the  door,  and  said  something  in  a 
low  voice.  Joe  looked  wild  and  agitated.  Some  col" 
lege  scrape,  he  thought,  but  what  was  the  nature  of  it 
he  could  not  divine.  The  figure  looked  mysterious. 
Presently  the  voice  was  heard  again,  and  understood 
to  utter  the  word  Palmer.  Joe  was  still  more  agitated, 
and  looked  at  his  chum  most  inquiringly.    His  chum 
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stepped  to  the  door  and  asked  what  was  wanting 
The  figure  drew  back  into  the  darkness  of  the  hall,  and 
answered  in  a  faint  voice,  that  he  wanted  Palmer.  At 
last  Palmer  screwed  his  resolution  up  to  the  sticking 
point  and  ventured  as  far  as  the  doer,  while  his  chum 
stepped  back  into  the  room.  The  figure  again  came 
forward  and  whispered  to  Palmer  to  come  out,  for  he 
wanted  to  speak  with  him. 

"  But  who  are  you?"  said  Palmer. 

The  figure  partially  uncovered  his  face,  and  whisper- 
ed, "  Doctor  Stubbs." 

Palmer  at  once  recognized  him,  and  stepped  back  as 
bold  as  a  lion,  and  took  his  hat  and  went  out.  In  a 
lew  minutes  he  returned  and  told  His  chum,  with  ra- 
ther a  mysterious  air,  that  he  was  going  out  with  a 
friend  to  be  gone  two  or  three  hours,  that  he  need  not 
feel  uneasy  about  him,  and  might  leave  the  door  un- 
fastened for  him  till  he  returned. 

Doctor  Stubbs,  having  given  Joe  and  Rufus  full  di- 
rections how  to  proceed,  telling  them  to  get  a  large 
wide  chaise,  so  that  they  could  manage  to  carry  the 
Corpse  conveniently,  and  informing  them  where  they 
could  find  spades  and  shovels  deposited  by  the  side  of 
the  road  for  the  purpose,  left  them  and  hastened  home. 

"Well  now,  Rufe,"  said  Joe,  "  we'll  just  go  over  to 
Jake  Rider's  and  get  one  of  his  horses  and  chaise. 
But  we  needn't  be  in  a  hurry,  for  we  don't  want  to  get 
there  much  before  midnight;  and  we'll  go  into  the 
•tore  here  and  get  a  drink  of  brandy  to  begin  with,  for 
this  kind  of  business  needs  a  little  stimulus." 

Having  braced  their  nerves  with  a  drink  of  brandy, 
they  proceeded  to  Jacob  Rider's. 

"  Jake,  give  us  a  horse  and  chaise  to  take  a  ride 
three  or  four  hours,"  said  Joe.  "  You  needn't  mind 
•etting  up  for  us;  we'll  put  the  horse  up  when  we 
come  back,  and  take  good  care  of  him ;  we  know  where 
to  put  him.  We  don't  want  a  nag;  an  old  steady 
horse  that  will  give  us  an  easy  pleasant  ride." 

"  Old  Tom  is  jest  the  hone  you  want,"  said  Jacob, 
"  and  there's  a  good  easy  going  chaise." 

"That  chaise  isn't  wide  enough,"  said  Joe;  "give 
ns  the  widest  one  you've  got" 

11  But  that's  plenty  wide  enough  for  two  to  ride  in," 
•aid  Jacob ;  "  I  don't  see  what  you  want  a  wider  chaise 
than  that  for." 

"Ob,  1  like  to  hare  a  plenty  of  elbow  room,"  said 
Joe. 

"Maybe  yon  are  going  to  hare  a  lady  to  ride  with 
yon,"  said  Jacob. 

Joe  laughed,  and  whispered  to  Rufus  that  Jake  had 
hit  nearer  the  mark  than  he  was  awarg  o£ 

Jacob  selected  another  chaise.  "  There  is  one,"  said 
he,  "  wide  enough  for  three  to  ride  in,  and  even  four 
apona  pinch." 

"  That'll  do,"  said  Joe  j  «  now  pat  in  old  Tom." 

The  horse  was  soon  harnessed,  and  Joe  and  Rufus 
jumped  into  the  chaise  and  drove  off. 

"  Confound  these  college  chaps,"  said  laeob  to  him- 
•elf  aa  they  drove  out  of  the  yard ;  "  they  are  always 
•  Sky-larkio'  somewhere  or  other.  There's  one  thing 
Ink  thoagh,  they  pay  me  well  for  my  horses.  But 
these  two  fellows  wanting  such  a  broad  chaise  t  they 
•re  going  to  have  a  real  frolic  somewhere  to  night 
I've  a  plaguy  good  mind  to  jump  on  to  one  of  the  nor 
See  and  foHow,  and  see  what  sort  of  snuff  they  are  up 
to.  It's  so  dark  I  could  do  it  just  as  well  as  not,  with 
•at  the  least  danger  of  their  seeing  me." 


No  sooner  thought  than  done.  Jske  at  once  moun- 
ted one  of  his  horses,  and  followed  the  chaise.  There 
was  no  moon,  and  the  night  was  cloudy  and  dark ;  bet 
a  slight  rattle  in  one  of  the  wheels  of  the  chaise  ena- 
bled him  easily  to  follow  it,  though  entirely  oat  of 
sight.  Having  gone  about  two  miles  the  chaise  stop- 
ped at  the  corner,  about  a  hundred  rods  from  the  house 
of  Dr.  Stubbs.  Jake  got  off  and  hitched  his  horse, 
and  crept  carefully  along  by  the  side  of  the  fence  to 
see  what  was  done  there.  By  stooping  down  and 
looking  up  against  a  clear  patch  of  the  sky,  he  couM 
see  one  of  the  two  leave  the  chaise  and  go  to  the  fence 
by  the  side  of  the  road,  and  return  again,  carrying 
something  in  his  arms  to  the  chaise.  He  repeated 
this  opetation  twice ;  but  what  he  carried  Jake  could 
not  discern.  Perhaps  it  might  be  some  baskets  of  re- 
freshments. They  were  going  off  to  some  house  to 
have  a  frolic.  The  chaise  moved  on  again,  and  Jake 
mounted  his  horse  and  followed.  They  went  up  the 
road  till  they  came  to  the  old  meeting  house  ;  they 
passed  it  a  little,  and  came  against  the  old  bury  log 
ground.  The  chaise  stopped  and  Jake  stopped.  The 
chaise  stood  still  for  the  space  of  about  five  minutes, 
and  there  was  not  the  least  sound  to  be  heard  in  any 
direction.  At  last,  from  the  little  rattle  of  the  chaise 
wheel,  he  perceived  they  were  moving  at  a  moderate 
walk.  They  came  to  the  corner  of  the  burying  ground, 
and  turned  a  little  out  of  the  road  and  stopped  the 
chaise  under  the  shadow  of  a  large  spreading  tree, 
where  it  could  not  be  perceived  by  any  one  passing  in 
the  road,  even  should  the  clouds  brush  away  and  leave 
it  starlight. 

"  It  is  very  odd,"  thought  Jake,  "that  they  should 
stop  at  such  a  place  as  this  in  a  dark  night;  the  last 
place  in  the  world  I  should  think  of  stopping  at." 

Jake  dismounted  and  hitched  his  horse  a  little  dis- 
tance, and  crept  carefully  up  to  watch  the  movements. 
They  took  something  out  of  the  chaise,  passed  along 
by  the  fence,  went  through  the  little  gate,  and  entered 
the  burying  ground.  Here  a  new  light  seemed  to  flash 
upon  Jake's  mind. 

**l  hope  no  murder  has  been  committed,"  thought 
he  to  himself;  "but  it's  pretty  clear  something  is  to  be 
buried  here  to  night  that  the  world  must  know  nothing 
about." 

Jake  was  perplexed,  and  in  doubt  as  to  what  he 
ahould  do.  He  had  some  conscience,  and  felt  as  thoagh 
he  ought  to  investigate  the  matter,  and  put  a  atop  to 
the  business  if  anything  very  wicked  was  goiug  on. 
But  then  there  were  other  considerations  that  weighed 
on  the  other  side.  If  murder  had  been  committed  it 
was  within  the  range  of  possibility,  and  not  very  un- 
reasonable to  suppose,  that  murder  might  be  commit- 
ted again  to  conceal  it.  There  were  two  of  them,  and 
he  was  alone.  It  might  not  be  entirely  safe  for  him  to 
interfere.  He  would  hardly  care  to  be  thrown  into  a 
grave  and  buried  there  that  night.  And  then,  again, 
Jake  was  avaricious,  and  wouldn't  care  to  break  friends 
with  those  college  fellows,  for  they  paid  him  a  good 
deal  of  money.  On  the  whole,  he  was  resolved  to 
keep  quiet  and  see  the  end  of  the  matter. 

Joe  and  Rufus  walked  two-thirds  of  the  way  across 
the  burying  ground  and  stopped.  Jake  followed  at  a 
careful  distance,  and  when  he  found  they  had  stopped, 
he  crept  slowly  up  on  the  darkest  side,  so  near  that, 
partly  by  sight  and  partly  by  sound,  he  could  discover 
what  took  place.  There  was  not  a  loud  word  spoken, 
though  he  occasionally  heard  them  whisper  to  each 
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other.    Then  he  heard  the  sound  of  shovels  and  the 
moving  of  gravel. 

"It  Is  true/1  said  Jake  to  himself,  "  they  are  digging 
a  grave!"  and  the  cold  sweat  started  on  his  forehead. 
Still  he  resolved  to  he  quiet  and  see  It  all  through. 
Once  or  twice  they  stopped  and  seemed  to  be  listen- 
ing, as  though  they  thought  they  heard  some  noise. 
Then  he  could  hear  them  whisper  to  each  other,  but 
could  not  understand  what  they  said.  After  they  had 
been  digging  and  throwing  out  gravel  some  time,  he 
heard  a  sound  like  the  light  knock  of  a  shovel  upon 
the  lid  of  a  coffin. 

"  Take  care,"  said  Joe,  in  a  very  loud  whisper,  "it'll 
never  do  to  make  such  a  noise  as  that ;  it  could  be 
heard  almost  half  a  mile ;  do  be  more  careful." 

Again  they  pursued  their  work,  and  occasionally  a 
hollow  sound  like  a  shovel  scraping  over  a  coffin  was 
heard.  At  length  their  work  of  throwing  out  gravel 
seemed  to  be  completed ;  and  then  there  was  a  pause 
for  some  time,  interrupted  occasionally  by  sounds  of 
screwing,  and  wedging,  and  wrenching;  and  at  last 
they  seemed  to  be  lifting  some  heavy  substance  out  of 
the  grave.  They  carried  it  toward  the  gate.  Jake 
was  lying  almost  upon  the  ground,  and  as  they  passed 
near  him,  he  could  perceive  they  J  were  carrying  some 
-white  object  about  the  length  and  size  of  a  corpse. 
They  went  out  at  the  gate  and  round  to  the  chaise; 
«nd  presently  they  returned  again,  and  appeared  by 
their  motions  and  the  sound  to  be  filling  up  the  grave. 
Jake  took  this  opportunity  to  go  and  examine  the 
chaise;  and  sure  enough  he  found  there  a  full-sized 
corpse,  wrapped  in  a  white  sheet,  lying  in  the  centre 
*f  the  chaise,  the  feet  resting  on  the  floor,  the  body 
feanfag  across  the  seat,  and  the  head  resting  against 
the  centre  of  the  back  part  of  the  chaise. 

"  Only  some  scrape  of  the  Doctor's,  after  all,"  said 
Jake  to  himself,  who  now  began  to  breathe  somewhat 
easier  than  he  had  done  for  some  time  past.  "  But  it's 
rather  shameful  business,  though ;  this  must  be  Dea- 
con Gray's  daughter,  I'm  sure ;  and  It's  a  shame  to 
treat  the  eld  man  in  this  shabby  kind  of  way.  I'll 
pnt  a  stop  to  this,  anyhow.  Polly  Gray  was  too  good 
a  sort  of  a  gal  to  be  chopped  up  like  a  quarter  of  beef, 
according  to  my  way  of  thinking,  and  it  shan't  be." 

Jake  then  lifted  the  corpse  out  of  the  chaise,  carried 
it  a  few  rods  farther  from  the  road,  laid  it  down,  took 
off  the  winding  sheet,  wrapped  it  carefully  round  him- 
self, went  back  and  got  into  the  chaise,  and  placed 
himself  exactly  in  the  position  in  which  the  corpse 
had  been  left  He  had  remained  in  that  situation  but 
a  short  time  before  Joe  and  Rufus,  having  filled  up  the 
grave  and  made  all  right  there,  came  and  seated  them- 
selves in  the  chaise,  one  on  each  side  of  the  corpse, 
and  drove  slowly  and  quietly  off. 

"I'm  glad  it's  over,"  said  Rufus,  fetching  a  long 
breath.  "  My  heart's  been  in  my  mouth  the  whole 
time.  I  thought  I  heard  somebody  coming  half  a  do- 
zen times;  and  then  it's  such  a  dismal,  gloomy  place 
too.  You  wouldn't  catch  me  there  again,  in  such  a 
scrape,  I  can  tell  you." 

"  Well,  I  was  calm  as  clock-work  the  whole  time," 
said  Joe.  "  You  should  have  such  pluck  as  I've  got, 
Rufe;  nothing  ever  frightens  me." 

At  that  moment  the  chaise  wheel  struck  a  stone, 
and  caused  the  corpse  to  roll  suddenly  against  Joe. 
He  clapped  op  his  hand  to  push  it  a  little  back,  and  in- 
stead of  a  cold  clammy  corpse,  he  felt  his  hand  press- 
ed against  a  warm  face  of  live  flesh.    As  quick  as 


though  he  had  been  struck  by  lightning,  Joe  dropped 
the  reins,  and  with  one  bound  sprang  a  rod  from  the 
chaise  and  ran  for  his  life.  Rufus,  without  knowing 
the  cause  of  this  strange  and  sudden  movement,  sprang 
from  the  other  side  with  almost  equal  agility,  and  fol- 
lowed Joe  with  his  utmost  speed.  They  scarcely 
stopped  to  take  breath  till  they  had  run  two  miles  and 
got  into  Joe's  room  at  the  college,  and  shut  the  door 
and  locked  themselves  in.  Here,  having  sworn  Joe's 
chum  to  secrecy,  they  began  to  discuss  the  matter. 
But  concerning  the  very  strange  warmth  of  the  corpse 
they  could  come  to  no  satisfactory  conclusion.  Whe- 
ther it  could  be,  that  they  had  not  actually  taken  up 
the  corpse  from  the  grave,  but  before  they  had  got 
down  to  it  some  evil  spirit  had  come  in  the  shape  of 
the  corpse  and  deceived  them,  or  whether  it  was  ac- 
tually the  corpse,  and  it  had  come  to  life,  or  whether 
it  was  the  ghost  of  Polly  Gray,  were  questions  they 
could  not  decide.  They  agreed,  however,  to  go  the 
next  morning  by  sunrise  on  to  the  ground,  and  sea 
what  discoveries  they  could  make. 

When  Jacob  Rider  found  himself  alone  In  the  chaise, 
being  convinced  that  Joe  and  Rufus  would  not  come 
back  to  trouble  him  that  night,  he  turned  about  and 
drove  back  to  the  burying  ground. 

"  Now,"  said  Jake,  "  I  think  the  best  thing  I  can  do, 
for  all  concerned,  is  to  put  Polly  Gray  back  where  she 
belongs,  and  there  let  her  rest." 

Accordingly  Jake  went  to  work  and  opened  the  grate 
again,  carried  the  corpse  and  replaced  It  as  well  as  ha 
could,  and  filled  up  the  grave  and  rounded  it  off  in 
good  order.  He  then  took  his  horses  and  chaise  and 
returned  home,  well  satisfied  with  his  night's  work. 

The  next  morning,  some  time  before  sunrise,  and 
before  any  one  was  stirring  in  the  neighborhood,  Joe 
and  Rufus  were  at  the  old  burying  ground.  They  went 
round  the  inclosure,  went  to  the  tree  where  they  had 
fastened  the  horse,  and  looked  on  every  side,  but  dis- 
covered nothing.  They  went  through  the  gate,  and 
across  to  the  grave  where  they  had  been  the  night  be* 
fore.  The  grave  looked  all  right,  as  though  it  had  not 
been  touched  since  the  funeral.  They  could  see  no- 
thing of  the  horse  or  chaise,  and  they  concluded  if  the 
corpse  or  evil  spirit,  or  whatever  it  was  in  the  chaise,, 
had  left  the  horse  to  himself,  he  probably  found  his 
way  directly  home.  They  thought  it  best  therefore 
immediately  to  go  and  see  Jake,  and  make  some  kind 
of  an  explanation.  So  they  went  over  immediately  to 
Jake's  stable,  and  found  the  horse  safe  in  his  stall* 
Presently  Jake  made  his  appearance. 

"  Well,  your  confounded  old  horse,"  said  Joe, 
"  wouldn't  stay  hitched  last  night.  He  left  us  in  the 
lurch,  and  we  had  to  come  home  afoot.  1  see  he's 
come  home,  though.  Chaise  all  right,  I  hope." 
"Yes,  all  right,"  said  Jake. 
"Well,  how  much  for  the  ride,"  said  Joe,  "seeing 
we  didn't  ride  but  one  way  V 

"  Seeing  you  rode  part  way  back,"  said  Jake,  "I 
shall  charge  you  fifty  dollars." 

Joe  started  and  looked  round,  but  a  knowing  leer  in 
Jake's  eye  convinced  him  it  was  no  joke.  He  handed 
Jake  the  fifty  dollars,  at  the  same  time  placing  his 
finger  emphatically  across  his  lips ;  and  Jake  took  the 
fifty  dollars,  whispering  in  Joe's  ear,  "  dead  folks  tell 
no  tales."  Jake  then  put  his  finger  across  bis  lips,  and 
Joe  and  Rufus  bade  him  good  morning. 


Ths  man  who  watches  by  night  rejoices  by  day. 
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THE  DEATH  SHIP. 


THE  8PELL  OP  SLEEP. 

BT    MRS.   MATILDA  P.    HURT. 

Hctsh'd  be  the  throb  of  memory,  and  still'd  the  voice 

of  care, 
And  silent  be  the  welling  forth  of  the  low  breath  of 

prayer ; 
Let  Hope  her  aspirations  cease—let  Fear  forsake  the 

breast, 
And  Fancy  fold  her  tireless  wing,  and  Passion  sink  to 

rest. 

Let  the  no  longer  "fabled  stream"  of  Lethe  gently 

flow, 
And  veil  beneath  its  shrouding  wave  the  forms  of  joy 

and  wo ; 
Let  love  and  hatred  pass  away— let  thoughts  forget  to 

soar, 
And  mirthfulness  and  murmurlngs  awake  the  lips  no 

more. 

Let  the  pained  head,  the  weary  frame,  recline  in  blest 

repose, 
And  let  the  laughter-beaming  eye  in  placid  calmness 

close; 
Let  life,  with  all  its  moving  powers,  lie  down  as  If  in 

death, 
All  save  the  softly  beating  pulse,  and  lightly  heaving 

breath. 
For  the  Rover— June,  1844. 

THE  DEATH  SHIP. 

On»  morning  in  the  month  of  August,  182-,  his  Ma- 

jetty's  brig  R was  becalmed  in  the  narrow  strait 

that  divides  the  beautiful  Isle  of  Scio  from  the  main 
tend  of  Asia;  being  pretty  near  the  shore,  I  went  up 
into  the  maintop,  whence  the  island  presented  one  un- 
broken line  of*verdure,  from  the  shingly  beach  to  the 
summit  of  the  vine-clad  hills  that  stretch  from  end  to 
end.  Ravage  and  destruction  had,  however,  done  its 
work  here  during  the  preceding  year.  From  my  sta- 
tion in  the  top,  I  had  a  bird's-eye  view  of  the  town ; 
but  such  a  picture  of  desolation  I  never  before  witness- 
ed. The  batteries,  that  had  once  been  pretty  strong, 
were  nearly  In  ruins.  The  procrastinating  disposition 
of  the  Turks  prevented  their  adopting  any  measures  of 
defence  against  the  yet  ill-equipped  and  ill-manned 
aquadrons  of  Greece.  The  red  flag,  in  the  midst  of 
which  shone  the  crescent,  waved  over  the  ruins,  and 
at  the  peaks  of  two  or  three  small  armed  Turkish  ves- 
sels that  lay  in  the  bay.  Not  a  human  being  was  visi- 
ble, and  the  town  for  the  most  part  appeared  uninha- 
bited, if  It  might  be  judged  of  by  the  demolished  houses 
and  grass-grown  streets  that  met  the  eye  in  every  di- 
rection. The  hills  rose  with  a  gradual  ascent  behind 
the  ruined  city,  which  contrasted  sadly  with  their  lux- 
uriant appearance. 

It  was  a  delightful  morning.  The  sun  had  just  risen, 
and  shone  forth  in  all  the  brilliancy  of  an  eastern  clime, 
—the  azure  sky  was  reflected  from  the  clear  and  placid 
water,  unmoved  by  the  smallest  ripple.  While  gazing 
on  the  lovely  scene  before  me,  I  insensibly  fell  into  a 
train  of  reflection,  heedless  of  the  twitches  of  a  hungry 
stomach,  that  appealed  at  intervals  for  breakfast.  We 
were  cruizing  on  classic  ground.  Every  port  we  touch- 
ed at  on  this  delightful  station  was  replete  with  inter- 
est; we  had  visited  Malta  and  Calypso's  Isles,  «« the 
sister  tenants  of  the  middle  deep,"— had  bathed  in  St. 
Paul's  bay,  the  spot,  as  legends  tell,  where  that  emi- 


nent apostle  was  shipwrecked  ;  we  had  had  Patau* 
under  our  lee ;  but  this  isolated  rock  still  bore  the  palm 
of  greatest  attraction.  Here  the  beloved  of  oar  St- 
viour  wrote  the  prophetic  book  of  the  Revelations. 
The  city  before  me,  now  In  ruins,  was  one  of  those 
claiming  the  honor  of  being  the  birth-place  of  the  prince 
of  poets.  While  ruminating  on  these  events,  my  at- 
tention was  arrested  by  the  appearance  of  a  pecoJitr 
and  strange  character,  at  the  entrance  of  the  strait 
She  had  just  rounded  a  small  point  of  land,  and  teem- 
ed to  be  a  fore-and-aft  rigged  vessel  of  small  size,  bat 
under  no  command ;  her  boom  jibed  every  roll  she  took 
with  the  gentle  swell ;  her  gaff  hung  down  as  if  the 
peak  haulyards  had  been  cut,  and  her  fore-try-sail 
sheet  was  evidently  adrift  by  the  flapping  of  the  can- 
vas. 

"  Webb,"  cried  I,  addressing  the  man  at  the  mast- 
head, "  do  you  see  that  schooner-rigged  craft  outside 
there?  she  seems  to  be  adrift  somehow  or  other." 

"Where?  Oh,  aye,  I  sees  her  now;  she's  square 
looking  gigamaree  sort  of  a  thing;"  and  the  next  mo- 
ment he  hailed  the  deck  to  report  her. 

The  attention  of  the  entire  deck  was  now  attracted 
toward  the  strange  vessel;  the  officers reeonnoitered 
her  with  their  glasses;  the  Jacks  had  to  employ  thdr 
own  eyes,  but  this  did  not  prevent  them  from  passing 
their  various  opinions  on  what  she  was  likely  top/ore, 
Descending  from  aloft,  I  joined  the  latter,  and  listened 
to  the  following  dialogue  of  those  unsophisticated  sou 
of  the  sea. 

11  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,  my  mates,"  said  an  old  fore- 
castle man  of  the  name  of  Benton,  "  I  think  as  how  as 
that  'ere  craft  has  been  robbed  by  pirates;  and  Fa 
blest  if  we  shouldn't  root  'em  out  as  clean's  a  leet 
I'll  bet  any  man  a  week's  grog  to  a  tot,  that  all  iter 
crew' 8  been  made  to  walk  a  plank.'1 

"  For  my  part,"  said  a  foretopman,  "  I  likes  to  hare 
nothing  to  do  with  'em.  It's  always  sure  to  be  boat 
work,  and  that's  the  devil  and  all  for  knocking  a  poor 
devil  up— you  know  that  Why,  we  was  arter,  and 
took  a  polacre-rigged  craft  once  when  I  was  in  the  Se» 
ringapatam ;  and  after  chasing  her  a  whole  day,  we 
lost  eight  as  brave  fellows  as  ever  stepped  a  ship's  deck, 
in  boarding  the  cut-throat  rascals;  hang  me.  if  I 
wouldn't  sooner  be  in  an  action  a  whole  watch,  yard- 
arm  and  yard-arm,  with  a  slashing  frigate,  than  boon 
a  wild-goose  chase  for  a  day  or  two  in  an  open  boat, 
on  what  is  but  at  the  best  a  thief  taking  job.  'Sides, 
where's  the  honor  a  fellow  gets,  even  if  he  does  take 

'em?— what  are  they  but  a  parcel  of  d d thief ea? 

It's  enough  to  make  a  fellow  that  has  served  with  Nel- 
son and  Collingwood  quit  the  service  altogether;  what 
do  you  think,  old  Joe  ?" 

"  Just  the  'demical  same  thing,  bo',"  said  Joe  Ben- 
ton; "If  they,  had  seed  the  old  Victory  alongside  of 
the  Santis'maB  Trinidada,  the  21st  October,  they  might 
ha'  talked  about  honor  and  sich-like;  but  the  nary 
aint  the  same  now  as  when  you  and  I  were  shipmates 
last;  they've  got  patent  fids,  patent  capeterns,  patent 
locks  to  big  guns,  and  tuck  up  if  we  wont  soon  hare 
patent  captains!" 

The  strange  vessel  was  about  two  miles  distant,  and 
still  rolled  as  if  not  under  command ;  s  boat,  which! 
accompanied,  was  therefore  despatched  too  verhsw 
her.  The  beauty  of  the  morning,  and  calmness  of  toe 
sea,  enlivened  by  the  dash  of  the  oars,  had  an  e**®**' 
ting  effect ;  but  nil  eyes  were  suspiciously  directed  to- 
the  schooner.    Joe  Benton  showed  anything  but satir 
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Action ;  he  sat  with  the  tiller  in  his  hand,  growling 
something  about  ghost-hunting  expeditions ;  and  after 
fidgetdng  about  on  his  seat  some  time,  he  said  to  the 
midshipman, 

"I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,  Mr.  Murphy,  somehow  or 
other  I  doesn't  like  to  go  on  board  of  her  at  all." 

"  Why  not,  Benton  ?" 

"Ah,  Sir,  listen,  Sir;  many's  the  quare  things  I've 
heard  of  them  craft  as  goes  a  cruizing  without  ever  a 
hand  on  board ;  they  go  about  waiting,  Sir,  to  allude 
poor  Jacks.  Did  you  never  hear  of  the  Flying  Dutch- 
man, or  Dan  Dow'e  double?  'kase  they're  as  true  as 
the  sun  is  shining  on  the  water,  Sir." 

"I've  certainly  heard  of  the  Flying  Dutchman,  and 
r  ve  seen  some  pretty  rough  bits  of  breezes  on  the  Cape 
station,"  said  the  middy,  "but  as  for  old  tough  breech- 
es, I  must  say  I  never  had  the  pleasure ;  and  as  for 
Dan  Dow,  I  never  heard  of  him  in  my  life." 

"Och,  sowl,  Mister  Murphy,  an'  it's  nigh  time  you 
heard  of  it ;  it  was  the  most  miracoulousest  thing  as 
never  you  heard  before ;  sure  the  old  Diadem  Aiulk  ly- 
ing in  Hamoaze,  just  off  the  range  of  North  Corner  ? 
Well,  Dan  Dow  had  been  bo's'n  of  her  a  long  time, 
and  now  him  and  Sam  Stud  the  gunner,  and  old  Rose- 
wood the  carpenter,  were  kept  in  ordinary  on  board  of 
her,  with  the  whole  range  of  the  hulk's  decks  to. wal- 
lop about  in,  that  is,  if  they  could,  for  two  was  lame, 
and  Sam  was  a  smarter,  active  old  chap  than  the  other 
two,  and  did  all  the  active  duty,  you  know,  such  as  go- 
ing ashore  for  provisions  with  the  boy  in  their  boat, 
and  hauling  up  astern,  after  coming  on  board.  But 
Dan  Dow  was  blind  of  an  eye,  d'ye  see,  and  he'd  got  a 
reef  taken  in  his  starboard  leg,  on  account  of  a  splinter 
as  was  knocked  out  of  it  at  Copenhagen  Roads,  and 
he'd  got  a  kink  in  his  neck  by  something  of  the  same 
kind,  and  a  handle  to  his  face  for  all  the  world  like  a 
salamander ;  fa  strong  iron  bolt,  with  a  thick  bulbous 
head,  which,  made  red  hot,  is  used  for  firing  salutes,  or 
signal  guns :]  there  he  would  hop  about  the  spacious 
decks  of  the  Diadem,  and  into  every  deserted  cabin 
and  store-room  in  her;  and  when  he  got  groggy,  he'd 
get  down  to  the  orlop  deck,  and  never  budge  a  foot  till 
he  was  sober.  One  night  Dan,  as  usual,  was  down 
there,  and  not  a  soul  on  board  but  Rosewood  the  car- 
penter, 'kase  Sam  Stud  and  the  boy  war  ashore,  and 
he's  rather  dry,  so  he  wakes,  you  know,  and  who  does 

he  eee  standing  over  him  with  a  lantern,  but Oh, 

J !  Mary  1  holy  Paul!  who's  yon  looking  over  the 

bulwark  ?— now  only  look,  Sir !— if  yon  ben't  the  devil, 
I'm  bleat!" 

We  turned  our  heads  to  see  the  devil  that  had  inter- 
rupted old  Joe's  story.  I  looked,  but  saw  nothing,  till 
after  a  minute  or  two,  when  a  large  black  Newfound- 
land dog  popped  his  head  and  two  fore-paws  over  the 
gangway  netting. 

The  superstition  of  sailors  is  proverbial,  and  it  is 
well  known  that  a  black  dog  holds  a  very  prominent 
part  in  their  yarns  and  twisters,  as  an  agent  of  Beelze- 
bub; and  this  occurrence  happening  at  the  time,  to- 
gether with  the  deserted  appearance  of  the  vessel,  had 
such  an  effect  on  the  feelings  of  most  of  the  boat's 
crew,  that  they  actually  refused  to  pull  a  stroke,  till 
threatened  by  Murphy  with  being  reported  to  the  cap- 
tain, they  reluctantly  commenced  again,  and  with  ma- 
ny a  suspicious  glance  backward,  pulled  toward  the 
schooner. 

We  were  now  within  a  short  distance  of  the  stran- 


ger, when  Joe,  who  fidgetted  about  on  the  taffrail  of 
the  boat,  said, 

"  I'm  blest,  Mr.  Murphy,  if  I  likes  to  have  aught  to 
do  with  them  ere  kind  of craft— she's  not  lucky— she's 
clinker-built— devil  a  bit  of 'em." 

"  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,  Sir,  Mr.  Murphy,"  said  one 
Bill  Dennis,  an  Irishman  ;  "  is  it  you  that's  a  county 
Cork  man,  and  doesn't  know  the  natharal  consequensh 
of  going  on  board  a  vessel  commanded  by  the  dhevilt 
Och,  musha  grah  1  I  always  thought  an  Irishman  was 
careful  of  his  honor ;  and  bless  my  soul,  Sir,  where's 
the  honor  of  having  a  set-to  wid  such  an  old  soot-bag, 
when  it's  maybe  you  wont  get  a  good  rnalavadering, 
and  be  beat  black  and  blue,  and  as  many  colors  as  the 
rainbow,  and  niver  see  the  fist  as  does  it." 

"Hold  your  jaw,  Dennis,  or  I'll  hit  you  a  clip  with 
the  tiller,"  said  the  middy,  in  a  tone  that  silenced  fur- 
ther discussion.  So  forward  we  went,  rather  reluctant- 
ly, to  be  sure,  when  the  man  next  the  bow  oar,  on 
looking  round  with  a  suspicious  glance,  caught  a  crab, 
(a  technical  phrase  signifying  when  a  man's  oar  gets 
so  far  beneath  the  surface  that  he  cannot  recover  it, 
and  he  is  consequently  thrown  back  by  the  loom  of  the 
oar  acting  as  a  lever  against  his  breast,)  and  he  was 
thrown  back  on  the  thwart,  bellowing  like  a  bull ;  he 
was  soon  relieved,  and  giving  the  boat  a  sheer  along- 
side, it  was  "  In  bow  and  hook  on  by  the  main  chains.'r 

Follow  me,"  said  the  middy  to  Benton  and  some 
others,  "and  let's  see  who  is  in  her." 

If  old  Joe  had  a  pistol  snapped  in  his  teeth  he  would 
not  have  been  more  chop-fallen  than  at  this  salutation ; 
for  although  a  brave  old  fellow  in  every  other  respect, 
he  had  the  heart  of  a  chicken  when  he  thought  he  had 
to  deal  with  anything  supernatural. 

"Can't  you  come  along,  Benton,"  said  the  middy,, 
laughing ;  "  what  are  you  afraid  of,  man  7" 

This  made  Joe  start,  and  drawing  a  pistol  from  his 
belt,  he  followed  up  the  side,  saying, 

"Oh,  I  wish  I  was  in  the  old  Macedonian  again,  and 
out  of  this  infernal  ghost-hunting  nooker." 

A  solemn  silence  was  preserved  during  the  few  mi- 
nutes occupied  in  ascending  the  side,  and  we  found 
ourselves  standing  on  the  gangway,  gazing  about  us 
and  at  one  another,  awe-struck  by  the  death- like  still- 
ness that  reigned  throughout  the  vessel;  even  the 
black  dog  had  disappeared,  which  made  Benton  ten 
degrees  worse  than  he  was  before ;  all  the  quarter-deck 
was  strewed  with  canvas  and  straw,  as  if  a  number  of 
bales  had  been  unpacked,  and  here  and  there  were 
dark  marks  of  bare  feet. 

"  It's  blood  1"  exclaimed  Joe,  as  he  started  back,  af- 
ter examining  it,  and  casting  a  long  look  at  our  own 
ship,  that  was  now  rapidly  approaching  by  the  help  of 
her  long  sweeps,  "  the  vessel's  been  boarded  by  pirates* 
and  robbed,  and  all  her  crew  murdered !" 

On  descending  to  examine  the  cabin,  we  were  stop- 
ped at  the  foot  of  the  ladder  by  a  bale  of  silk  that  had 
been  ransacked ;  this  we  hauled  from  the  door,  and 
Murphy,  knocking,  waited  to  listen  if  any  one  would 
speak,  but  not  a  sound  was  heard  save  the  creaking  of 
tne  bulk-heads,  and  the  clattering  of  the  blocks  over- 
head ;  it  was  at  length  determined  to  force  open  the 
door.  This  done,  such  a  sight  1  such  a  scene  of  hor- 
ror presented  itself  as  I  ahall  never  forget,  and  is  still 
before  my  mind's  eye  as  at  that  moment  Round  the 
table  in  the  cabin  sat  bound,  every  one  to  a  chair,  the 
bodies  of  nine  men  and  two  women  1  in  such  a  man- 
gled state  that  I  turned  dizzy,  and  ran  upon  deck,  my 
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head  spun  round,  and  a  heavy  sickness  lay  at  my  heart, 
while  my  feeble  limbs  failed  to  support  me,  and  I  sat 
down  on  the  topmost  step  of  the  ladder  nearly  insensi- 
ble. Murphy  had  entered,  but  his  feet  slipping  in  the 
gore,  which  literally  covered  the  deck,  he  fell,  and  his 
hands  rested  in  the  thick  clammy  blood !  As  he  rush- 
ed past  me  on  the  ladder,  he  presented  a  most  ghastly 
appearance,  with  his  face,  hands  and  white  trousers 
deeply  dyed  with  the  purple  fluid.  When  he  could 
speak  he  shuddering  said, 

"  Good  God !  what  a  scene  is  here !  I've  been  in 
action  where  dozens  lay  around  me,  but  never  witness- 
ed so  sickening  a  sight  as  is  to  be  seen  in  that  charnel- 
house!" 

Another  party  of  the  boat's  crew,  with  Benton,  had 
descended  the  forescuttle,  whence  a  loud  cry  now 
reached  us,  with  the  discharge  of  a  pistol,  and  Webb 
and  Dennis  jumped  up  through  the  scuttle  gasping  for 
breath. 

"  O,  Lord !  is  your  throat  cut  too,  Sir?"  said  Webb, 
seeing  the  state  Murphy  was  in ;  "  there's  two  or  three 
poor  fellows  down  there  with  their  throats  cut  from 
clue  to  earing !" 

"  Aye,  and  by  Hosier's  ghost,  that's  a  man  that  ye 
never  drank  tay  wid,"  said  Dennis,  "  old  Joe  has.  lain 
down  to  keep  them  company;  he's  lying  there  kicking 
like  a  Kilkenny  cat  in  convulsions  I" 

"Is  he  dead,  say  you,  Dennis ?" 

"  No,  no,  Sir,  not  at  all,  'less  he  shot  himself  Instead 
of  the  ghost,  but  he's  dhevelish  frightened,  Sir,  for  d' 
ye  see,  Sir,  it  was  so  dark  that  we  could  see  never  no- 
thing at  all  but  blackness,  being  just  come  down  out 
ov  the  sun-bames ;  but  Joe  says,  *  Holy  Mary !  if  here 
fce'ant  a  man's  leg,'  and  at  that  moment  a  loud  yell  so 
Krag  and  melancholious  like  came  out  of  a  corner,  and 
Joe  giving  one  twenty  times  louder,  fired  his  pistol  and 
dropped  like  a  cock;  I  made  to  the  scuttle  again,  but 
my  brills  could  now  see  three  poor  fellows  'lying  wel- 
tering in  their  crimson  blood,'  as  the  song  says." 

As  soon  as  we  were  a  little  more  collected,  Murphy 
and  myself  returned  to  examine  the  cabin  of  this  de- 
voted vessel  more  minutely.  It  was  with  a  beating 
heart  I  went  down  the  ladder  and  entered  this  floating 
Golgotha.  As  I  mentioned  before,  the  men  were  each 
bound  to  a  chair,  and  three  or  four  of  them  had  their 
heads  lying  back,  that  showed  gashes  whence  had  is- 
sued the  stream  of  life.  The  two  ladies,  who  seemed 
to  be  mother  and  daughter,  the  latter  beautiful  in  the 
extreme,  if  we  might  judge  from  the  disfigured  remains, 
were  bound  back  to  back  on  two  chairs  lashed  togeth- 
er, and  strangled  with  a  rope  that  was  still  about  their 
necks:  this  was  the  most  pitiable  sight  of  all ;  the  old 
lady's  face  was  cut  in  several  places,  and.  the  protru- 
ding eye-balls  and  swollen  tongues  of  both  seemed 
even  more  hideous  than  the  pallid  corpses  that  sur- 
rounded the  table.  The  vessel  appeared  to  have  been 
a  French  merchant  schooner,  as  we  judged  by  several 
books  In  that  language  that  lay  scattered  around,  and 
must  have  been  attacked  in  the  night  by  a  pirate's 
crew,  for  the  whole  of  the  bodies  were  only  half  dress- 
ed, those  of  the  two  ladies  excepted :  they  must  have 
cooly  bound  them  to  the  chairs  and  placed  them  in 
mockery  round  the  table  after  butchering  them.  That 
this  dreadful  scene  had  been  enacted  by  some  Greek 
pirates  appeared  manifest,  for  in  one  corner  lay  a  skull- 
cap richly  embroidered,  and  peculiar  to  that  nation, 
and  a  yataghan  of  superior  workmanship  lay  on  the 
blood-stained  deck.    We  went  again  on  deck,  and  the 


boat's  recal  being  hoisted  in  the  brig,  as  she  wi 
at  hand,  we  pulled  on  board. 

Having  reported  the  situation  of  the  vessel,  the  cap- 
tain accompanied  us  back  for  the  purpose  of  seeing  the 
bodies  decently  wrapped  in  pieces  of  the  pack-sheet 
with  which  the  quarter-deck  was  strewed,  and  thrown 
overboard.  I  loosened  the  rope  from  the  necks  of  the 
Indies,  and  unbound  them  from  the  chairs,  but  aiill 
they  eat;  I  then  saw  that  the  young  one's  hand  firmly 
grasped  that  of  the  elder,  so  firm,  indeed,  that  some 
force  was  required  to  separate  them ;  the  snowy  neck 
of  the  young  lady  was  marked  with  the  fatal  cord,  and 
her  long  black  hair  hung  down  in  disorder  over  her 
swollen  and  ghastly  countenance;  6he  seemed  to  be 
not  more  than  eighteen ;  while  the  other,  whom  I  cook 
to  be  her  mother,  could  scarcely  have  reached  that  age 
when  female  beauty  is  on  the  wane;  we  spread  their 
long  hair  over  their  faces,  and  binding  them  together 
in  the  position  they  died  with  the  rope  that  strangled 
them,  proceeded  to  perform  the  same  office  for  the 
rest. 

One  of  the  men  was  of  a  noble,  commanding  figure, 
and  seemed  to  be  about  thirty,  fair-haired  and  Roman 
nose ;  his  shirt-collar  was  thrown  open,  and  ded  only 
with  a  ribbon,  but  dyed  of  the  same  sanguinary  hue  aa 
the  rest ;  nothing  was  left  to  say  who  the  persons  were, 
for  their  pockets  were  turned  inside  out,  every  locker 
and  drawer,  as  well  as  the  hold,  had  been  broken  open, 
and  everything  of  value  carried  off.  I  looked  at  the 
books,  but  could  not  discover  either  name  or  writing 
by  which  we  might  form  a  conjecture  respecting  the 
vessel. 

At  length  the  disgusting  job  was  finished.  Having 
bound  them  In  pairs  and  rolled  them  up  In  the  canvae, 
we  carried  them  on  deck  and  slipped  them  over  the 
gangway.  When  all  was  over,  the  captain  prepared  to 
get  into  the  boat  with  his  steward,  directing  the  Tea- 
sel to  be  taken  to  Malta,  retaining  the  boat's  crew  on 
board ;  and,  promising  to  send  provisions  on  board,  he 
shoved  off. 

We  now  turned  to  to  splice  the  gear,  and  wash  decks 
—this  was  done  in  a  couple  of  hours;  a  cask  of  beet, 
one  of  pork,  a  small  breaker  of  rum,  and  two  baga  of 
bread,  with  a  small  cask  of  vinegar,  having  come  on 
board,  we  in  part  washed  out  the  cabin,  and  with  the 
vinegar  rinsed  it  so  as  to  give  it  a  fresh  smell ;  and  the 
schooner  was  under  sail,  and  already  leaving  the  brig 
far  astern,  ere  we  recollected  that  old  Joe  must  still  be 
keeping  company  with  some  dead  bodies  on  the  fore- 
castle; and  there,  sure  enough,  we  found  him  lying  on 
his  face  in  fits,  and  It  was  not  till  after  a  smart  shaking 
that  he  recovered  and  got  on  deck,  when,  seeing  the 
vessel  with  a  fine  breeze  leaving  the  brig  astern,  he 
was  like  to  run  distracted  at  the  thoughts  of  running 
to  Malta  on  board  of  this  craft 

"O,  Lord !  O,  Lord!"  he  cried,  "what  shall  we  do? 
what  shall  we  do?" 

"Dhrink  grog,  to  be  sure!"  said  Dennis,  handing 
Joe  a  potful  of  brandy,  a  small  keg  of  which  we  had 
found  in  the  forecastle. 

Joe  took  a  long,  deep  and  heavy  draught,  and  be- 
came partially  resigned  to  his  fate,  though  he  swore 
the  devil  was  still  in  the  craft,  and  that  he  only  waited 
his  opportunity  to  come  out  and  cut  all  our  throats  as 
he  had  done  to  others,  and  he'd  be  blest  If  he'd  shut  s 
pan  till  he  was  sanin  he  was  out  of  her.  This  was 
soon  after  settled  by  the  appearance  of  the  black  4o& 
who,  limping  and  wagging  his  tail,  waa  forced  from 
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fcie  retreat  by  hanger :  Joe  was  now  satisfied  that  it 
was  not  the  devil,  for  he  had  wounded  it  in  the  shoul- 
der when  he  fired  the  pistol,  and  the  ball  still  stuck  in 
the  poor  animal's  flesh.  It  was  extracted;  and  the  dog 
gratefully  licked  our  hands,  and  tried  by  every  means 
to  show  its  gratitude. 

The  only  clue  that  could  be  found  to  the  schooner 
was  on  the  leathern  collar  on  the  dog's  neck.  On  a 
brass  plate  was  engraved  "  M.  d*  Alembert,  Cherbourg." 
We  arrived  in  Malta  in  four  days,  and  soon  joined  our 
own  ship  again,  but  I  never  heard  any  more  of  the  ves- 
sel ;  the  black  dog,  however,  si  ill  followed  us,  and  be- 
came a  great  favorite  in  the  R ;  we  named  him 

•♦Cherbourg,"  after  what  we  supposed  to  be  his  native 
place,  and  the  brig  set  off  again  up  the  Straits,  on  a 
cruise. 


TO  ELIZA. 
Not  for  thine  eye  of  calmest  blue, 
Nor  thy  soft  cheek  of  morning's  hue, 
Nor  thy  sweet  lip  that  woos  the  bee, 
Nor  voice  of  clearest  melody, 

Do  I  love  thee,  Eliza. 

Bat  for  thy  heart  that  bleeds  for  wo, 
The  while  thy  showering  tear-drops  flow,. 
And  sighs  disturb  thy  heaving  breast, 
Like  winds  that  break  the  waves*  calm  rest — 
For  this  I  love  Eliza. 

A  brother's  love  I  feel  for  thee, 
And  my  sweet  sister  thou  shalt  be ; 
And  this  blest  love  shall  aye  endure, 
For  it  is  holy,  calm  and  pure — 
Like  that  we  dream  the  angels  hold, 
While  leaning  on  their  harps  of  gold 
To  commune  with  each  other,  where 
Joy  and  eternal  friendship  are ! 

The  world  has  not  a  sweeter  Wise, 
A  brighter,  holier  love  than  this! 
And  while  for  me  Time's  coursers  fly, 
With  all  a  brother' 8  trust  will  I 

Still  love  thee,  Eliza  I       a.  n,  b. 
F\r  fa  Rover— Brooklyn,  June,  1844. 

THE  BRIDAL  ORNAMENTS. 

BT  DA.VID  LIND8A.T. 

Ths  traveler,  who  some  centuries  ago  had  occasion 
to  pass  through  the  country  of  Thuringia,  took  care  to 
choose  his  rout  by  the  castle  of  Aarburg,  unless  disap- 
pointed love,  or  some  other  miserable  heartache,  caused 
him  to  seek  a  more  solitary  road.  The  warder  stood 
night  and  day  upon  the  watch-tower,  gazing  about  for 
knights,  pilgrims,  or  other  strangers ;  and  when  lucky 
enough  to  discover  one  approaching,  upon  sounding  a 
flourish  on  his  cheerful  horn,  by  way  of  welcome,  the 
gates  creaked,  the  drawbridges  rattled,  the  horses  stam- 
ped, and  the  men-at-arms  rode  out  to  meet  the  travel- 
er, and  courteously  invite  him  to  refreshment  and  a 
night's  comfortable  rest  The  knight  of  the  castle  had 
a  kind  word  for  every  new  comer,  and,  according  to  his 
rank,  he  eirher  conducted  him  into  the  hall,  or  left  him 
to  the  care  of  his  retainers  until  he  should  think  pro- 
per to  depart. 

The  last  knight  of  the  family,  Sir  Thtmo  von  der 
Aarburg,  did  not  derogate  from  the  fame  acquired  by 


his  ancestors'  hospitality.  He  had  succeeded  to  the 
inheritance  of  his  brothers,  uncles  and  cousins,  and 
knew  no  care  unless  when  strangers  and  guests  were 
wanting  to  partake  of  the  good  things  of  his  castle:  in 
such  cases  it  even  sometimes  happened  that  he  sallied 
forth  himself  to  meet  travelers,  and  invite  them  to  share 
his  hospitality. 

The  greatest  treasure  in  the  castle  of  Aarburg  was 
the  knight's  only  daughter,  celebrated  throughout  all 
Germany  by  the  name  of  "the  Beeuiiful  Bertha." 
Princes,  counts,  knights,  came  from  the  four  quarters 
of  the  earth  to  admire  her  and  humbly  solicit  her  love- 
but  she  was  not  to  be  pleased  so  easily  :  this  knight 
the  found  too  dull,  that  too  presuming,  and  a  third 
was  splenetic— Frenchmen,  Britons  and  Italian?,  all 
shared  the  same  fate.  '*  He  who  shall  gain  this  bride," 
quoth  gossip  Rumor,  "  will  be  fortune's  greatest  favor- 
ite ;  for  besides  the  enchanting  beauty  with  which  na- 
ture has  endowed  her,  and  the  immense  wealth  with 
which  fortune  has  loaded  her  father,  there  is  an  inva* 
luable  casket  of  jewels— an  ancient  property  of  the 
house  of  Aarburg— which  she,  as  the  last  of  her  family, 
will  receive  at  her  nuptials  for  her  bridal  ornaments." 

At  the  distance  of  a  few  arrow  flights  from  the  castle 
of  Aarburg  stood  an  ancient  ruin,  which  the  late  owner. 
Sir  Heerwart,  had  left  as  the  sole  inheritance  of  his 
only  son,  Baldwin.  Before  the  period  when  the  empe- 
ror Maximilian  introduced  the  spreading  plant  of  Ro- 
man law  into  the  German  soil,  and  while  every  knight 
could  protect  his  property  with  spear  and  sword,  the 
good  Sir  Heerwart  was  not  the  poorest  among  those 
of  his  own  rank ;  for  he  was  brave  in  battle,  and  made 
great  profit  by  booty  and  ransom :  but  now,  when  the 
knightly  spear  was  obliged  to  bend  before  the  goose- 
quill,  and  the  emperor,  during  public  peace,  laid  heavy 
fines  upon  all  private  feuds  against  the  property  of  oth- 
ers, he  could  not  get  on  quite  so  well  as  usual.  Year 
after  year  he  was  obliged  to  cede  apartments  and  tow- 
ers of  his  ruinous  castle  to  the  bats  and  the  owls,  whose 
profession  abroad  was  not  prohibited  like  that  of  its 
luckless  lord. 

The  young  knight,  Sir  Baldwin,  beheld  with  great 
pain  the  natural  decay  of  the  home  of  his  ancestors. 
Little  space  as  the  whole  of  his  personal  property  re- 
quired, it  appeared  very  much  as  if  his  castle  would 
only  grant  him  that  little  for  the  few  warm  days  of 
summer,  by  no  means  promising  him  protection  against 
the  frost  and  snow  of  the  ensuing  winter.  He  held  a 
private  council  with  himself  as  to  what  was  to  be  done 
under  such  circumstances;  but  his  thoughts  always 
swerved  from  the  task  which  he  had  given  to  his  un- 
derstanding, and  amused  his  imagination  with  dreams 
and  wishes,  which  had  no  sort  of  connection  with  the 
case  in  question. 

Sir  Baldwin's  heart  was  unfortunately  as  near  to  ruin 
as  his  paternal  castle,  with  this  only  difference,  that  the 
cause  was  not  from  attacks  of  age  and  pitiless  enemies, 
but  from  the  repeated  assaultsof  youth  and  beauty,  and 
against  which  his  means  of  defence  were  still  more  slen- 
der. He  had  seen  the  daughter  of  the  knight  of  Aar- 
burg at  a  tournament,  where  she  was  proclaimed  the 
Queen  of  Beauty,  and  presented  the  prize  to  the  victor. 
Sir  Baldwin's  arm  was  strengthened  tenfold  by  the  sight 
of  her  loveliness :  he  lifted  the  knights  out  of  their  sad- 
dles as  if  they  had  been  men  of  straw;  and  his  bio  *s 
fell  as  if  spirits  of  the  air  conducted  his  arm  The  fair 
Bertha  was  not  more  short-sighted  than  the  rest  of  her 
sex  in  such  cases;  she  saw  plainly  enough  that  her 
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eyes  were  sunbeams,  and  her  soft  words  the  breath  of 
that  spring,  which  produced  such  vigorous  plants  of 
valor  in  ihe  bosom  of  the  young  knight:  she  therefore 
rewarded  the  judges  of  the  combat  with  her  sweetest 
smiles,  when  they  with  one  accord  decreed  the  prize  to 
her  hero ;  and  she  delivered  it  to  him  with  a  blush,  that 
to  an  experienced  eye  would  have  betrayed  what  was 
passing  in  her  bosom. 

After  the  tournament,  Sir  Baldwin  did  not  fail  to  pay 
frequent  visits  to  ihe  knight  of  Aarburg  in  his  own  cas- 
tle ;  and  as  he  was  a  lively  companion,  and  assisted 
the  baron  not  only  to  project,  but  also  to  execute  many 
an  excellent  practical  joke,  he  soon  became  a  dally 
guest  at  Aarburg,  and  always  found  a  seat  ready  for 
him  at  the  table,  with  a  chamber  and  a  bed  besides, 
when  he  did  not  like  to  ride  home  through  fog  and 
darkness.  The  Lady  Bertha  sent  many  an  inquiring 
glance  toward  the  active,  slender  knight ;  even  chal- 
lenged him  sometimes  to  dance,  when  awkward  guests 
threatened  her  with  a  round  or  a  saraband ;  and  soli- 
cited his  advice  when  she  purposed  to  add  something 
new  to  her  ornaments  or  her  attire.  These  little  con* 
descensions  gave  courage  and  strength  to  the  hopes  of 
the  young  knight;  and  one  lovely  summer's  evening, 
when  the  Lady  Bertha  was  seated  in  a  bower,  accom- 
panying her  harp  with  her  sweet  voice,  he  suddenly 
found  his  heart  become  too  warm  and  too  large  for  his 
bosom :  so  he  sprung  up  from  the  bank  of  turf,  sank  at 
Bertha's  feet,  and  swore  roundly  that,  like  the  sound 
of  her  song,  he  only  lived  by  her  breath,  and  fondly  and 
earnestly  wooed  for  her  sweet  love  in  return. 

The  lady  was  surprized,  but  not  so  much  at  the 
knight's  glowing  passion,  which  she  had  for  a  long 
time  observed  with  secret  satisfaction,  as  at  its  hasty 
and  violent  effect.  In  her  consternation  the  harp  sup- 
ped from  her  fair  hands,  and,  as  she  bent  forward  to 
recover  the  instrument,  her  lips  encountered  those  of 
Sir  Baldwin ;  while  her  arms,  which  were  accidentally 
extended,  intertwining  themselves  with  his,  the  lovers 
were  guilty  of  a  kiss  and  an  embrace,  before  they  were 
aware  how  much  the  demon  Chance  had  played  into 
the  hands  of  the  divinity  Cupid.  After  the  first  few 
moments,  they  were  somewhat  startled  upon  consid- 
ering how  Sir  Thimo,  the  rich  lord  of  Aarburg,  would 
regard  his  daughter's  love  for  the  poor  knight  of  the 
ruins.  They  conned  the  subject  over  and  over  again 
many  nights  after  this;  and  sat  many  an  hour  together 
without  coming  to  any  conclusion,  except  that  Bald- 
win was  to  fix  himself  more  firmly  In  favor  of  her  fa- 
ther, and  to  take  an  early  opportunity  of  disclosing  bis 
hopes,  which  soon  offered  itself.  Notwithstanding  all 
the  magnificence  and  expense  of  the  castle,  father 
Thimo' s  money  chests  became  fuller  every  day,  so  that 
there  was  really  no  end  to  his  riches  and  purchases. 
On  one  occasion  (the  acquisition  of  a  rich  lordship) 
when  his  friends  and  guests  wished  him  joy  in  full 
bumpers,  he  placed  his  cup  gloomily  on  the  table,  and 
would  not  accept  their  congratulations. 

"  Of  what  use  is  It  all  to  me?"  he  said ;  "  you  know 
I  have  no  heir,  to  whom  to  leave  my  property  and  pos- 
sessions." 

"  No,"  replied  one  of  the  guests ;  "  but  have  you  not 
a  lovely  daughter,  who  can  give  you  just  such  a  son-in- 
law  as  your  heart  would  desire  V 

"  True,"  replied  the  old  knight,  "  but  T  would  rather 
have  had  a  son :  a  son-in-law  carries  off*  his  wife  to  his 
own  castle,  and  the  old  father  sits  deserted  and  solitary 
In  his  empty  halt    If  I  had  a  son  now— a  son,  for  in- 


stance, like  Baldwin  there— I  should  took  out  fore 
proper  wife,  and  place  him  over  this  new  lordship,  off 
let  him  dwell  In  the  castle  of  my  ancestors,  where  there 
Is  room  enough  for  a  whole  generation." 

Sir  Baldwin's  courage  rose  at  these'  words— It  had 
already  been  considerably  elevated  by  the  quantity  of 
wine  which  he  had  drunk ;  he  did  not  hesitate  ae  to 
how  he  should  begin  his  speech,  but  commenced  the 
attack  straight-forward : 

"  Father  Thimo,"  said  he,  "  what  hinders  you  from 
making  me  your  son  1  Give  me  your  daughter,  the 
beautiful  Bertha,  to  wife,  and  let  us  dwell  In  one  of 
your  castles,  or,  If  It  please  you  better,  here  at  Aarburg: 
you  shall  have  children  and  grandchildren  to  youi 
heart's  content." 

But  Instead  of  accepting  this  friendly  offer  in  a  friend- 
ly manner,  the  knight  of  Aarburg  turned  cooly  round, 
and  showed  a  very  long  fsce  to  the  speaker ;  and  "  Do 
you  think  so,  knight  of  Heerwart?"  was  the  only  an- 
swer he  deigned  to  give  the  petitioner,  who  beheld  him 
quietly  resume  an  Indifferent  conversation  with  one  of 
his  guests.  Baldwin's  anger  rose  at  the  coolness  with 
which  the  knight  of  Aarburg  received  his  courtship. 
In  the  zeal  of  his  heart  he  rose  from  his  seat,  repeated 
his  words,  and  declared  his  love  for  the  beautiful  Ber- 
tha in  terms  of  impassioned  eloquence.  Thimo  allow- 
ed him  to  go  through  with  his  oratory,  and  when  he- 
had  finished, 

"Knight,"  said  he,"  how  am  I  to  know  whether  youi 
really  love  my  daughter,  or  only  woo  her  for  your  own 
temporal  advantage?  Hear  me  quietly— I  listened 
patiently  to  you.  You  appeal  to  your  knightly  wordj 
that  Is  certainly  sufficient  for  me  in  all  affairs  of  honors 
but  my  Bertha  is  not  only  the  pride  of  my  house,  bnt 
also  the  darling  of  my  heart.  Besides,  I  have,  like  all 
rich  people,  my  whims,  which  all  your  eloquence  wift 
not  make  me  resign :  he  who  wins  the  hand  of  my 
Bertha  must  be  rich  In  castles  and  lands,  In  order  that 
she  may  not  live  in  less  splendor  as  a  wife  than  she  did 
as  a  .naiden.  I  can  add  nothing  as  a  fortune,  for  all  1 
possess  will  be  spent  in  the  purchase  of  bridal  orna- 
ments, magnificent  as  those  which  a  spirit  once  be- 
stowed upon  our  family,  and  which,  since  that  period, 
have  unfortunately  been  lost.  Those  bridal  ornaments 
I  will  have,  and  their  purchase  will  swallow  up  my  for- 
tune ;  but  they  are,  notwithstanding,  an  acquisition  too- 
important  to  be  neglected." 

To  Sir  Baldwin  this  speech  appeared  extremely  ri- 
diculous, though  he  took  care  not  to  declare  this  ae> 
his  particular  opinion ;  on  the  contrary,  he  affected  to 
treat  the  thing  in  a  very  different  manner.  "Sir  Thi- 
mo,*'  he  began  gravely,  throwing  a  most  sentimental 
expression  into  his  face,  and  placing  his  right  hand 
pathetically  upon  his  heart,  "  surely  you  cannot  ima- 
gine /  have  any  wish  for  these  vanities  and  superfluous 
treasures ;  keep  them  all,  I  beseech  you,  for  ever :  it  is 
Bertha  herself  alone  I  covet ;  is  not  her  beauty  a  rich- 
er jewel  than—"  "Pshaw!"  thundered  the  old  man, 
now  become  exceedingly  Impatient,  "don't  I  know 
beforehand  all  that  you  are  going  to  say  ?  Have  I  not 
sworn  the  same  thing  myself  a  thousand  times,  and 
could  you  do  otherwise,  professing  love  for  my  Bertha, 
than  swear  by  all  the  saints  that  you  preferred  one 
lock  of  her  hair  to  all  the  chains  of  gold  that  emperors 
and  princes  could  bestow  7  There,  now,  you  look  ra- 
ther foolish ;  hut  no  matter.  Bertha  must  have  the 
ornaments,  and  I  will  have  my  whim ;  for  the  rest  we 
may  still  be  good  friends  if  you  choose ;  but  you  must 
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Brit  pass  your  knightly  word,  that  there  shall  be  no 
private  tampering  with  Bertha's  duty,  neither  inside 
nor  oniside  the  castle ;  I'll  have  no  love-making,  Bald- 
win, or  we  part  company  at  once." 

Sir  Baldwin  made  a  wry  face  or  two  at  this  bitter 
4>il),  which  nevertheless  he  was  obliged  to  swallow ; 
and  therefore,  much  against  his  will,  gave  his  knight- 
ly word  to  Sir  Thimo,  lest  he  should  be  altogether  de- 
prived of  the  sight  of  his  lovely  mistress.  The  knights 
-and  gentlemen,  friends  of  Sir  Thimo,  who  were  pre- 
aent  at  this  scene,  forgot  to  sympathize  with  the  un- 
successful wooer,  in  the  ardor  of  their  curiosity  res- 
pecting those  valuable  bridal  ornaments,  on  the  pos 
session  of  which  the  lord  of  Aarburg  seemed  to  have 
placed  all  his  happiness.  They  anxiously  inquired 
whence  they  came,  whither  they  had  gone,  and  what 
were  the  particular  virtues  they  possessed ;  swearing 
most  manfully  (for  Sir  Thimo's  wine  had  inflamed 
their  valor)  to  get  them  back  for  their  good  host,  even 
from  under  trie  Grand  Turk's  beard.  "  Whither  they 
are  gone,"  replied  Sir  Thimo,  "  Is  more  than  I  can  tell 
you,  since  the  loss  was  before  my  father's  time.  The 
last  person  who  wore  them  was  the  Lady  Urilda,  the 
sole  child  and  heiress  of  the  then  Baron  von  der  Aar- 
burg, and  hers  is  a  fearful  history.  She  loved  a  knight, 
who  was  as  poor,  though  not  so  honest,  as'  Baldwin 
there ;  and  upon  her  father's  refusal  to  permit  the 
match,  she,  on  the  suggestion  of  her  admirer,  murder- 
ed the  poor  old  man,  and  dressing  herself  in  the  bridal 
ornaments,  waited  at  midnight  for  her  lover  to  carry 
her  off.  He  came,  as  the  legend  goes— but  what  he 
said  or  did,  or  whither  they  went,  has  never  been 
known  to  this  day;  only  during  that  dreary  night 
frightful  shrieks  and  loud  waitings  were  heard,  as  of 
one  in  mortal  agony  beseeching  for  mercy ;  and  in  the 
morning  it  was  known  that,  the  Lady  Urilda  and  the 
bridal  ornaments  had  strangely  disappeared  together. 
It  is  an  ugly  history,  and  the  less  said  upon  the  sub- 
ject the  better;  but  as  to  the  'how  they  came  into  the 
family,'  the  story  being  of  a  more  pleasing  character, 
I  shall  not  hesitate  to  repeat  it  as  it  has  been  often  re- 
lated to  me  by  our  old  confessor. 

"The  Countess  Ursula  von  der  Aarburg,  who  lived 
many  centuries  ago,  and  was  a  perfect  pattern  both  as 
a  wife  and  a  mother,  was  sleeping  quitely  one  night 
among  her  seven  children  (it  was  the  Eve  of  St.  John,) 
when  she  suddenly  awoke  from  hearing  herself  called 
by  a  shrill  clear  voice.  Opening  her  heavy  eyelids, 
she  was  surprized  to  observe  a  singularly-dressed  fe- 
male figure,  of  great  beauty  but  diminutive  stature, 
standing  by  the  side  of  her  couch,  and  who  said  in  a 
sweet  small  voice,  '  Arise,  noble  lady,  and  lend  a  suf- 
ferer your  assistance ;  the  Queen  of  the  Mountain  will 
die  without  your  aid.'  The  countess  rose,  though  ut- 
terly unable  to  understand  the  speaker,  who  waited 
upon  her  toilette,  and  officiated  as  her  waiting- maid, 
and  with  as  much  readiness  and  zeal  as  if  it  had  been 
it  he  habit  of  years ;  and  the  countess  herself,  who  was 
no  very  keen  observer,  could  not  help  remarking,  that 
the  several  articles  of  her  dress  seemed  to  be  instinct 
•with  life,  or  possess  some  very  extraordinary  deference 
to  her  attendant,  the  motion  of  whose  little  finger  they 
instantaneously  obeyed,  placing  themselves  upon  their 
owner's  person  at  the  first  signal  given  by  the  stran- 
ger. The  Countess  Ursula  had  never  been  so  well  at- 
tended before,  and  in  pure  gratitude  for  the  honor  done 
her  (howbeit  not  loving  moonlight  walks,  having  se- 
ven children,)  quietly  followed  wherever  her  singular 


visitor  thought  fit  to  lead  her.  Away  they  went  (not 
flying,  but  soberly  walking)  from  the  castle,  unseen  of 
guards,  through  whom,  however,  they  passed,  over 
ramparts  and  drawbridges,  through  doors  and  gates, 
over  fields  and  water,  without  even  wetting  their  feet, 
till  they  arrived  at  a  high  mountain,  at  the  foot  of 
which  her  guide  knocked  upon  a  square  tablet  for  ad- 
mission. The  stony  doors  gave  way,  and  immediate- 
ly a  magnificent  glittering  arch  was  formed  in  the 
mountain,  under  which  the  travelers  passed  to  the 
splendid  hall  of  a  subterranean  regal  palace.  Here 
many  beautiful  forms  of  men  and  women,  but  all  pro- 
portionably  small,  met  the  countess  and  her  compan- 
ion, and  respectfully  saluting  them,  conducted  them 
through  many  royal  saloons,  glittering  with  gold  and 
silver,  to  one  more  superb  than  any  of  the  rest,  in. 
which  were  a  pair  of  golden  folding-doors  communi- 
cating with  another  chamber.  These  suddenly  flew 
open,  and  another  female  advancing,  took  the  countess 
by  the  hand,  and  saying  that  the  Mountain  Queen, 
longed  for  her  impatiently,  conducted  her  into  the 
apartment.  The  little  men  fell  back  respectfully,  but 
the  waiting-maids  accompanied  the  countess  into  the 
chamber  of  the  sovereign.  Here  walls  of  pure  marble 
were  surmounted  by  a  cupola  of  soft  green  emerald, 
under  which  stood  a  bed  of  beaten  gold,  and  upon 
that  reclined  a  lovely  female,  mild  and  gracious  as  the 
Italian  representations  of  the  Madonna.  *  Noble  lady/ 
said  she,  in  a  gentle  tone,  to  dame  Ursula,  •  be  not 
alarmed ;  you  are  even  safer  here  than  in  the  home  of 
your  fathers:  approach  me  without  hesitation,  and  as- 
sist me  in  this  hour  of  mortal  terror,  which  has  fallen 
upon  me  in  the  Eve  of  S:.  John,  when  the  spirits  of 
the  earth  are  powerless  until  morning.  I  bear  beneath 
my  heart  a  pledge  of  our  sovereign -husband's  love, 
which,  without  your  aid,  cannot  see  the  light;  assist 
me,  then,  in  this  my  hour  of  need,  as  you  would  hope 
for  help  in  yours.' 

"  Ursula  was  moved  by  this  gentle  address  and  the 
high  confidence  reposed  in  her ;  she  spoke  some  words 
of  comfort  to  the  royal  patient,  and  then  bleased  her 
with  the  sacred  sign  of  the  cross,  In  order  to  make 
quite  sure  that  the  devil  bad  no  hand  in  the  affair.  In 
fact,  everything  remained  unchanged  except  the  beau- 
tiful face  of  the  queen,  which  smiled  still  more  sweet- 
ly than  before;  and  the  soft  mountain  air,  which  met 
the  nerves  of  the  stranger,  was  loaded  with  fragrance, 
and  breathed  harmony  around  hei ;  for  wonderful  mu- 
sic floated  above  them,  while  Ursula  presented  to  the 
queen  a  lovely  infant  boy.  As  the  mother  folded  him 
to  her  heart,  a  loud  shout  was  heard,  and  the  deep  ma- 
jestic tones  of  many  trumpets,  pouring  forth  sounds 
of  triumph,  rang  through  this  subterraneous  paradise. 
The  folding-doors  again  opened ;  the  king  himself  en- 
tered, took  the  child  in  his  arms,  kisaed  it,  and  then 
showed  it  to  a  great  number  of  the  little  men,  who 
had  fallen  upon  their  knees  before  the  doors:  they 
bowed  their  heads  to  the  earth,  and  then  shouted  loud- 
ly as  before. 

"  The  Countess  Ursula  was  an  astonished  spectator 
of  this  strange  yet  happy  scene,  till  the  silver  voice  of 
the  queen  recalled  her  attention;  'Take,  noble  lady,' 
it  said,  *  with  the  grateful  acknowledgments  of  Saffira, 
the  Mountain -Queen,  this  little  casket,  which  will 
serve  as  a  rich  and  perpetual  monument  of  the  grati- 
tude she  owes  for  your  service.  Be  careful  to  preserve 
in  your  family  the  jewels  which  it  contains  As  long 
as  they  make  a  part  of  your  possessions,  your  house 
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shall  be  the  first  in  its  country,  and  the  branches  of 
your  genealogical  tree  shall  even  overshadow  the  em- 
pire itself;  but  if  you  lose  it,  prosperity  will  vanish 
and  your  name  be  extinguished  for  ever.  You  may, 
nevertheless,  bestow  a  few  of  these  jewels  upon  a  be- 
loved daughter,  for  they  have  the  power  of  communi- 
cating happiness  to  their  possessor  j  but  in  that  case 
be  careful  to  replace  them  with  jetns  of  the  same  kind 
and  value,- that  the  whole  set  may  be  preserved  entire 
and  each  bride  of  the  house  of  Aarburg  may  adorn 
herself  with  them  on  her  bridal  day.'  She  then  sign- 
ed  to  the  lady  who  had  brought  Ursula  thither,  and 
placing  in  her  hand  the  casket  of  exquisite  workman 
•hip,  requested  her  to  conduct  the  countess  home. 
This  was  performed  immediately:  the  attendant  wait- 
ad  to  undress  the  lady  with  all  duteous  attention,  pla- 
ced the  casket  upon  the  table,  and  retired,  making  a 
most  profoundly  respectful  courtesy. 

"  When  my  good  ancestress  awoke  in  the  morning 
•he  was  very  well  disposed  to  consider  the  whole  as  a 
dream,  till  the  sight  of  the  jewels  staring  her  in  the 
face  convinced  her  there  was  no  delusion.  Her  hus- 
band was  delighted  with  the  present,  for  the  blessing 
promised  by  the  Mountain-Queen  was  fulfilled  to  the 
letter ;  the  family  grew  immensely  rich  and  prosper- 
ous, and  there  was  not  a  town  in  Germany  where  an 
Aarburg  had  not  a  castle.  But  since  the  jewels  have 
been  lost,  we  have  gone  rapidly  to  decay.  One  Aar- 
burg has  died  childless  after  another,  and  I,  the  last, 
bare  no  offspring  save  Bertha.  She,  however,  shall 
retrieve  the  fortunes  of  our  family :  one  jewel  I  have 
in  my  possession  which  came  to  me  by  inheritance, 
and  if  the  Mountain-Queen  is  to  be  believed,  will 
communicate  its  virtues  to  all  other  articles  made  to 
match  it.  This  is  my  purpose ;  I  will  have  the  set 
made  entire ;  and  you  now  understand  why  I  can  give 
Bertha  no  other  fortune,  since  mine  will  be  all  con- 
mimed  by  the  purchase  of  the  jewels  with  which  I  am 
resolved  to  adorn  her  on  her  wedding-day." 

At  the  close  of  this  wonderful  story,  the  knight's 
bearers  began  to  discuss  the  Countess  Ursula  and  her 
midnight  adventure  with  no  little  merriment  and  free- 
dom. Some  declared  that  the  ancestress  must  have 
had  a  lively  imagination— that  she  dreamed  the  thing, 
and  then  invented  the  jewels  afterward.  Others  as- 
serted that  her  ladyship  must  have  been  fond  of  a  fro- 
lic, more  especially  as  the  Mountain-King  himself 
figured  upon  the  scene :  but  these  were  the  freethink- 
lng  reprobates,  The  true  believers  were  shocked  by 
their  impiety,  and  gravely  produced  many  instances  of 
similar  facts  in  support  of  their  opinion.  Sir  Baldwin 
took  no  part  in  all  the  discussion  ;  he  sat,  in  very  ill 
humor,  looking  extremely  grim,  in  the  corner,  and 
wishing,  from  his  inmost  soul,  the  bridal  ornaments, 
which  had  thus  robbed  him  of  a  bride,  at  the  devil. 

The  autumn  days  now  began  to  shorten,  and  the  pe- 
riod of  the  equinox  approached.  The  wind  whistled 
frostily  over  the  stubbles,  and  the  rain  and  hail  beat 
(without  much  difficulty,  it  must  be  confessed)  through 
the  windows  of  Sir  Baldwin's  castle.  The  coldness 
of  his  home  determined  him  to  quit  it ;  and  having 
formed  this  resolution,  he  hastened  to  the  knight  of 
Aarburg,  to  entreat  his  assistance  aod  approbation  of 
the  measure.  "  Good  Sir  Thimo,"  said  he,  "  I  can  no 
longer  sit  idly  down  in  my  dismantled  castle;  the  storms 
•re  playing  as  cruel  a  game  with  that  as  love  is  doing 
With  my  heart.  I  intend  to  set  out  for  the  emperor's 
army,  and  endeavor  to  gain  fame  and  fortune  by  valor. 


Buy  my  castle  of  me :  you  may  give  me  for  it  what 
you  think  proper."  The  Baron  of  Aarburg  did  so  (for 
between  honest  men  bargains  are  soon  struck,)  though 
he  was  sincerely  grieved  at  the  prospect  oi  Baldwin's 
departure.  He  gave,  however,  a  noble  feast  in  his 
honor  ;*  allowed  him  to  sit,  for  the  last  time,  next  to 
the  beautiful  Bertha :  furnished  him  with  letters  to  aH 
his  castellans  in  the  different  parts  of  Germany,  com- 
manding them  to  treat  the  knight  as  himself  during 
the  time  he  should  stay  there ;  and  then,  bestowing 
upon  him  a  few  kind  words  and  a  hearty  shake  of  the 
hand,  seized  him  by  the  shoulder,  and  thrust  him  out 
of  the  c%8tle. 

Baldwin,  as  he  mounted  his  horse,  cast  many  a  sigh 
toward  the  chamber  of  his  beloved  Bertha ;  yet,  re- 
membering his  knightly  word,  he  would  not  allow 
himself  the  indulgence  of  a  farewell,  but  darted  gal- 
lantly forward  on  his  travels.  He  found  his  introduc- 
tory letters  of  no  small  use  in  procuring  him  good 
cheer  and  lodging.  Those  castellans  nearest  to  their 
lord  were  exceedingly  civil;  while  the  more  distant 
being,  of  course,  in  less  fear  of  his  authority,  were  in- 
solent and  refractory.  He  had  almost  made  up  his 
mind  to  trouble  no  more  of  them,  when  a  violent 
storm,  which  overtook  him  near  Leipzic,  drove  him 
for  shelter  to  Sir  Thimo's  castle  of  Frankenberg.  Sir 
Baldwin,  who  was  at  heart  a  cheerful  fellow,  perceived 
the  windows  all  gaily  lighted  up,  and  heard  sounds  of 
music  and  dancing  with  infinite  delight;  for  he  hoped 
to  join  the  revelers,  and  shortly  be  as  merry  as  them- 
selves. Three  times  he  blew  stoutly  upon  the  horn 
before  any  one  noticed  his  application ;  and  at  last  a 
gruff  old  warder  stumped  toward  him,  and  surlily  de- 
manded his  business.  The  knight  could  read  on  tho 
warder's  brow  that  he  had  disturbed  their  merriment, 
and  was  by  no  means  a  welcome  guest ;  yet  nothing 
daunted,  he  sent  in  his  letter  to  the  castellan,  and  was 
instantly  admitted. 

"  Sir  knight,"  said  the  castellan,  trying  to  look,  and; 
what  was  infinitely  more  difficult,  to  speak  soberly, 
"you  see  how  we  are  doing— a  marriage  in  my  family 
is  the  occasion  of  this  little  festivity.  Partake  of  our 
cheer,  noble  sir;  eat,  drink,  and  be  merry.  I  can,  ac- 
cording to  my  lord's  directions,  entertain  you  to  your 
heart's  content;  only  to-night,  the  castle  being  so 
crowded  with  company,  I  cannot  find  you  a  bed." 

"  Make  yourself  easy,  I  beseech  you,  Mr.  Castellan," 
replied  Sir  Baldwin,  quite  coolly,  notwithstanding  this 
difficulty — "I  do  not  intend  to  quit  this  roof  to-night; 
and  if  you  will  not  spare  me  the  trouble,  I  wUl  under- 
take the  search  myself,  and  depend  upon  it  I  will  find 
a  bed,  even  if  I  am  obliged  to  share  the  bride's."  The 
castellan  looked  angry,  but  said  tittle,  conscious  that 
it  was  not  to  his  interest  to  offend  his  master's  guest ; 
he  therefore  suddenly  recollected  that  two  chambers 
in  the  castle  were  vacant — one  a  wretched  hole,  through 
which  the  wind  whistled  so  loudly  as  to  remind  Sir 
Baldwin  of  his  own  desolate  castle  at  Aarburg— the 
other  a  magnificent  apartment,  called  "  the  Baron's," 
but  in  a  most  dreary  state  of  neglect,  owing  to  its 
being  entirely  appropriated  to  the  use  of  some  fantasti- 
cal goblins  who  kept  their  revels  there,  and  had  had 
the  good  taste  to  select  this,  the  noblest  apartment  ia 
the  castle,  for  their  exclusive  accommodation. 

The  poor  castellan  strongly  persuaded  the  knight  to 
sleep  in  the  storm- visited  attic,  in  preference  to  that 
tenanted  by  the  ghosts;  but  to  this  Sir  Baldwin  would 
by  no  means  consent  after  he  had  viewed  the  apart- 
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menu  He  had  not  the  fear  of  ghosts  before  his  eyes, 
and,  at  any  rate,  esteemed  them  better  company  than 
hail,  rain,  and  sleet.  "  Gramercy!  Sir  Seneschal," 
said  he,  "for  your  kind  advice,  which  I  do  not  intend 
to  follow :  I  had  rather  sleep  with  the  goblins,  more 
especially  as  you  say  there  are  females  among  them, 
than  under  the  chilling  Influence  of  all  the  winds  of 
Heaven ;  so,  In  spite  of  the  knights  adventurers,  who, 
on  their  return  from  this  chamber,  have  found  that 
their  hands  and  feet  had  changed  places,  I  will  pass 
the  night  in  it,  and  dare  the  worst  that  may  befall  me." 
The  seneschal  said  nothing  in  reply,  but  sent  food, 
wine,  and  lights,  to  the  chamber.  In  a  few  hours  the 
ball  broke  up,  and  the  party  of  revelers  dispersed :  the 
castellan's  family  retired  to  rest,  and  Sir  Baldwin,  after 
disposing  of  the  contents  of  a  small  flagon  of  choice 
Rhenish,  threw  himself  heavily  upon  his  magnificent 
bed  to  dream  of  his  beloved  Bertha.  But  his  sleep  this 
night  was  not  destined  to  be  blessed  with  so  fair  a 
vision ;  his  thoughts  incessantly  ran  upon  the  unprom- 
ising state  of  his  affairs,  and  the  little  prospect  there 
was  of  a  union  with  his  beloved.  Tired  of  these  vexa- 
tious and  unprofitable  reflections,  he  tried  hard  to  lose 
himself  in  sleep,  but  fonnd  it  impossible  to  succeed : 
he  turned  fidgetlly  from  side  to  side— pulled  his  pillow, 
now  up,  now  down— shot  his  eyes,  opened  them— said 
his  prayers  over  and  over  again ;  and  finding  this  last 
remedy  inefficacious,  made  up  his  mind,  though  in  ex- 
treme ill-humor,  to  lie  awake  all  night.  No  sooner 
had  he  come  to  this  conclusion,  than  he  was  startled 
by  a  noise  which  seemed  to  issue  from  the  chimney 
of  this  deserted  apartment  in  which  he  was  so  unsuc- 
cessfully courting  repose. 

He  now  banished  as  anxiously  all  thoughts  of  sleep 
as  he  had  before  endeavored  to  encourage  them,  and, 
suddenly  facing  round  toward  the  seat  of  the  odd  noise 
which  had  disturbed  him,  beheld,  to  his  utter  astonish- 
ment, a  human  hand  fall  down  the  chimney;  to  this 
succeeded  a  foot,  then  another  hand,  and  then  again 
another  foot,  and  so  quietly,  by  degrees,  all  the  requi- 
sites for  making  up  a  human  body,  each  attired  accord- 
ing to  its  own  proper  mode  of  dressing :  and  these  rol- 
ling together,  and  kindly  uniting,  there  arose  from  the 
fragments  a  gigantic  figure,  who,  with  belt  and  parti- 
xan,  huge  mustaches  and  grim  looks,  mounted  guard 
on  one  side  of  the  fire-place. 

This  organizing  process  was  suspended  for  a  few 
seconds,  and  then  began  again,  and  a  second  halber- 
dier deliberately  stalked  forward,  and  placed  himself 
opposite  to  his  elder  brother,  on  the  other  side  of  this 
wondrous  laboratory ;  but  things  did  not  long  go  on  so 
quietly.  The  gentle cain  of  limbs,  which  had  hitherto 
descended  so  modestly,  was  changed  into  a  loud  and 
rattling  shower;  and  the  delicate  feet  of  women,  fists 
Of  men,  heads  of  children,  a  whole  assortment  of  hu- 
man limbs,  rolled  pell-mell  down  the  chimney.  Among 
these  were  materials  for  tables,  chairs,  and  footstools 
— kettles,  covers,  dishes,  and  goblets,  followed  in  grand 
confusion,  with  everything  necessary  for  a  great  enter- 
tainment, so  that  one  half  of  the  chamber  was  filled 
with  this  lumber.  The  two  first-born  of  this  ghastly 
creation  then  stepped  gravely  forward,  laid  aside  their 
partisans,  and  began  their  operations  by  reducing  to 
order  this  chaoa  of  materials  for  the  creation  of  the 
latest  of  worlds. 

Prom  this  maw  of  human  fragments  they  stuck  folks 
together  so  cleverly,  and  with  so  much  dexterity,  de- 
spatch, silence,  and  taste,  that  it  was  impossible  to 


doubt  the  extent  of  their  practice  in  this  their  most  ex- 
traordinary vocation.  From  their  Promethean  fingers, 
which  beat  the  maker  of  poor  Frankenstein  all  to 
nothing,  there  arose  a  whole  train  of  stately- looking 
domestics,  who  bestirred  themselves  to  prepare  a  splen- 
did banquet,  which  soon  sparkled  upon  the  table. 
Guests  only  were  wanted.  These,  however,  were 
soon  produced  from  the  alchymical  chimney.  It  really 
hailed  men  and  women,  who,  in  the  most  magnificent 
festival  dresses,  took  their  seats  upon  the  chairs,  or 
walked  gaily  about  the  apartment.  The  last  comer 
was  a  young  and  lovely  lady,  beautiful  as  moon-light, 
and  as  pale :  her  countenance  was  like  the  sigh  of  an 
angel,  full  of  grief,  but  of  unspeakable  sweetness.  By 
her  side  walked  a  gigantic  knight,  black  and  terrible  to 
look  upon  :  there  was  a  laughing  fury  curling  round 
his  lips,  and  his  eyes  were  dark  thunder-clouds,  emit- 
ting flashes  of  lurid  lightning.  He  rudely  dragged  the 
lovely  lady  to  a  mirror,  which  reflected  back  to  her 
eyes,  not  her  own  fair  image,  but  a  hideous  phantom, 
to  which,  when  she  shrank  from  it  In  horror  and  dis- 
gust, he  again  compelled  her  to  return  and  contem- 
plate the  figure,  while  the  attendants  brought  her  mag- 
nificent ornaments  and  a  bridal  crown.  In  these  the 
monster-knight  obliged  her  to  array  her  beautiful  per- 
son before  the  deceptlous  mirror;  and  these  articles, 
to  the  horror  of  Sir  Baldwin,  he  discovered  to  be  red- 
hot,  as  well  by  their  glowing  light,  as  by  the  hissing  of 
the  beautiful  lady's  flesh,  when  the  contents  of  this 
infernal  jewel-box  were  displayed  upon  her  person. 

Until  this  moment,  Sir  Baldwin,  had,  from  his  bed, 
been  only  a  silent  spectator  of  this  curious  adventure ; 
but  an  Involuntary  burst  of  indignation  at  the  conduct 
of  the  black  knight,  which  escaped  him,  directed  the 
stony  looks  of  the  whole  assembly  of  spectres  toward 
his  bed.  One  of  them  solemnly  rose,  took  a  golden 
goblet  from  the  table,  presented  It  to  the  human  guest, 
and  by  signs  invited  him  to  rise  and  partake  of  their 
midnight  festivity.  Sir  Baldwin  trembled ;  for  brave 
as  were  the  ancient  knights  when  they  had  a  human 
enemy  to  encounter,  they  did  not  deem  it  at  all  dis- 
graceful to  be  sensible  of  fear  when  opposed  to  the 
spiritual  world;  and  Sir  Baldwin,  like  all  the  rest  of 
his  brethren,  would  rather  have  seen  the  glitter  of  a 
hundred  Saracen  swojd-blades  than  that  golden  goblet 
which  the  strange  drinklng-companion  pressed  upon 
him  so  pertinaciously  with  his  fleshless  bony  hand. 
Notwithstanding  his  confusion,  however,  he  saw  that 
there  was  no  escaping,  as  his  delay  began  to  put  in 
motion  the  other  guests,  who  now  commenced  a  slow 
and  regular  march  toward  his  bed.  To  a  strong  mind, 
in  such  moments,  the  transition  from  terrified  hesita- 
tion to  the  most  dauntless  heroism  is  as  easy  and  as 
rapid  as  the  change  from  idle  boasting  to  pusillanimous 
despondency  In  the  heart  of  a  coward.  Sir  Baldwin 
instantly  recollected  himself,  leaped  up  lightly  from  his 
bed,  seized  his  sword  in  his  right  hand,  and  with  his 
left  deposited  the  goblet  with  the  Infernal  punch  upon 
the  table.  "  Whoevor  you  may  be,"  he  then  exclaim- 
ed in  a  firm  and  powerful  tone  of  voice,  "  how  dare 
you  challenge  an  honorable  knight  to  partake  of  your 
cheer,  while  you  thus  oppress  weak  maidens,  like  mid- 
night murderers  and  robbers  ?  If  you  are  human,  then 
meet  me  fairly,  and  let  us  fight  it  out,  firmly  and  gal- 
inntly ;  if  you  are  not,  then  begone  from  this  castle, 
tnd  do  not  disturb  with  you  presence  the  dwellings  of 
Human  beings." 

A  dimal  silence  of  some  seconds  which  followed  this 
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speech  was  suddenly  broken  by  a  ghastly  laugh  from 
the  black  knight,  which  shook  the  very  walls  of  the 
castle.  "  This  maiden,"  cried  he,  "  is  mine  j  she  gave 
herself  to  me ;  she  won  me  by  a  crime— a  midnight 
crime— for  which  each  midnight  she  must  suffer.  She 
is  my  bride ;  and  my  bride  she  must  remain,  and  nightly 
be  decked  in  these  burning  ornaments,  till  the  jewels 
shall  return  to  their  rightful  owner:  meddle  not  then 
with  the  matter,  Sir  Knight,  but  deign  to  partake  of 
our  cheer." 

Sir  Baldwin  evinced  not  the  smallest  inclination  to 
follow  this  impertinent  advice,  but  advanced  in  a  hos- 
tile manner  toward  the  ugly  goblin  who  had  uttered 
it.  The  latter  also  drew  his  enormous  sword,  and 
stood  on.  his  defence,  but  could  not  prevent  the  descent 
of  Sir  Baldwin's  blow,  which,  falling  with  all  lis 
strength  on  the  black  knight's  head,  divided  him  com- 
pletely in  two  from  the  crown  to  the  chine.  The  two 
halves  of  the  cloven  knight  stood  quietly  apart  for  some 
few  seconds,  and  then  collapsing,  the  black  knight 
again  stood  before  him,  whole,  and  ugly  as  before. 

The  bridal  guests,  encouraged  by  the  failure  of  Sir 
Baldwin,  pressed  upon  him  more  eagerly  than  before, 
holding  in  their  withered  hands  goblets  filled  with  red, 
smoking  froth.  The  men  invited  him  to  drink,  the 
women  to  dance,  but  neither  of  these  invitations  would 
he  deign  to  accept;  and  finding  that  his  sword  blade 
no  longer  terrified  them,  he  presented  to  their  eyes  the 
crosletted  hilt,  from  which  they  shrank  back  in  horror, 
and  made  way  to  the  right  and  left  for  him  to  pass. 
Perceiving  this,  and  knowing  the  hapless  maiden  to 
be  that  Urilda  who  had  last  worn  the  bridal  ornaments, 
and  of  whose  disappearance  the  ugly  company  present 
gave  a  tolerably  sufficient  explanation,  he  made  up  his 
mind  in  an  instant,  and  advancing  boldly  toward  the 
bride,  took  from  her  brow  and  slender  person  the  burn- 
ing jewels,  which,  however,  contained  no  fire  for  him. 
Then  facing  the  black  knight,  "I  will  do  you  justice, 
arch-fiend,"  said  he,  "but  only  such  as  you  deserve. 
This  maiden  Is  Urilda,  of  the  family  of  Aarburg,  and 
you  have  henceforth  no  further  part  In  her,  since  I 
claim  the  jewels  for  their  rightful  owner,  and  seize 
them,  in  Our  Lady's  name,  for  Sir  Thimo  von  der 
Aarburg." 

This  bold  proclamation  by  word  of  mouth  had  an 
effect  which  the  speaker  himself  scarcely  anticipated. 
It  fairly  dislodged  the  enemy,  who,  apparently  too 
lucky  in  getting  safely  away  and  securing  their  pris- 
oner, left  behind  them  all  the  treasure  which  Sir  Bald- 
win contended  for,  even  to  the  utensils  of  gold  and 
silver  produced  for  the  banquet.  One  loud,  ghastly, 
shriek  was  the  signal  of  their  discomfiture;  after  which 
they  all  rushed  to  the  chimney,  and  darted  up  en  masse, 
and  in  much  quicker  time  than  they  had  descended 
from  it. 

I  need  not  detail  Sir  Baldwin's  uncontrollable  delight 
on  beholding  the  treasure  of  which  his  firmness  had 
made  him  possessor.  He  could  not  sleep  for  gazing, 
hoping,  and  speculating.  Break  of  day  brought  to  his 
apartment  the  seneschal,  who,  if  he  was  astonished 
at  finding  the  knight  alive,  was  still  more  so  by  the 
great  glitter  with  which  he  was  surrounded.  Car- 
riages were  then  procured,  and  he  hastened  to  depart 
for  Aarburg,  for  he  remembered  that  Urilda  would  still 
be  the  demon's  captive  till  the. treasure  should  be  in 
the  hands  of  its  rightful  owner :  this  was  soon  effected 
The  baron,  who  had  had  a  *'  heavy  miss"  of  his  friend, 
welcomed  him  back  with  all  his  heart  and  soul  j  and 


Bertha but  all  the  lovers  who  read  my  legend— and 

all  my  readers  either  are,  have  been,  or  will  be  so— will 
understand  her  feelings  better  than  I  can  describe 
them.  Sir  Baldwin  was  instantly  acknowledged  the 
knight's  accepted  son ;  and  Bertha,  without  the  sacri- 
fice of  Sir  Thimo's  fortune,  wore  the  bridal  ornaments 
on  her  wedding  day.  But  before  that  period,  on  the 
first  night  Sir  Baldwin  passed  in  her  father's  castle,  a 
gentle  voice  stole  on  his  ear  as  he  was  endeavoring  to 
compose  himself  to  sleep— "  Thanks,  noble  knight," 
it  breathed,  "  thanks  for  your  dauntless  courage  I  I  ant 
the  spirit  of  the  redeemed  Urilda:  seek  my  body  in  the 
cavern  under  the  castle  of  Frankenberg,  and  give  it  a 
tomb  in  the  vaults  of  my  ancestors.  Farewell,  noble 
knight !  all  happiness  henceforth  be  the  portion  of  you 
and  yours!"  Sir  Baldwin  awoke,  obeyed  the  spirit, 
married  Bertha,  and,  of  course,  lived  Tery  happily  eYer 
after. 
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We  have  received  from  the  publishers  "  the  Poems, 
sacred,  passionate,  and  humorous,  of  Nathaniel  Parker 
Willis,"  in  a  neatly  printed  and  handsomely  bound 
volume  of  some  330  pages.  We  do  not  fancy  all  that 
Mr.  Willis  writes,  either  in  prose  or  verse,  and  yet  we 
are  free  to  record  our  opinion  that  he  has  written  many 
beautiful  things.  There  is  a  glowing  richness,  and 
sometimes  originality,  in  his  use  of  language,  that 
throws  a  fascination  about  his  compositions,  and  often 
raises  them  much  above  their  par  value.  These,  after 
the  eye  has  become  accustomed  to  their  dazzling  ef- 
fect, fall  again  to  their  proper  level,  or  perhaps  even 
below  par,  for  the  author,  in  his  preface,  thinks  he 
"  has  suffered,  as  others  have  done  before  him,  by  a 
reputation  too  early  acquired." 

However  this  may  be,  we  feel  that  much  of  his  poe- 
try is  beautiful,  and  believe  it  will  live  long.  "  The 
author  has  no  hesitation  in  acknowledging  the  pe- 
destal on  which  public  favor  has  placed  him ;"  nor 
have  we.  But,  though  "leaving,  on  the  turn  of  the 
acclivity  of  life,  all  he  has  written,  up  to  his  meridian, 
he  promises  to  himself  more  care  In  what  shall  occu- 
py the  down-hill  side,"  we  are  not  prepared  to  expect 
that  he  will  ever  eclipse  some  of  the  beautiful  things 
of  hi9  youth.  For  ourselves,  we  prefer  a  pure  offering 
from  the  heart,  rather  than  a  bright  one  from  the  in- 
tellect: and  it  too  often  happens  in  the  rugged  contact 
with  the  world,  that  while  the  intellect  warms,  the 
heart  cools,  and  what  Is  gained  in  power  is  lost  in  pu- 
rity. 

Most  of  the  sacred  poems  were  written  while  the 
author  was  quite  young.  They  evince  richness  of 
language,  smoothness  of  verse,  and  fidelity  to  scrip- 
ture scenes  and  incidents.  These  ccripture  pieces  are 
mostly  in  blank  verse,  and  though  beautifully  writ  tea, 
perhaps  to  many  minds  the  same  scenes  appear  in 
more  beautiful  and  appropriate  dress  in  the  simple  lan- 
guage of  scripture  Itself. 

Were  we  to  point  out  the  materials  from  which  wa 
think  Mr.  Willis'  most  enduring  u pedestal"  will  be 
raised,  we  should  seek  for  them  among  those  little 
gems  of  verse  thrown  off  in  his  younger  years,  such 
us  "Suturday  Afternoon,"  "  Belfry  Pidgeon,"  &c  &c 
The  longest  poem  In  the  volume,  "The  Lady  Jane," 
written  some  two  or  three  years  ago,  we  cannot  fancy. 
It  is  rather  a  close  imitation  of  Byron,  without  hia 
power. 
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and  roses  stand : 

1  Hundreds  of  huts 
All  hidden  in  a  sylvan  gloom— some  perched 
Volume  III.- No  17. 


natural  parauuiea,  lie  iat  iiuui  me  gieat  uacisw  travel 

and  commerce;  for  from  our  great  roads ;  in  the  most 
ont-of-  the- world  places— the  *erjr  nooks  of  the  world. 
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ARABELLA— A  ROMANCE. 
From  the   German  of  Manfred. 

BT  CAROLIVB  If.  8A.WTSB. 

Thkrb  were  soft  young  hearts  that  sigh'd 

Oft,  in  Castle  Campostella, 
Bat  the  saddest  was  the  bride — 

Young  and  lovely  Arabella ! 

Many  a  maiden,  fair  and  bright, 

Dwelt  with  her  in  Campostella, 
To  each  came  her  own  true  knight — 

Ah,  but  none  to  Arabella ! 

Whisperings  sweet,  and  laughter  glad, 

Wake  the  halls  of  Campostella, 
But  In  tears,  alone  and  sad, 

Listening  sat  poor  Arabella ! 

Listening  if  no  mail-dad  knight 
SpurM  his  steed  tow'rd  Campostella, 

With  his  shield  and  banner  bright, 
And  the  scarf  of  Arabella ! 

If  no  pilgrim,  worn  and  gray, 

Near'd  the  gates  of  Campostella, 
From  her  lovM  one,  far  away, 

Bringing  hope  to  Arabella! 

Yester  passM  a  funeral  train 

Forth  from  Castle  Campostella, 
And,  from  its  lofty  towers  again, 

Ne'er  will  look  sweet  Arabella ! 

God  reward  with  bliss  above, 

Truth  like  hers  of  Campostella— 
God  give  each  so  fond  a  love 

As  the  beauteous  Arabella ! 
For  the  Rover— New  York,  July,  1844. 

RUSTIC  LIFE. 

WITH  AN  1WGEAVING. 

Hkbs  is  one  of  those  scenes  of  rural  life  so  often 
and  so  beautifully  described  by  the  pens  of  Mitford  and 
the  Howitts.  The  children  are  opening  a  gate  at  the 
entrance  to  a  green  lane,  to  admit  a  visitor  on  horse- 
back. The  shadow  of  the  horse  and  rider  on  the  road 
indicates  the  "  coming  event,"  while  the  ragged  little 
urchin  for  his  civility  in  opening  the  gate  and  raising 
fa  is  hand  to  his  head  so  respectfully,  looks  for  a  trifling 
-donation  of  pence.  Of  English  cottages  and  cottage 
life  Howitt  thus  writes : 

"There  Is  not  a  more  beautiful  sight  in  the  world 
than  our  English  cottages,  in  those  parts  of  the  coun- 
try where  the  violent  changes  of  the  times  have  not 
been  so  sensibly  felt.  Where  manufacturers  have  not 
introduced  their  red,  staring,  bald  brick-hoases,  and 
what  is  worse,  their  beer-shops  and  demoralization ; 
where,  in  fact,  a  more  primitive  simplicity  remains. 
There,  on  the  edges  of  the  forest,  In  quiet  hamlets 
and  sweet  woody  valleys,  the  little  gray-thatched  cot- 
tages, with  their  gardens  and  old  orchards,  their  rows 
of  bee-hives,  and  their  porches  clustered  with  jasmines 

and  roses  stand : 

1  Hundreds  of  hats 
All  hidden  in  a  sylvan  gloom—some  perched 
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On  verdant  slopes  from  the  low  coppice  cleared, 
Some  in  deep  dingles  secret  as  the  nest 
Of  Robin  Redbreast  built  among  the  roots 
Of  pine,  on  whose  toll  top  the  throstle  sings. 
Hundreds  of  huts,  yet  all  apart,  and  felt 
Far  from  each  other ;  'mid  the  multitude 
Of  intervening  stems ;  each  glen  or  glade 
By  its  own  self  a  perfect  solitude, 
Hushed  but  not  mute.'  John  Wilson. 

"  There  they  stand,  and  give  one  a  poetical  idea  of 
peace  and  happiness  which  is  inexpressible.  Well 
may  they  be  the  admiration  of  foreigners.  Yes !  they 
are  such  spots  as  thousands  are  longing  for ;  as  the 
day-dreaming  young,  and  the  world-weary  old,  are 
yearning  after,  and  painting  to  their  mind's  eye,  daily 
in  great  cities;  and  the  dull  the  common-place,  the 
unpercipient  of  their  beauty  and  their  glory,  are  dwell- 
ing in  them;  paradisaical  fields  and  magnificent 
mountains ;  or  cloudy  hollows  in  their  mottled  sides ; 
or  little  cleuchs  and  glens,  hidden  and  green— overhung 
with  wild  wood— rocky,  and  resounding  with  dashing 
and  splashing  streams ;  places  where  the  eye  sees  the 
distant  flocks  and  their  slowly  stalking  shepherds — the 
climbing  goat,  and  the  soaring  eagle;  and  the  ear 
catches  their  far-off  cries ;  whence  a  thousand  splen- 
dors and  pageants,  changing  aspects,  and  kindling 
and  dying  glories,  in  earth  and  sky,  are  witnessed ;  the 
cheerful  arising  of  morning— the  still,  crimson,  violet, 
azure,  dim  gray,  and  the  dark  fading  away  of  day  in- 
to night,  are  watched  ;  where  the  high  and  clear  gran- 
deur and  solitude  of  night,  with  its  moon  and  stars, 
and  wandering  breezes,  and  soul-enwrapping  fresh- 
ness, are  seen  and  felt.  Such  places  as  these,  and  the 
brown  and  summer-empurpled  heath,  with  its  patch  of 
ancient  forest,  its  blasted,  shattered,  yet  living  old 
trees,  greeting  you  with  feelings  and  fancies  of  long 
past  centuries;  the  clear,  running  brook,  the  bubbling 
and  most  chrystalline  spring,  and  the  turf  that  springs 
under  your  feet  with  a  delicious  elasticity,  and  sends 
up  to  your  senses  a  fresh  and  forest-born  odor;  or  cot- 
tages perched  in  the  sides  of  glades,  or  on  eminences 
by  the  sea— the  soul-inspiring  sea— with  its  wide  views 
of  coming  and  going  ships,  its  fresh  gales,  and  its 
everlasting  change  of  light  and  life,  on  its  waters  and 
on  its  shores ;  its  sailors,  and  its  fishermen,  with  all 
their  doings,  families,  and  dependencies— every  one  of 
them  thoroughly  covered  and  saturated  with  the  spirit 
of  picturesque  and  homely  beauty ;  or  inland  hollows 
and  fields,  and  old  hamlets  lying  amid  great  woods, 
and  slopes  of  wondrous  loveliness :  if  we  could  bat 
turn  things  round,  and  bring  these  near  us ;  and  unite 
at  once,  city  advantages,  city  society,  and  them  I 
But  it  never  can  be !  And  there  are  living  in  them* 
from  generation  to  generation,  numbers  of  people  who 
are  not  to  be  envied,  because  they  know  nothing  at  all 
of  the  enviableness  of  their  own  situation. 

"  We  are  continually  laboring  to  improve  society— 
to  diffuse  education— to  confer  higher  and  ampler  re- 
ligious views ;  but  these  people  know  little  of  all  this 
—experience  little  of  its  effect ;  for  their  abodes,  and 
natural  paradises,  lie  far  from  the  great  tracks  of  travel 
and  commerce;  far  from  our  great  roads ;  in  the  most 
out-of-the-worid  places— the  very  nooks  of  the  world. 
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"If  you  come  by  chance  upon  them,  you  are  struck 
with  their  admirable  beauty,  their  solemn  repose,  their 
fresh  and  basking  solitude.  You  can't  help  exclaim- 
ing, What  happy  people  these  must  be  J  But,  when 
you  come  to  look  closer  into  them,  the  delusion  van- 
ishes. They  do  not  in  act  see  any  beauty  that  you 
aee.  Their  minds  have  never  been  stirred  from  the 
sluggish  routine  of  their  daily  life ;  their  mental  eye 
has  never  been  unsealed,  and  directed  to  survey  the 
advantages  of  their  situation." 

Speaking  of  life  in  the  dales  of  Lancashire  and  York- 
shire, Mr.  Howitt  remarks  as  follows : 

"  Everywhere  the  rudeness  of  the  rising  generation 
Is  wonderful.  Everywhere  the  stare  of  mingled  igno- 
rance and  insolence  meets  you ;  everywhere  a  troop 
of  lads  is  at  your  heels,  with  the  clatter  of  their  wood- 
en clogs,  crying—1  Felice,  gies  a  hawpenny !'  and  their 
sisters  show  equally  the  extravagance  of  rudeness  in 
which  they  were  suffered  to  grow  up,  by  running  out 
of  the  houses  as  you  pass,  and  poking  mops  and  brush- 
es at  the  horses'  heads ;  nor  does  any  one  attempt  to 
restrain  or  rebuke  them;  and  yet,  odd  enough,  not  one 
of  the  adult  population  will  offer  you  the  least  insult, 
but  if  you  ask  the  way,  will  give  you  the  most  ready 
directions,  and  if  you  go  into  their  houses,  treat  you 
with  perfect  civility.  Ten  and  eleven  small  children 
In  one  small  dirty  hovel  is  no  uncommon  sight,  actu- 
ally covering  the  very  floor,  scarcely  leaving  room  to 
ait  down ;  and  amid  this  crowd  the  mother  is  general- 
ly busy  washing  or  baking  oatcakes ;  and  the  father 
making  the  place  resound  with  the  •  latitat,  latitat '  of 
his  shuttle.  No  wonder  that  the  poor  creatures  are 
glad  to  turn  out  the  whole  troop  of  children  to  play  on 
the  hills,  the  elder  girls  lugging  the  babies  along  with 
them. 

"  The  wildness  into  which  some  of  these  children  in 
the  more  solitary  parts  of  the  country  grow,  is,  I  ima- 
gine, not  to  be  surpassed  in  any  of  the  back  settle- 
ments of  America.  On  an  occasion  of  a  thunder-storm, 
being  driven  into  a  cottage  at  the  foot  of  the  Pendle,  I 
observed  the  head  of  some  human  creature  carefully 
protruded  from  the  doorway  of  an  adjoining  shed,  and 
as  suddenly  withdrawn  on  being  observed.  To  ascer- 
tain what  sort  of  a  person  It  belonged  to,  I  went  into 
the  shed,  but  at  first  found  it  too  dark  to  allow  me  to 
discover  anything.  Presently,  however,  as  objects  be- 
came visible,  I  saw  a  little  creature,  apparently  a  girl 
often  years  old,  reared  very  erectly  against  the  oppo- 
site wall.  On  accosting  her  in  a  kind  tone,  and  telling 
her  to  come  forward,  and  not  to  be  afraid,  she  advan- 
ced from  the  wall,  and  behold !  there  stood  another  lit- 
tle creature  about  a  head  shorter,  whom  she  had  been 
concealing.  I  asked  the  elder  child  whether  this  young- 
er one  was  a  girl.  The  answered,  *  Ne-a.'  '  Was  it  a 
aoyl'  'Ne-a.'  « What  I  neither  boy  nor  girl  I  was 
she  herself  a  girl  V  *  Ne  a.'  *  What,  was  it  a  boy  that 
I  was  speaking  toT  •  Ne-a.1  *  What  in  the  name  of 
wonder  were  they  then  V  '  We  are  childer.'  *  Childer ! 
and  was  the  woman  in  the  house  their  mother?' 
•Ne-a.1  'Who  was  she  then?'  «Ar  mam.'  'Oh! 
your  mam!  and  do  you  keep  cows  in  this  shed?' 
•Ne-a.1  'What  then?'  'Bee-as.'  In  short,  common 
English  was  quite  unintelligible  to  these  little  crea 
tures,  and  their  appearance  was  as  wild  as  their  speech. 
They  were  two  fine  young  creatures,  nevertheless,  es 
pedally  the  elder,  whose  form  and  face  were  full  ol 
that  symmetry  and  grace  that  are  sometimes  I  he  growth 
of  unrestrained  nature,  and  would  have  delighted  the 


sculptor  or  the  painter.  Their  only  clothing  waa  a- 
sort  of  little  boddice  with  skirts,  made  of  a  reddish 
stuff,  and  rendered  more  picturesque  by  sundry  patches 
of  scarlet  cloth,  no  doubt  from  their  mother's  old  cloak. 
Their  heads,  bosoms,  and  legs  to  the  knees,  were  bare 
to  all  the  influences  of  earth  and  heaven ;  and  on  giv- 
ing them  each  a  penny,  they  bounded  away  with  the 
fleetness  and  elasticity  of  young  roes.  No  doubt  the 
hills  and  heaths,  the  wild  flowers  of  summer  and  the 
swift  waters  of  the  glens,  were  the  only  livelong  day 
companions  of  these  children,  who  came  home  only  to 
their  oatmeal  dinner,  and  a  bed  as  simple  as  their  gar- 
ments. Imagine  the  violent  change  of  life,  by  the  sud- 
den capture  and  confinement  of  these  little  English 
savages,  in  the  night-and-day  noise,  labor,  and  fool 
atmosphere  of  the  cotton  purgatories!  and  where,  we 
are  told,  that  little  creatures  have  even  committed  sui- 
cide to  escape  from  a  life  worse  than  ten  deaths !  The 
numbers  of  drunken  men  that  you  meet  in  these  dis- 
tricts in  an  evening,  and  the  number  of  women  that 
you  see  seated  with  their  ale-pots  and  pipes  round  the 
ale-house  fires,  is  a  sight  hardly  elsewhere  to  be  wit- 
nessed, and  form  a  striking  contrast  to  the  agricultu- 
ral districts." 

As  a  means  of  awakening  a  general  taste  for  the 
beautiful,  Howitt  on  another  occasion,  makes  the  fol- 
lowing excellent  remarks. 

"  The  Penny  Magazine  and  some  of  its  cheap  cotem- 
poraries  have  made  an  application  of  engravings  which 
is,  in  itself,  a  great  national  blessing.  By  means  of 
these  publications  many  pictorial  subjects  are  placed 
before  the  eyes  of  tens  of  thousands  who  could  other- 
wise never  have  seen  them.  Subjects  from  the  paint- 
ings of  the  old  masters ;  landscapes  from  every  country 
on  the  globe,  with  their  peculiar  characteristics ;  prints 
of  ancient  and  modern  buildings ;  of  animals,  plants, 
in  fact,  of  every  subject  of  natural  or  human  history, 
all  brought  livingly  to  the  sight,  and  at  such  an  amaz- 
ingly trivial  expense,  that  the  desire  of  knowledge  ie- 
at  once  quickened  and  gratified  in  a  degree  of  which 
our  fathers  had  not  the  most  distant  idea,  nor  of  the 
effect  of  which  have  we,  perhaps,  any  adequate  concep- 
tion. We  feel  however,  that  it  must  be  full  of  virtue 
and  happiness.  Throughout  thousands  and  tens  of 
thousands  of  cottages  shall  the  eye  which,  without 
these  blessed  facilities,  would  never  have  glanced  on. 
anything  beyond  the  objects  surrounding  their  daily 
life,  now  gaze  in  living  delight  on  the  magnificent 
scenes,  the  beautiful  productions  of  every  land  and 
climate ;  on  the  stern  or  fantastic  splendor  of  foreign 
towns  and  cities,  domes  and  minarets;  on  the  forms 
and  eostumes,  the  dwellings  and  implements  of  the 
most  distant  nations ;  on  the  animal  natures,  of  air, 
earth,  and  ocean :  on  the  faces  of  men  who  have  been 
the  lights,  or  terrors  of  the  world ;  of  those  who  have 
fought  for,  and  thought  for,  sung  for  and  died  for  man 
and  his  cause ;  the  spread  of  knowledge  and  religion, 
in  fact  for  that  social  and  illimitable  happiness  of 
which  tyese  things  are  the  precursors;  a  happiness* 
which  shall  be  brought  to  every  house,  in  city  or  desert, 
to  every  fireside  however  humble. 

"  This  is  a  great  and  beneficent  result,  from  the 
blending  of  two  noble  arts ;  (engraving  and  printing) 
for,  whatever  tends  to  embellish  life ;  to  give  to  toiling 
men  a  refining  pleasure ;  to  bring  them  from  base  ex- 
citements and  public  haunts  to  the  pure  and  peaceful 
enjoyments  of  home,  to  draw  them  to  their  own  fire- 
sides ;  to  induce  them  to  sit  among  their  children,  and 
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delight  their  eyes  with  objects  of  beauty,  and  feed 
their  growing  spirits  with  those  natural  facts,  in  which 
the  wisdom  end  goodness  of  Opd  are  made  so  sensible 
to  young  minds ;  whatever  does  this,  does  the  work  of 
love ;  the  work  of  human  happiness  and  national  great- 
ness. To  enlighten  the  general  mass,  and  at  the  same 
time  to  kindle  the  noble  feelings  of  the  soul  of  man, 
are  the  sure  means  to  build  up  the  state  with  true 
citizens;  to  protect  the  people  from  despotism,  and 
government  from  popular  caprice." 


*V\AA^*AA^» 


'THE  LA8T  MAN. 
A  Seasonable  Chapter  in  the  Style  of  the  Day. 


BT    O.    V.   HOVV1IA.N. 


"  Cbowd  is  not  company,  and  faces  are  but  a  gallery 
of  pictures  where  there  is  no  love,"  quaintly  but  truly 
salth  an  old  writer.  From  such  a  gallery  I  have  stalk- 
ed out  this  instant,  reader,  to  hold  a  moment's  sympa- 
thising talk  with  thee.  You  have  heard  of  me,  doubt- 
less, at  Saratoga,  Rockaway  or  Niagara,  or  perhaps 
even  my  fame  as  the  last  man  of  the  season  has  reach- 
ed yeu  at  the  distant  White  Sulphur,  or  some  gay  spot 
still  more  remote,  where  you  bestow  you  favored  leis- 
ure upon  some  livery  circle,  and  mete  out  a  shred  of 
compassion  to  the  unhappy  subjects  you  have  left  be- 
hind you,  prisoned  by  business  cares  in  the  city.  I  am 
the  last,  the  very  last  of  these  unfortunates.  The  town, 
indeed,  is  not  completely  deserted ;  for  I  behold  in  the 
streets  crowds  of  those  eccentric  people,  who,  at  all 
seasons,  prefer  the  bustle  and  excitement  of  city  life 
to  the  repose  of  rural  leisure.  I  am,  therefore,  not  ex- 
actly in  the  situation  of  Hood's  "  last  convict,"  who, 
when  he  wished  to  hang  himself, 

"  Found  not  a  single  man  alive 
To  pull  his  legs!" 
But  though  my  physical  condition  be  different  from 
his,  yet  the  moral  solitude  of  "  Campbell's  Last  Man" 
was  not  more  complete  than  mine,  for  I  find  no  com- 
pany in  the  crowd,  and  the  faces-about  me  are  but  a 
gallery  of  pictures.    The  gems  in  love's  shining  circle 

"  Have  all  dropped  away." 

The  eyes  upon  which  I  loved  to  look  have  gone  to 
gladden  some  other  sphere,  the  hands  that  I  fain  would 
clasp  are  handling  the  fishing-rod  at  Islip,  or  bagging 
woodcock  in  Purgatory ;  and  I  move  amid  the  machin- 
ery of  society  like  some  solitary  pendulum  that  swings 
in  gloomy  silence,  with  no  apparent  connection  with 
the  various  wheels  which  are  ringing  and  flashing  in 
the  bright  sunshine  around  it.  Twice  a  day  do  I  vi- 
brate between  Union  Place  and  the  Battery  with  the 
same  monotonous  motion ;  and  throughout  the  whole 
Hue  of  Broadway,  not  an  eye  is  there  to  mark  my 
swing,  not  a  hand  that  I  could  meet  with  answering 
touch,  is  outstretched  to  lend  new  life  to  the  soulless 
motion.  I  am  now  almost  reconciled  to  my  mysteri- 
ons  doom ;  but  there  were  long  days  and  many  that  I 
struggled  against  my  hermit  destiny.  1  saw  the  fate 
which  impended  over  me  in  anticipation,  and  as  friend 
after  friend  dropped  away  from  my  side,  and  the  bright 
laces  in  which  I  sunned  myself  were  one  by  one  with- 
drawn, I  clung  with  anxious  restlessness  to  the  hope 
that  one— one— at  least  might  yet  be  left.  1  remember 
In  that  day  of  fevered  hope,  that  the  mere  sight  of  a 
trunk  or  a  carpet  bag  behind  a  carriage  would  strike 
me  with  dismay.  What  knew  I  but  that  the  uncon- 
scious thing  might  be  the  symbol  of  some  new  depar- 


ture in  which  I  was  interested  1  what  knew  I  but  that 
the  vehicle  which  then  rattled  by  me  was  bearing  off 
her  that  I  would  most  miss  from  the  rapidly  depopula- 
ting city.  There  were  strange  semblances  in  those 
days  about  the  decrepid  and  phantoevlooking  hacks 
which  glided  by  me.  Faces  would  fpeer  from  the 
windows  which  I  knew  could  not  be  so  soon  upon  the 
wing,  and  a  mocking  laugh  would  ring  in  my  ears  from 
voices  which  1  felt  could  never  mock  me  thus.  Often 
at  witnessing  such  sights  and  sounds,  would  I  rush 
down  to  the  steamboat  wharf  and  there  find  a  brief 
respite  from  gloom  in  discovering  that  the  real  persons 
of  those  whose  images  had  been  thus  shadowed  forth, 
were  not  actually  on  board.  They  still  lingered  in  the 
city,  from  which  all  were  fleeing,  and  a  few  hoars  of 
social  intercourse  were  yet  left  me. 

At  last,  however,  even  these  were  gone— ay !  only 
one  besides  myself  remained  1    But  such  a  one ! 

It  was  a  fair  girl— a  blithe,  happy  creature,  with  eyes 
of  heaven's  own  blue,  and  hair  all  radiant  of  the  light 
which  claims  the  same  birth-place.  Gentle  she  was, 
too,  as  the  airs  which  travel  thence  upon  summer's 
blandest  eve. 

We  were  alone— this  fair  girl  and  I— alone  amid  the 
unmeaning  crowd  that  had  no  part  nor  lot  in  thought 
and  feeling  with  a  being  such  as  her,  and  fondly  did  I 
whisper  myself  that  she  lingered  amid  the  desolation 
for  me  alone.  She  seemed  like  that  almost  magical 
flower  which  the  polar  discoverer  found  blooming  upon 
the  arctic  desert— as  fresh  and  fair  amid  its  cssfng  of  ice 
as  if  a  tropic  sun  had  warmed  it  into  being.  It  would 
redeem  the  darkest  lot  to  find  such  a  flower  blooming 
in  one's  path,  and  I  cared  not  that  the  city  was, 

"  My  dwelling-place, 

With  one  fair  spirit  for  my  minister," 
so  that  I  might  see,  love,  live  for  only  her.  "  We 
met,"  we  met  often,  and  though  "  'twas  in  a  crowd," 
yet  did  she  not  "  shun  me  I"  for,  said  I  not,  that  we 
were  all  alone  in  that  crowd!  But  weeks  wore  on, 
and  she  too,  that  blessed  comforter,  was  to  be  stolen 
from  me. 

I  hardly  remember  now  what  brought  the  first  warn- 
ing to  my  heart  of  the  impending  blow.  I  could  not 
and  I  would  not  see  thst  it  hung  over  me.  Some* 
thing  there  was  though  of  wearying  of  the  town — a 
little  talk  of  other  days— a  transient  memory  of  child- 
ish sports  upon  the  river,  and  a  mention  of  an  aunt  in 
the  country. 

Vainly  1  tried  her  drooping  soul  to  raise ;  I  spoke 
cheerfully  of  the  resources  near,  I  painted  the  verdu- 
rous aisles  of  Washington  Square  In  prospect — I  tried 
to  lure  her  to  the  Battery.  I  spake  of  Nlblo's !  She 
listened— kindly,  but  not  with  earnestness.  She  did 
not  complain,  but  her  heart  was  evidently  away  to  the 
green  fields  and  murmuring  brooks  and  hanging  or- 
chards of  her  kinswoman's  villa ;  there,  where  her  fa- 
vorite cousin  (a  boy — a  romping  boy— a  boy  of  fifteen  If 
claimed  her  to  share  his  sports,  what  time  the  August 
sun  withdrawn  from  shady  stream  should  tempt  the 
lazy  angler  to  the  woods. 

And  now  I  was  indeed  alone.  I  saw  the  low  hung 
and  endless  Long  Island  wagon  drag  its  last  length 
aboard  of  the  South  Ferry  steamboat,  I  heard  the  re- 
lentless engine  gi/e  its  first  ponderous  jar,  and  I 
watched  the  pea- green  bandbox  on  the  top  of  the  stage 
umil  it  became  blended  with  objects  upon  the  opposite 
shore;  and  then,  as  I  mentally  exclaimed,  "how  of- 
ten will  that  odious  cousin  bait  his  hook  for  her  1"  I 
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laughed  a  laugh— that  first  half-savage  laugh  of  the 
-overtasked  young  spirit  which  is  never  laughed  but 
once— I  laughed  it  then  1  and  rushed  up  Whitehall 
street. 

It  boots  not  to  tell  how  since  have  passed  my  hours. 
Mine  is  no  common  lot— and  the  details  of  my  feelings 
can,  therefore,  awaken  no  general  sympathy.  Time 
was  when  breakfasting  alone  was  to  me  a  luxury — 
time  was  when  dining  with  a  friend  was  to  me  the 
height  of  enjoyment :  but  now  the  charm  of  the  first 
has  become  so  common,  the  pleasure  of  the  last  so 
rare,  that  I  would  share  my  meals  even  with  a  billiard- 
marker,  or  a  dandyling  to  have  aught  approaching  to 
humanity  so  near  me.  The  waiters,  sitting  by  the  de- 
serted windows  of  my  hotel,  scarcely  rise  from  their 
places  when  I  enter;  yet  I  have  not  the  heart  to  re- 
prove them  for  their  want  of  respect  for  the  last  mem- 
ber. The  fawn  has  been  known  to  make  friends  with 
the  lion  when  thus  isolated  from  all  the  rest  of  crea- 
tion— and  besides  venturing  once  or  twice  into  Wall 
street,  and  sliding  unobtrusively  past  a  loitering  bro- 
ker, I  have  found  myself  more  than  once  wistfully 
approaching  a  sheriff's  officer.  But  it  did  not  speak 
to  me — and  I  slunk  away  in  faintheartedness  and  de- 
jection. I  do  not  think,  however,  that  there  has  been 
any  weak  surrender  to  the  gloom  which  such  loneli- 
ness may  well  awaken ;  for  I  catch  at  every  sight  and 
sound  which  may  let  cheerfulness  into  the  windows 
of  my  soul.  Sometimes  I  wander  in  the  suburbs, 
where  the  deep  bass  notes  of  the  swine  which  our  city 
laws  have  not  yet  deaparked,  awaken  a  rural  associa- 
tion. Sometimes  I  listen  to  the  shrill  tenor  of  the 
swallows,  wheeling  like  lawyers  on  a  circuit,  around 
the  chimneys  of  the  Bridewell.  Sometimes  I  loiter 
round  the  public  gardens,  and  catch  a  glimpse  of  green 
from  their  diminutive  parterres.  But  here  there  is  al- 
ways something  to  disturb  the  stoicism  which  I  find 
it  so  difficult  to  preserve.  I  hear  songs  which  remind 
me  of 

The  lawless  breeze  and  the  glowing  sky, 
And  bright  world  shut  from  my  languid  eye. 

41  Away,  away,  to  the  mountain's  brow"  but  Berves  to 
fcnit  my  brow  with  care ;  M  Some  love  to  roam,"  re- 
minds me  that  I  must  stay  at  home ;  "It's  my  delight 
of  a  shiny  night,"  only  makes  me  curse  my  stars— and 
when  I  hear, 

"Oh,  Nannie  wilt  though  gang  wi'  me, 
Nor  sigh  to  leave  this  flaunting  town  V* 

*  I  gnash  my  teeth  at  the  thought  that  Nannie  could 
gang  without  me,  and  leave  her  lover  to  sigh  in  vain. 
As  for  the  theatre,  with  its  Trees  and  Groves,  and  its 
expected  Woods,  Forests  and  Mcodoira,  it  but  mocks 
my  misery ;  while  Barnes  in  the  city  raises  only  a  de- 
luding image  of  a  cottage  in  the  country.  Now  and 
then  I  take  a  sort  of  savage  pleasure  in  reading  the 
advertisements  of  country  seats  for  sale,  and  disport 
my  fancy  over  the  maps  and  prospectuses  now  so 
common,  of  new  collections  of  villas,  projected  by 
some  ingenious  persons,  who  talk  about  "  eligible  sites 
for  the  ornamental  cottage,  and  grounds  of  a  retired 
gentleman,"  upon  "  nicely  leveled  lots,  in  parallelo- 
grams of  twenty-five  feet  by  a  hundred."  He  who  in- 
vented the  art  of  packing  a  quart  of  wine  into  a  pint 
decanter,  must  have  given  the  first  hint  to  these  wor- 
thies. Thank  heaven,  I  have  no  such  maimed  rurali- 
ties  to  offend  my  eyes  as  their  procrutean  labors  would 
fjtfn  create.   It  is  true  that  my  better  senses  art  now 


all  prisoned  up  in  the  brick  walls  around  me;  but  I 
would  rather  (hey  should  be  fettered  than  perverted. 
My  rural  taste  may  languish  for  want  of  nutriment  to 
feed  upon,  but  better  thus  than  it  should  become  vitia- 
ted and  cocknified  from  unnatural  ailment.  The 
realms  of  fancy  are  still  mine ;  for 

"  When  breeze  and  beam,  like  thieves  come  in, 
To  steal  me  away,  I  deem  it  sin 
To  slight  their  voice,  and  away  I'm  straying, 
Over  the  hills  and  vales  a  Maying." 
I  own  many  a  lot  in  the  fields  of  imagination)  which, 
though  of  no  marketable  value,  is  nearly  as  substan- 
tial as  those  in  which  people  about meare speculating. 
The  last  that  I  have  laid  out  are  among  the  Adiron- 
dach  mountains,  where,  wholly  unnoticed  by  the  learn- 
ed gentlemen  who  have  been  tracing  the  sources  of  the 
Hudson  in  that  quarter,  I  have  accompanied  the  sur- 
veying party  over  many  a  romantic  tract,  where  the 
magic  pencil  of  Cole  was  busied  long  since.    It  is 
grievous,  however,  to  retrace  my  steps  from  this  sweet 
and  roaming  track  of  my  fancy ;  for 

"  Then  what  a  dreary,  dismal  gloom, 
Settles  upon  my  loathed  room- 
Darker  to  every  thought  and  sense, 
Than  if  they  had  ne'er  wandered  thence." 
At  such  a  time  as  this,  I  use  my  washerwoman's  al- 
bum as  a  sort  of  safety-valve  to  let  off  my  pent  and 
pining  musings ;  and  the  other  day,  while  loitering 
near  the  river,  and  flinging  in  vain  upon  the  tide  the 
weary  thoughts  that  would  ever  and  anon  recur  to  me, 
like  the  valueless  chips  which,  when  set  afloat  by  wan- 
ton boys,  the  waves  so  carefully  still  return  to  their 
feet,  the  last  words  of  the  last  man  were  thus  poured 
out: 

River,  oh  river!  thou  rovest  free, 
From  the  mountain  height  to  the  fresh  blue  seal 
Free  thyself;  but  with  silver  chain, 
Linking  each  charm  of  land  and  main. 
From  splintered  crag,  thou  leap'st  below, 
Through  leafy  glades  at  will  to  flow- 
Lingering  now  by  the  steep's  mossed  edge- 
Loitering  now  mid  the  dallying  sedge : 
And  pausing  ever,  to  call  thy  waves 
From  grassy  meadows  and  fern-hid  caves — 
And  then,  with  a  prouder  tide  to  break 
From  wooded  valley  to  breezy  lake : 
Yet  all  of  these  scenes,  though  fair  they  be, 
River,  oh  river !  are  banned  to  me. 

River,  oh  river!  upon  thy  tide 
Full  many  a  freighted  bark  doth  glide; 
Would  that  thou  thus  oouldst  bear  away, 
The  thoughts  that  burthen  my  weary  dayt 
Or  that  I,  from  all  save  them,  made  free, 
Though  laden  still,  might  rove  with  thee ! 
True  that  thy  waves  brief  life-time  find, 
And  live  at  the  will  of  the  wanton  wind ; 
True  that  thou  seekest  the  ocean's  flow, 
To  be  lost  therein  for  evermoe — 
Yet  the  slave  who  worships  at  Glory's  shrine, 
But  toils  for  a  bubble  as  frail  as  thine; 
But  loses  his  freedom  here,  to  be 
Forgotten  as  soon  as  in  death  set  free. 


Two  things  are  embarrassing:  to  be  silent,  whan 
we  ought  to  speak ;  and  to  speak  when  wo  oof  ht  ^ 
besiient. 
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AN  OLD  MAED'8  MUSINGS. 

A  PARODY. 
L. 

Whin  the  hours  of  night  are  numbered, 
And  the  voice  of  chanticleer 

Calls  the  drowsy  ones  that  slumbered 
To  renew  their  toil  and  care ; 


Ere  the  stars  have  ceasM  their  vigils, 
Or  the  sun's  bright  beams  intrude, 

Thoughts  of  other  days,  and  brighter, 
Come  to  haunt  my  solitude. 

in. 
Then  the  forms  of  the  departed 

Sweep  through  mem'ry's  shaded  halls; 
OM  belov'd  ones—  but/o&e-hearted, 

Stand  before  me,  one  and  all. 


He,  the  gallant  youth,  who  cherish' d 
Hopes  of  making  me  bis  wife, 

Bat  who,  when  those  hopes  had  perish'd, 
Left  me  to  an  old  maid '» t\ft! 


They,  the  countless  host  of  suitors, 
Who  had  plead  for  hope  in  vain, 

One  by  one  In  turn  departed, 
Never  to  return  again! 


And  with  them  that  faithless  lover, 
Who  once  worehip'd  at  my  shrine, 

Said  he  ne'er  could  love  another— 
Married  now,  but  ah!  not  mine! 


With  a  slow  and  stealthy  footstep 
Comes  that  fickle,  worthless  one, 

Scarcely  dares  to  lift  his  head  up, 
When  he  thinks  of  what  he's  done. 


Now  he  steals  a  glance  toward  me 
With  his  small  and  snake*  like  eyes, 

Till  I  wonder  how  I  ever 
Thought  him  worth  a  dozen  sighs! 


Uttered  low,  but  comprehended, 
Were  his  vowb  of  constancy ; 

But  those  foolish  scenes  are  ended, 
And  I  bless  my  stars— rmfree! 


Oh,  thongh  oft  distress1  d  and  lonely, 

Still  I've  cause  to  be  resigned ; 
I  should  not  have  been  an  "  old  maid," 

Had  not  each  one  changed  his  mind, 

tflBTPOaTB  QUI. 

For  Qu  Rover—  Brunswick,  Me.,  July,  1844. 


THE  POWER  OF  PRIEND8HIP. 
It  was  nearly  four  o'clock ;  and  I  had  not  yet  pre- 
pared myself  to  give  my  lecture.    The  heat  was  op- 
pressive, the  ah*  heavy,  the  sky  tempestuous  j  and  I 
felt  a  sensation  of  restlessness  and  nervous  irritability 


quite  unusual  to  me.  During  the  last  week  I  had  not 
enjoyed  one  hour's  tranquility :  several  persons  dan- 
gerously ill  and  requiring  my  attention  had  called  for 
me.  One  in  particular  (the  only  support  of  a  large 
family)  gave  me  great  anxiety,  and  excited  in  my  mind 
extreme  sympathy.  In  this  state  I  got  into  the  car- 
riage to  go  to  the  University.  At  that  moment  an  un- 
sealed note  was  put  into  my  hand.  I  opened  it  im- 
mediately, and  found  it  to  announce  the  death  of  poor 

H ,  for  whom  I  was  so  much  interested ;  and  this 

news  affected  me  deeply. 

The  stroke  was  the  more  severe  as  I  had  not  fore- 
seen the  event,  and  consequently,  had  not  the  conso- 
lation of  having  been  able  to  prepare  the  family  of  my 
patient  for  so  great  a  misfortune.  Hitherto  the  chair 
of  declamation  had  always  been  to  me  rather  a  plea- 
sure than  a  labor;  the  abstract  theories  of  the  science 
had  amused  my  mind :  but  this  evening  I  felt  a  degree 
of  uneasiness  on  my  spirits  for  which  I  could  not 
account  The  events  of  the  day  had  so  deeply  affected 
me  that  I  felt  an  almost  insurmountable  inclination  to* 
repose.  When  I  reached  the  entry  of  the  haH,  I  cast  a 
look  around  at  the  unusually  full  audience,  and  as  I 
passed  through  the  crowd  I  heard  the  name  of  a  cele- 
brated doctor,  spoken  of  as  being  among  my  hearers* 
At  another  time  these  were  circumstances  that  would 
have  given  me  pleasure,  but  now  they  increased  my 
confusion,  which  was  indeed  complete  when  I  discover- 
ed that  I  had  left  my  notes  in  the  carriage,  which  I  had 
dismissed  at  the  door,  intending  to  walk  home.  It 
was  too  late  to  send  for  them ;  and  I  was  now  in  great 
perplexity.  I  opened  my  port-folio,  and  hastily  ran 
through  a  number  of  remarks  that  I  had  thrown  lh 
there  without  arranging  them;  happily,  I  fell  upon 
some  novel  observations  upon  insanity,  and  I  then 
determined  to  make  that  the  subject  of  my  off-hand 
lecture. 

I  have  but  a  contused  idea  of  what  then  followed : 
but  I  remember  the  applause  which  saluted  my  en- 
trance, and  which  became  still  louder  when  my  con> 
fosion  was  observed.  As  soon  as  there  was  silence  I 
summoned  all  my  courage,  and  began.  The  first 
words  cost  me  infinite  pain :  I  hesitated  and  stopped 
continually ;  but  by  degrees  I  recovered  myself,  and 
the  great  attention  paid  to  me  gave  me  confidence.  I 
soon  found  the  cloud  that  overspread  my  senses  clear- 
ing off ;  my  ideas  became  less  confused ;  the  words 
came  readily,  and  comparisons  and  expressions  crowd- 
ed upon  me.  I  had  only  to  choose  them.  As  I  went 
on  my  observations  became  more  striking,  and  my 
demonstrations  more  clear  and  comprehensive.  I  was 
astonished  at  the  fluency  with  which  I  expressed  my- 
self. I  found  great  facility  in  treating  several  difficult 
subjects,  which  at  another  time  I  should  hardly  hare 
dared  attempted*  They  seemed  to  me  clear  and  simple, 
and  I  got  through  them  as  trifles.  Still  greater  be- 
came my  surprize  to  find  that  my  memory,  which  had 
hitherto  been  slow  and  imperfect,  was  suddenly  toe- 
come  miraculously  faithful,  and  brought  back  the  most 
trifling  circumstances  of  my  long  career.  I  cited  an 
author,  and  with  so  much  exactitude,  that  one  might 
have  imagined  that  I  held  the  book  in  my  hand  {  facts 
and  anecdotes  came  to  elucidate  my  theories  and  de- 
monstrations }  the  cases  of  insanity  that  I  bad  wit- 
nessed in  my  youth,  and  which  I  thought  were  effaced 
from  my  memory,  rushed  back  upon  It  as  if  they  had 
recently  happened.  I  became  every  moment  more  at 
ease,  the  promptness  with  which  one  idea  Mowed 
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another  exciting  every  faculty;  and  words  came  to 
give  them  expression.  At  that  moment  a  great  terror 
took  possession  of  my  mind.  It  seemed  to  me  that 
some  unknown  danger,  which  it  was  not  in  my  power 
to  avoid,  hung  over  me. 

The  supernatural  power  that  had  hitherto  supported 
me  began  to  sink :  my  thoughts  became  confused ; 
strange  faces  and  fantastic  images  flitted  before  my 
eyes.  The  objects  of  which  I  had  been  speaking  came 
to  life,  and  I  seemed  like  a  magician  who,  by  a  word, 
rendered  visible  the  living  and  the  dead.  I  stopped ! 
The  most  perfect  silence  reigned  In  the  hall,  and  every 
eye  was  turned  toward  me.  All  at  once  a  horrible 
thought  seized  me,  a  convulsive  laugh  broke  from  me, 
'  and  I  exclaimed,  "  I  aUo  am  mad  /"  All  the  assembly 
rose  instantaneously  like  one  body.  Every  voice  raised 
a  cry  of  surprize  and  terror ;  and  of  what  afterward 
happened  I  knew  nothing. 


When  I  recovered  my  senses  I  was  in  bed.  I  looked 
around— I  knew  every  object  in  the  room.  The  sun 
shone  upon  the  window-curtains,  which  were  half 
crossed ;  I  was  sensible  it  was  evening ;  I  saw  nobody 
in  the  room ;  and  when  I  endeavored  to  comprehend 
who  I  was,  and  why  there,  a  raintness  came  over  me ; 
I  shut  my  eyes,  and  tried  to  sleep,  when  some  one  en- 
tered the  room  awakened  me :  it  was  my  friend  Doctor 
G ,  who  approached  the  bed,  and  attentively  ex- 
amined me  for  the  space  of  a  few  moments.  While  he 
thus  looked  at  me  I  perceived  that  he  changed  color, 
his  hand  trembled  while  feeling  my  pulse,  and  in  a 
low  and  melancholy  whisper  he  said,  "My  God,  how 
he  is  changed  I"  I  then  heard  a  voice  at  the  door  say, 
"May  I  come  in?"  The  doctor  did  not  answer,  and 
my  wife  came  gently  into  the  room.  She  looked  pale 
and  sorrowful ;  her  eyes  were  wet,  and,  as  she  bent 
anxiously  over  me,  burning  tears  fell  upon  my  face. 
She  took  my  hands  in  both  hers,  bent  her  lips  close  to 
my  ear, and  said,  "William,  do  you  know  me?"  A 
long  silence  followed  this  question.  I  tried  to  answer, 
but  was  incapable  of  pronouncing  one  word.  I  wished 
to  show  by  some  sign  that  I  was  sensible  of  her  pre- 
sence. I  fixed  my  eyes  upon  her;  but  I  heard  her  say 
amidst  deep  sobs  and  tears. 

" Alaa !  he  does  not  know  me!" 

And  thus  I  perceived  that  my  efforts  had  been  in 
vain.  The  doctor  now  took  my  wife  by  the  hand  to 
lead  her  from  the  room. 

"  Not  yet,  not  yet,"  she  said,  withdrawing  her  hand, 
and  I  relapsed  into  delirium.  When  again  I  became 
sensible,  I  felt  as  if  I  had  awakened  from  a  long  and 
deep  sleep.  I  still  suffered,  but  less  severely ;  extreme 
weakness  had  succeeded  to  fever ;  my  eyes  were  pain- 
ful, and  a  mist  was  over  them,  at  first  I  was  not  sen- 
sible that  any  one  was  in  the  room,  but  gradually  ob- 
jects became  more  distinct,  and  I  saw  the  doctor  seated 
by  my  bed.  He  said,  "Are  you  better  William?" 
Hitherto  my  ineffectual  attempts  to  make  myself  un- 
derstood had  not  given  me  pain ;  but  now  the  impos- 
sibility of  doing  so  was  a  martyrdom.  I  soon  became 
aware  that  my  strength  of  mind  was  leaving  roe,  and 
that  death  approached.  The  efforts  that  I  made  to 
.rouse  myself  from  this  sort  of  death-like  slumber  must 
have  been  very  violent,  for  a  cold  sweat  came  all  over 
<me :  I  heard  a  rushing  as  If  my  ears  were  full  of  water, 
and  my  limbs  were  convulsed.  I  seized  the  doctor's 
hand,  which  I  pressed  with  all  my  strength.  I  rose  in 
my  bed  and  looked  wildly  at  him.    This  did  not  last 


long;  I  soon  fell  again  into  weakness:  I  dropped  the 
hand  which  I  had  grasped,  my  eyes  closed,  and  I  fell 
back  on  my  bed.    All  that  I  remember  at  that  momet  • 

were  the  words  of  poor  Doctor  Q ,  who,  thinking 

me  dead,  exclaimed,  "At  last  his  sufferings  are  over!'1 
Many  hours  passed  before  I  recovered  my  senses 
The  first  sensation  of  which  I  became  sensible  was 
the  coldness  of  the  air,  which  felt  like  ice  upon  my 
face;  it  seemed  as  if  an  enormous  weight  was  on  it ; 
my  arms  were  stretched  against  my  body,  and  though 
I  was  lying  in  a  most  inconvenient  position,  yet  it  was 
impossible  to  change  it;  I  tried  to  speak,  but  had  not 
the  power.  Some  time  afterward  I  heard  the  steps  of 
many  people  walking  in  the  room,  something  heavy 
was  set  down,  and  a  hoarse  voice  pronounced  these 

words :  "  William  H ,  aged  thirty-eight :  I  thought 

him  older !"  These  words  recalled  to  my  mind  all  the 
circumstances  of  my  illness !  I  understood  that  I  had 
ceased  to  live,  and  that  preparations  were  making  for 
my  interment  Was  I  then  dead  ?  The  body  was  in- 
deed cold  and  inanimate ;  but  thought  was  not  extinct. 
How  could  it  be  that  all  traces  of  life  had  disappeared 
exteriorly,  and  that  sentiment  still  existed  in  the  chilly 
frame  that  was  now  going  to  be  conveyed  to  the  grave  ? 
What  a  horrible  idea!  My  God!  is  this  a  dream? 
No ;  all  was  real .  I  recalled  to  my  mind  the  last  words 
of  the  doctor ;  he  knew  too  well  the  signs  of  death  to 
allow  himself  to  be  deceived  by  false  appearances.  No 
hope  1  None  1  I  felt  myself  being  placed  in  the  coffin. 
What  language  can  describe  all  the  horror  of  that  mo- 
ment. 


I  knew  not  how  long  I  remained  in  this  situation. 
The  silence  that  reigned  in  the  room  was  again  broken, 
and  I  was  sensible  that  many  of  my  friends  came  to 
look  at  me  for  the  last  time. 

My  mind  was  awake  to  all  the  horrors  of  my  situa- 
tion :  in  a  moment  my  heart  became  sensible  of  acute 
suffering.  But  what !  thought  I  to  myself;  is  every- 
thing within  me  dead  1  Is  the  soul,  as  well  as  the 
body  inanimate  ?  My  thought  nevertheless  was  a  proof 
to  the  contrary.  What  is  then  become  of  my  will  te 
speak,  to  see,  to  live?  Ever}' thing  within  me  sleeps, 
and  is  as  inactive  as  if  I  never  had  existed !  Are  the 
nerves  disobedient  to  the  commands  of  the  brain? 
Why  do  those  swift  messengers  refuse  to  obey  the 
soul?  I  recalled  to  mind  the  almost  miraculous  in- 
stances of  the  power  of  mind  directed  to  one  purpose 
and  urged  by  a  strong  impulse.  I  knew  the  history 
of  the  Indian  who,  after  the  death  of  his  wife,  had  of- 
fered his  breast  to  her  infant,  and  had  nourished  it 
with  milk.  Was  not  this  miracle  the  effect  of  a  strong 
will?  I  myself  had  seen  life  and  motion  restored  to  a 
palsied  limb  by  a  mighty  effort  of  the  mind,  which  had 
awakened  the  dormant  nerves.  I  knew  a  man  whose 
heart  beat  slowly  or  quick  as  he  pleased.  Yes,  thought 
I,  in  a  transport  of  joy,  the  will  to  live  remains.  It  is 
only  when  this  faculty  has  yielded  that  Death  can  be- 
come master  of  us.  I  felt  a  hope  of  reviving,  as  I  may 
express  it,  by  the  vigor  of  my  will ;  but  alas  1  I  cannot 
even  now  think  of  it  without  fear !  The  moments 
were  speeding  fast  away,  and  by  the  noises  around  me 
I  comprehended  that  preparation  was  making  to  dose 
my  coffin.  What  is  to  be  done  ?  If  the  will  has  really 
the  power  attributed  to  it,  how  shall  I  direct  it  ?  Dar- 
ing all  my  illness  I  often  strongly  desired  to  speak  and 
move,  but  could  not  do  so.  I  now  made  another  effect. 
As  the  wrestler  puts  forth  the  utmost  strength  of  every 
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muscle  to  raise  up  his  antagonist,  so  I  employed  all 
Ifcat  my  will  could  command,  and  endeavored  to  ins- 
ert to  my  nerves  the  impulse  of  that  energetic  volition, 
*v  last  hope !  It  was  in  vain.  In  vain  did  I  try  to 
*ise  one  breath  wiihin  my  breast— to  utter  one  sigh. 
^d,  oh  1  what  increase  of  horror !  I  heard  the  nails 
applied  to  my  coffin !    Despair  was  in  the  sound ! 

At  that  very  instant  E ,  my  oldest,  my  dearest 

friend,  came  into  my  room.    He  had  performed  a  long 
journey  to  see  me  once  more,  to  bid  an  eternal  farewell 
to  the  companion  of  his  childhood.    They  made  way 
for  him.    He  rushed  forward  and  laid  his  hand,  his 
faithful,  fond  hand  on  my  bosom.    Oh,  the  warmth  of 
that  friend's  hand  I    It  touched  the  inmost  fibres  of 
my  heart,  and  it  sprang  to  meet  him.    That  emotion 
acted  upon  my  whole  system ;  the  blood  was  agitated ; 
it  began  to  flow  j  my  nerves  trembled,  and  a  convulsive 
sigh  burst  from  my  disenchained  lungs;  every  fibre 
moved  with  a  sudden  bound,  like  the  cordage  of  a  ves- 
sel struggling  against  a  mighty  sea.    I  breathed  again ! 
But  so  sudden  and  so  unexpected  was  the  change  in 
my  frame,  that  an  idea  came  to  my  mind  that  it  could 
not  be  real— tha\  I  was  again  deprived  of  reason. 
Happily  this  doubt  soon  ceased.    A  cry  of  tenor,  and 
these  words,  "He  lives!"  uttered  distinctly  enough 
for  me  to  hear,  put  all  beyond  doubt    The  noise  and 
bustle  became  general,  and  some  voice  exclaimed, 

«  b has  fainted :  raise  him  up,  carry  him  hence 

that  he  may  not  when  he  opens  his  eyes  first  behold 
his  friend.  Orders,  exclamations,  cries  of  joy  and  sur- 
prise, increased  every  instant :  all  that  I  now  recall  is, 
that  I  was  lifted  out  of  my  coffin,  and,  before  a  good 
fire  was  completely  brought  to  life,  and  found  myself 
surrounded  by  friends.  After  some  weeks  I  was  re- 
stored to  health;  I  had  seen  death  as  near  as  possible, 
and  my  lips  had  touched  the  bitter  portion  which  one 
day  I  must  drink  to  the  last  drop.— Hood's  Magazine. 
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Anecdote  of  the  Hornet  and  Penguin. 
It  has  been  related  that  William  Cobbett  used  to 
show  no  small  exultation  in  recapitulating  the  naval 
victories  of  the  Americans.  He  was  one  day  speaking 
somewhat  boldly  on  the  subject  in  the  presence  of  an 
English  officer,  who  pettishly  observed— "  There  is 
good  reason  for  it;  I  went  on  board  their  men  of  war 
after  our  defeat,  and  found  hatf  their  sailors  were  En- 
glish?' "  Well,"  retorted  the  shrewd  and  undaunted 
radical,  "and  were  not  your  sailors  all  English?' 

We  believe  we  are  the  first  to  put  into  printed  record, 
a  little  anecdote  that  may  fairly  claim  consanguinity 
with  the  above. 

On  the  23d  of  March,  1815,  the  United  States  brig 
of  war  Hornet,  under  the  command  of  Capt  James 
Biddle,  captured  the  British  brig  of  war  Penguin,  after 
an  action  of  twenty  minutes.  Capt.  Biddle,  himself, 
stretching  naval  courtesy  to  the  utmost,  sets  the  time 
down  as  twenty- two  minutes ;  but  the  cry  of  surrender 
was  shouted  from  the  Penguin  two  minutes  sooner, 
though  the  enemy  treacherously  fired  after,  and  re- 
newed the  conflict.  The  brave  tare  of  the  Hornet  ne- 
ver allowed  the  extra  two  minutes  any  notice ;  but 
sung,  drank,  toasted,  and  told  the  battle  o'er  again, 
ever  distinguishing  the  gallant  affair,  after  their  cha- 
racteristic fashion,  as  "  The  Glorious  Twenty  i» 

Many  years  after  this  well  known  naval  occurrence, 
the  hero  of  the  Hornet,  then  in  command  of  a  squad- 


ron, was  cruising  in  the  Mediterranean,  when  one  day 
his  attention  was  attracted  as  he  walked  the  quarter- 
deck, by  a  sailor  bowing  and  scraping  to  him  from  a 
distant  part  of  the  vessel,  as  if  anxious  to  be  permit, 
ted  to  address  him.  He  called  the  man  to  him ;  who 
came  up  with  an  anxious,  smiling,  imploring,  and  yet 
triumphant  mixture  of  expression  in  his  weather-beat- 
en  countenance,  still  scraping  and  asking  pardon  for 
his  boldness. 

"  Out  with  your  business,  my  man,"  said  the  Com- 
modore—" what  would  you  have  V* 

"  Why,  please  your  honor,  if  you  won't  be  angry  — 
stammered  the  sailor,  maintaining  still  a  half-confident 
expression. 

"Not  if  what  you  say  is  honest  and  worthy  of  a 

brave  sailor.    Speak  out,  sir." 

"Why,  then,  your  honor,  you  see  bb  how  Comma-, 
dore,  this  is  the  day  of  the  Glorious  Twenty  I" 

"The  what  T' 

"The  Glorious  Twenty,  your  honor,  the  time  you 
took  the  Penguin." 

Biddle  remembered  then  that  the  day  was,  indeed, 
the  23d  of  March,  the  anniversary  of  his  famous  ex- 
ploit, and  his  heart  warmed  up  toward  the  sailor. 

"Well,  my  man,"  said  the  commander,  slightly  soft- 
ening his  tone.  _ 

«  Well,  your  honor,  don't  think  me  bold,  but-/iws 
in  that  action,  sir  Pl 

"You!"  . 

"  Yes,  your  honor,  /  was  in  that  action  f 
The  brave  officer's  eyes  glistened,  and  he  stretched 
out  his  hand  to  the  sailor. 

"I  am  glad  to  see  you,  my  good  fellow;  I  rejoice 
to  meet  any  of  my  old  companions  in  that  nobis 
achievement  of  American  seamen.  And  you  always 
remember  the  day,  do  youl" 
"Ay,  that  I  do,  your  honor." 
« I  am  glad  to  see  you  still  alive  and  in  the  service 
of  your  country ;  they  were  brave  fellows  who  fought 
with  mo  that  day." 

"Thank  your  honor-thank  you-I'm  so  glad,  sir—, 
you— you— won't  think  me  bold,  Commodore! 

"  I  wiU  think  you  bold,  my  man,"  replied  the  Com- 
modore, yielding  a  little  to  enthusiasm;  not  a  mail 
fought  on  board  the  Hornet  that  day  who  was  not  bold 
as  a  lion-brave  Jack-tars  every  soul  of  them. 

"So  they  were,  Commodore;  God  bless  your  honor! 
Well,  then,  your  honor,  if  you  please,  let  me  get  glo- 
rious to-day  7  I  always  does  it,  you  see  once  a  year, 
on  this  day,  your  honor.  Please  to  let  me  get  a  little 
glorious,  sir,  in  honor  of  the  Glorious  Twenty  V 
"  Get  glorious  7" 

"Yes  if  you  please  your  honor,  a  little  swipsy  or 
so-now  do,  your  honor,  just  in  honor  of  the  Glorious: 

Twenty." 

The  kind-hearted  Commodore  waved  the  severity  of 
discipline  for  once,  and  gave  the  brave  sailor  who  had 
been  by  his  side  in  battle,  permission  to  enjoy  himself 
as  he  wished  for  one  day,  only  warning  him  to  guard 
his  conduct  and  go  to  his  berth  without  allowing  hto 
excess  of  "glory"  to  disturb  the  good  order  of  tna 

vessel.  . 

The  happy  sailor  promised  everything,  and  bowed 
himself  away  from  the  quarter  deck,  while  order  was 
given  direct  from  the  Commodore,  that  he  should  ha 
furnished  with  an  extra  allowance  of  grog. 

The  day  wore  on,  and  everything  was  regular  and 
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quiet,  as  usual,  until  some  hours  alter,  when  a  furious 
uproar  broke  out  among  the  men  forward,  the  uncom- 
mon noise  reaching  every  corner  of  the  ship.  On  call- 
ing to  know  the  cause  of  such  an  outrageous  distur- 
bance, the  Commodore  was  informed  that  one  of  the 
men  was  drunk ;  had  been  vociferously  cursing  the 
Yankees  for  traitors,  rebels,  cowards,  and  everything 
else  insulting,  until  he  got  knocked  down  and  desper- 
ately beaien  by  one  of  the  other  sailors.  The  man 
was  sent  for  immediately,  and  made  his  appearance, 
with  his  face  pummeled  to  a  pulp,  blind  and  bleeding, 
and  half  stupid  with  drink  and  the  bitter  punishment 
lie  had  received.  He  proved  to  be  the  hero  of  the 
morning,  who  had  been  in  the  Hornet  and  Penguin 
engagement,  and  so  obtained  the  Commodore's  per- 
mission to  "  get  glorious." 

Justly  indignant  at  such  a  result  of  his  kindness, 
Commodore  Biddle  addressed  the  man  in  tones  of  stern 
anger  and  reproach. 

"Did  you  not  promise  me,  sir,  to  go  to  your  berth 
quietly,  when  1  gave  you  the  favor  you  asked  this 
morning  ?    Is  this  the  way  you  abuse  my  kindness  ?" 

" Please  your— hie!  your  honor,  I  believe  I  got  a  lit- 
tle—/uc.'— a  little  too  glorious,"  stammered  the  sailor 
looking  very  stupid,  miserable  and  repentant. 

"You  have  got  drunk,  like  a  beast,"  said  the  Com- 
modore in  a  fearful  voice,  "and  it  is  not  your  worst 
offence,  sir ;  how  could  you,  sir,  curse  and  abuse  your 
countryman  as  you  have  done.  Can  you  so  insult 
your  messmates,  and  dare  to  call  yourself  an  Ameri- 
can?" 

"Please  your  honor— Ate  /—I'm  not  an  American  ?" 

"  What,  sir?" 

"  Hie!— I  isn't  no  American,  your  honor." 

"Sir?" 

•'Please  you,  sir,  I'm  a— toe/— " 

"Well,  sir r 

".An  Englishman,  your  honor P* 

"  Rascal  1  did  you  not  say  you  was  with  me  on  the 
Hornet?" 

"Beg  pardon,  your  honor,  but— hie!— I  didn't  say 
{hat;  coz  I  wasn't  on  the  'Ornet." 

"  Where  were  you,  sir  ?" 

"On  the  Penguin,  if  you  please,  your  honor. 
Only  said— hie!- " 

"Speak,  sir  1" 

"  I  only  said  I  was  in  that  action,  sir  /" 

"Put  him  in  irons  till  he  gets  sober,"  roared  the 
Commodore  j  "  I  am  glad  the  beast  is  not  an  Ameri 
can  I" 

There  was  great  depth  in  Cobbett's  remark,  and, 
doubtless,  one  cause  of  the  American  naval  victories 
was,  that  sailors  on  British  ships  were  "all  English  P' 
~&.  Louis  ReveUle. 


,  ftuBCTBicmr  at  Bieakfast.— Dr."  Lardner  says— 
Startling  as  it  may  seem,  it  is  beyond  contradiction 
certain  that  the  largest  charge  of  the  largest  Leyden 
battery  does  not  equal  in  quatity  the  electricity  which 
passes  between  the  tongue  and  a  silver  spoon,  during 
the  simple  act  of  eating  an  egg.  Indeed,  if  the  quan- 
tity developed  in  the  latter  case  were  free  to  assume 
the  form  of  the  electricity  obtained  from  friction,  the 
result  would  be  a  lightning  flash  of  no  small  power. 
Hie  chemical  action  of  a  grain  of  water  upon  four 
grains  of  zinc,  can  evolve  electricity  equal  in  quantity 
to  mat  of  a  powerful  thunder-storm. 


THE  WOOD-MOU8E. 

BT  MART  HOWITT. 

D'ye  know  the  little  wood-mouse? 

That  pretty  little  thing, 
That  sits  among  the  forest  leaves, 

Or  by  the  forest  spring  ? 

Its  fur  is  red,  like  red  chesnut, 

And  It  is  small  and  slim ; 
It  leads  a  life  most  innocent 

Within  the  forest  dim. 

'Tis  a  timid,  gentle  creature, 

And  seldom  comes  in  sight ; 
It  has  a  long  and  wiry  tail, 

And  eyes  both  black  and  bright. 

It  makes  a  bed  of  soft,  dry  moss, 

In  a  hole  that's  deep  and  strong; 
And  there  it  sleeps,  secure  and  warm, 

The  dreary  winter  long. 

And  though  it  keeps  no  calendar, 
It  knows  when  flowers  are  springing; 

And  waketh  in  its  summer  life, 
When  the  nightingale  is  singing. 

Upon  the  banks  the  squirrel  plays, 

The  wood-mouse  plays  below, 
And  plenty  of  food  he  finds  for  himself; 

Where  the  beach  and  chesnut  grow. 

He  sits  in  the  hedge-sparrow's  nest, 

When  Its  summer  brood  is  fled; 
And  picks  the  berries  from  the  bough 

Of  the  hawthorn  overhead. 

And  I  saw  a  little  wood-mouse  once, 

Like  Oberon  in  his  hall  t 
With  the  green,  green  moss  beneath  his  feet, 

Sit  under  a  mushroom  tall. 

I  saw  him  sit  and  his  dinner  eat, 

All  under  the  forest  tree— 
His  dinner  of  chesnut  ripe  and  red, 

And  he  ate  it  heartily. 

I  wish  you  could  have  seen  him  there, 

It  did  my  spirit  good, 
To  see  the  small  thing  Ood  had  atade, 

Thus  eating  in  the  wood. 

I  saw  that  Ood  regardeth  them, 
These  ceratures  weak  and  small : 

Their  table  in  the  wild  is  spread 
By  Him  who  cares  for  all. 

HARRY  MARKHAM:, 
The  Eastern  8peoulator. 

"  Where  are  you  bound  Harry— going  to  emigrate,0 
said  an  old,  calculating  money-maker,  as  he  met  bis 
young  friend  in  Broadway,  laden  with  traveling-case, 
cloak,  rifle  and  umbrella,  and  moving  with  hot  speed, 
from  one  store  to  another  in  pursuit  of  something  very 
necessary  to  complete  his  equipments. 

Harry,  staring  at  the  speaker,  replied—"  What !  have 
you  not  heard  of  the  great  speculating  fever  that's  ra- 
ging in  Maine  ?  They  say  that  some  folks  have  caught 
it,  and  gone  to  bed,  without  a  shilling  in  their  pockets, 
and  waked  up  worth  a  mittion.  I'm  going  down  to 
try  it." 
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The  old  man  thrust  his  tongue  into  his  cheek,  shook 
his  head,  and  saying  there  would  be  a  vacancy  in  his 
counting-house  in  a  month,  passed  on. 

Harry  Markham  was  one-and-twenty,  and  had  just 
come  to  the  possession  of  some  ten  thousand  dollars, 
left  him,  by  his  father,  at  his  demise.  He  had  been 
well  educated  at  the  schools,  but  he  had  studied  the 
world  only  to  get  cheated.  A  wallet,  in  his  breast 
pocket,  contained  his  fortune.  Speculation,  to  him, 
was  a  smooth  sea.  Launch  upon  it,  and  fair  winds 
were  sure  to  bear  him  to  a  golden  island,  where  there 
was  nothing  to  do  but  to  load  in  the  ore.  Harry  left 
New  York,  like  a  man  going  to  his  wedding;  with  his 
brain  in  a  whirl,  and  his  whole  feelings  in  such  a  happy 
perplexity,  he  could  scarcely  find  two  ideas,  for  any- 
thing but  the  fortune  he  was  about  to  wed.  It  was  in 
the  summer  of  '35  when  the  excitement  ran  highest, 
that  Harry  resolved  to  make  a  bold  push  for  possession 
of  one  side  of  "  Down  East." 

In  a  few  days  he  was  in  Bangor,  and  as  the  Bangor 
house  was  the  chief  depot  of  those  who  were  affected 
with  the  "  fever,"  as  he  termed  it,  he  resolved  to  take 
up  his  quarters  there. 

As  he  entered  the  drawing-room,  he  observed,  on  a 
panel  in  the  wall,  a  splendidly  colored  map,  in  size, 
about  six  feet  by  eight,  and  resembling  a  nice  piece  of 
mosaic.  Over  it,  was  to  be  read,  in  large  gilt  capitals, 
"  Plan  of  the  town  of  GuJlafellow.,,  A  group  was  col- 
lected round  the  plan,  while  several  were  descanting 
upon  the  scenery  of  the  place.  Its  natural  water- 
works—as much  before  the  Fairmount,  at  Philadelphia, 
aa  those  are  superior  to  a  town-pump ;  its  delightful 
scenery,  and  the  talk  about  locating  a  college  there, 
was  all  touched  upon,  and  numerous  were  the  other 
recommendations. 

"Rare  chance,  that,  sir,"  said  a  gentleman  bowing 
to  Harry,  and  who  had  been  examining  the  chart,  ap- 
parently as  an  uninterested  spectator.  "  Fine  draw- 
ing," replied  Harry,  determined  not  to  be  taken  in  by 
a  painting.  "Ah!  sir,"  continued  the  stranger,  "  the 
town  as  much  exceeds  that,  as  that  surpasses  the  ad- 
vantages held  out  by  a  black  sheet.  I  have  been  there. 
There  are  fortunes  marked  out  for  somebody;  but  only 
ten  lots  remain  unsold." 

"Only  ten,  did  you  say ;  how  many  were  first  offer- 
ed?" "But  three  hundred  and  twenty;"  said  the 
stranger  carelessly  as  he  noticed  Harry's  growing  in- 
terest. "And  how  long  have  they  been  in  the  market  ?" 
"  Since  dinner.  They  are  decidedly  the  best  bargains 
that  have  been  offered."  Harry  did  not  think  to  in- 
quire how  long  they  were  in  market  before  dinner,  nor 
how  many  sham  sales  had  been  made  to  effect  real 
ones.  He  only  saw  that  the  "  minutes,  set  with  dia- 
monds," were  slipping  by,  and  he  losing  the  treasure. 

The  clerk  of  the  house  coming  in,  Harry  demanded 
to  know  if  he  could  have  a  bed  and  a  room  by  himself, 
for  a  few  days.  "  Why  bless  you,  no !"  said  the  clerk, 
"  The  smallest  room  we  have  has  five  beds  in  it,  and 
forty,  which  we  put  up  in  the  stable  yesterday,  are  all 
engaged.  We  couldn't  find  room  to  lodge  a  fly,  with- 
out he  would  first  take  his  wings  off."  Harry,  think- 
ing to  bribe  the  clerk,  silently  slipped  between  his 
fingers  a  ten-dollar  bill. 

"Pish!"  said  he,  pushing  back  the  money,  "just 
look  here." 

So  saying  he  touched  a  spring  in  the  wall,  and  open- 
ed a  hole  which  had  formerly  been  a  receptable  for  old 
boots,  blacking,  shoe-brushes,  and  brooms.    "  There," 


continued  the  clerk— "a  gentleman  paid  me  seven 
dollars  for  the  privilege  of  sleeping  there  four  hours  last 
night." 

Here  the  stranger  who  had  first  spoken  interceded. 
"  The  gentleman  can  have  a  place  in  my  bed,  if  he 
pleases.  It  has  only  three,  and  will  accommodate 
another."  Harry  very  thankfully  accepted  the  favor, 
suggesting  that  they  might  take  in  two  or  three  more 
and  then,  like  sailors  sleep  by  watches. 

He  was  now  ready  to  give  his  whole  attention  to  the 
object  of  his  journey.  He  sought  an  interview  with 
the  great  owner  of  the  chart  and  ten  lots,  which  was 
obtained  through  the  kind  offices  of  the  stranger-friend. 

"Long  in  the  city  inquired  Mr.  Swell,  after  saluta- 
tions were  exchanged. 

"  Arrived  to-night" 

"  Prom  Boston  ?" 

"Prom  New  York." 

"  Indeed !  Have  you  seen  Mr.  Astor  there,  within 
a  few  days  7" 

"  Have  not,"  "  He  wrote,"  continued  Mr.  Swell, 
"  desiring  that  I  should  retain  twenty  lots  of  the  Gul- 
lafellow  township,  for  him;  but  I  forgot  it  until  all  but 
twenty  were  gone,  and  shall  be  unable  to  gratify  him." 

"What  price  do  you  set  on  the  remaining  lots?" 
inquired  Harry ;  thinking  if  so  keen  a  person  as  John 
J.  Astor,  should  deem  it  a  safe  investment  he  need  not 
hesitate  to  purchase.  "Twenty-five  hundred  dollars 
apiece,  quarater  down,  to  be  forfeited  if  the  remainder 
is  not  paid  in  six  days.  Or  two  thousand  dollars,  on 
receiving  the  deed.  They  are  the  best  lots  in  the 
town ;  one  of  them  being  opposite  the  great  public 
square,  and  the  remainder  being  alongside  the  magni- 
ficent waterworks."  Harry  took  Mr.  Swell  by  the 
button,  pulled  him  out  of  hearing  of  the  rest  of  the 
company,  and  taking  out  his  wallet,  laid  down  ten  one 
thousand  dollar  bills.  "I  will  give  these,"  said  he, 
"and  security  on  the  land  for  the  remainder." 

"No!"  said  the  speculator  coldly.—" Promise  to 
pay  the  remainder  in  thirty  days  and  I  will  give  you  a 
bond  for  a  deed."  Harry  hesitated.  It  was  paying  all 
his  wealth,  but  a  few  hundred  dollars,  for  what  he  had 
never  seen,  and  which  might  be  as  deceptive  and  un- 
improvable as  a  bank  of  moonshine.  And  thirty  days 
was  a  short  time  to  clear  ten  thousand  dollars,  unless 
he  could  -dispose  of  some  of  the  water-privileges,  or 
perhaps  sell  the  lots  opposite  the  "  Great  Square"  to 
erect  the  college  buildings  on.  Por  Mr-  Swell  had  in- 
timated that  it  was  elevated,  overlooking  the  whole 
"  town,"  and  swept  by  clear  breezes— a  desirable  situa- 
tion. It  was  then,  when  only  the  weight  o£  a  feather 
was  wanting  to  clench  the  bargain,  that  the  stranger 
walked  up,  and  told  Mr.  Swell  that  he  had  concluded 
to  take  lots  No.  170,  and  206,  and  that  the  money 
would  be  ready  when  the  deeds  were.  This,  coming 
from  one  who  had  seen  them,  decided  Harry,  and  he 
replied,  before  Mr.  Swell  couTd  find  his  tongue,  that  he 
was  just  concluding  a  bargain  for  the  whole  of  them. 
The  disappointment  of  the  stranger  was  extreme ;  but 
the  interest  he  had  felt  in  Harry,  from  the  moment  he 
first  saw  him,  compelled  him  to  relinquish  all  claims 
which  a  previous  offer  gave. 

Between  and  under,  his  three  bed-fellows,  our  spec- 
ulator slept  but  little  that  night,  but  he  was  consoled 
by  Mr.  Swell,  who  was  one  of  the  party,  with  the  as- 
surance that  he  would  not  be  crowded  when  he  got 
upon  his  own  soil. 

The  next  day  the  papers  were  made  out,  and  on  the 
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day  following,  Harry,  in  company  with  a  lumberman, 
who  was  to  point  out  all  the  opportunities  for  improve- 
ment, started  for  the  Gullafellow.  It  was  two  days 
ride  from  the  city,  and  about  the  close  of  the  second 
day,  when  his  companion  told  him  they  were  near  the 
"town."  Harry  was  continually  stretching  up  his 
neck  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  steeples.  They  had 
not  passed  a  house  since  noon ;  the  roads  were  in  a 
wretched  condition ;  but  his  spirits  were  kept  buoyant 
by  the  thoughts  of  a  tavern  and  a  soft  bed. 

The  sun  was  about  setting,  and  the  mist  begun  to 
gather  into  the  damp  forests,  when  the  lumberman, 
pointing  ahead,  called  out,  with  much  evident  satis- 
faction, "  there  it  is."  Harry,  who  saw  nothing  but  a 
log  hut,  without  a  window,  and  a  chimney  on  the  out- 
side, propped  up  by  young  saplings,  supposed  it  was 
something  that  had  been  dropped  in  a  rain-storm ;  ne- 
ver once  dreaming  that  man  could  make  anything  half 
so  ugly,  and  replied  that  it  was  a  great  curiosity. 

In  a  few  minutes  they  drove  up  to  the  hole  which 
had  received  the  name  of  "  Door,"  and  the  lumber- 
man jumped  out.  A  man  with  a  head  as  hairy  as  a 
buffalo's,  and  which  it  might  be  safe  to  suppose  had 
not  been  washed  since  he  was  an  Infant,  came  out  and 
accosted  them : 

"Wall,  strangers,  I'm  right  down  glad  to  see  you. 
There  has  been  nobody  along  for  five  weeks  before,  and 
I'm  all  out  of  tobacco.  Come,  youngster,  jump  down, 
and  go  in,"  he  continued,  addressing  Harry. 

"  Thank  you ;  believe  I  will  not  go  in  ;  can't  stop 
now." 

"  You  might  as  well,"  said  the  settler,  "  there  is  no 
other  house  within  fifteen  miles  of  us,  and  it  is  worth 
a  man's  life  to  go  it  In  the  night  time." 

"  No  other  house !"  echoed  Harry  in  a  voice  between 
a  scream  and  a  groan.  "  Are  there  two  places  in  this 
state  called  Gullafellow  1" 

"Not' s  I  knows  of,  sir.  There  was  a  settlement 
begun,  under  that  name,  about  ten  miles  further  down 
but  the  tarnal  wild  critters  drove  'em  out  and  broke  it 
up  before  'twas  a  week  old." 

"  This  is  the  Gullafellow ;  but  It  does  not  show  so 
nice  as  it  does  in  the  day  time,"  said  the  lumberman 
in  a  bland,  comforting  tone. 

Harry  descended.  A  supper  of  potatoes  and  bacon 
tasted  good  after  their  weary  ride,  and  a  bed  of  hem- 
lock boughs,  in  a  corner  of  the  cabin,  beside  a  pig,  the 
settler,  bis  wife  and  two  children,  he  found  as  comfor- 
table as  the  one  in  Bangor  with  three  bed-fellows. 

Early  the  next  morning,  with  the  settler  as  a  guide, 
he  started  to  explore  the  lot  before  the  "  Great  Square," 
and  those  "  lying  along  the  magnificent  water-works." 
The  guide  carried  an  axe  to  clear  away  the  bushes  and 
at  his  suggestion,  Harry  took  his  rifle. 

After  walking  more  than  half  a  mile,  through  a  fo- 
rest, filled  with  a  thick  undergrowth  of  thorn- bushes 
covering  innumerable  fallen  trees  and  mud-sloughs, 
they  arrived  at  the  foot  of  an  enormous  ill-shapen 
rock,  rising  some  hundreds  of  feet  high,  and  without 
a  single  tree,  or  green  spot  an  inch  square,  on  its  whole 
surface.  "There  is  fine  air!"  said  the  guide,  "fine 
views;  it  overlooks  the  whole  'town.1  This  is  the 
lot  opposite  the  ( Great  Square  !' " 

Harry,  in  a  faint  voice,  declined  ascending,  but  ex- 
pressed a  desire  to  see  the  (  Square.'  The  guide  wa- 
ded up  to  the  spot  where  he  stood,  nearly  up  to  his 
knees  in  mud  that  was  expressing  all  kinds  of  signs 
of  life,f  through  its  inhabitants,  and  pointing  to  a  tree, 


from  one  side  of  which  the  bark  had  been  hewn,  asked 
if  he  saw  it. 

"  Certainly!"  gasped  Harry. 

"  Well,  that  is  one  of  the  corner-bounds,"  continued 
the  guide,  "  and  we're  on  the  north  side  of  the '  Square,1. 
and  have  just  come  through  the  centre  of  it  1" 

Whether  Harry  was  faint  just  at  that  time,  or  not, 
we  have  never  learned ;  but  he  looked  a  little  white 
round  his  lips,  and  rested  his  arm  round  the  shoulder 
of  his  guide  as  though  for  support. 

"  Now,"  said  he  at  last,  "  we  will  look  at  the  lots  by 
the  water  if  you  please." 

"  That  is  best  done  from  the  top  of  the  rock  before 
us.  I  think  we  had  better  go  up,"  replied  the  guide; 
and  accordingly  they  commenced  the  ascent.  There 
was  hardly  a  place,  on  the  whole  rock,  where  both 
feet  could  be  brought  on  a  level,  and  they  toiled  near- 
ly an  hour  before  reaching  its  summit. 

Harry  did  not  speak,  he  only  sat  down,  when  the 
guide,  pointing  to  a  level,  marshy  tract,  In  which  could 
be  discovered  a  few  spots  of  water,  but  more  brakes 
and  bushes,  told  him  there  were  the  "  Water  Privile- 
ges," and  that  all  the  rich  bog,  a  little  nearer,  belonged 
to  his  own  estate. 

While  they  were  on  the  rock,  an  incident  occurred 
which  had  well  nigh  made  it  the  grave  of  Harry  as 
well  as  of  his  fortune. 

A  cloud,  which  had  been  gathering  in  the  west  tot 
more  than  an  hour,  suddenly  rolled  up,  and  the  hoarse 
rumbling  of  the  thunder,  and  the  large  drops,  which 
begun  to  descend  at  intervals,  betokened  that  a  heavy 
shower  was  close  upon  them.  The  guide,  not  afraid 
of  a  little  water  himself,  but  anxious  on  his  compa- 
nion's account,  said  he  remembered  having  once  seen 
a  cave,  a  short  distance  lower  down,  and  toward  it 
they  both  scrambled. 

They  had  scarcely  reached  it  before  the  rain  began 
to  fall  in  floods.  The  lightnings  seemed  to  play  on  the 
very  face  of  the  rock,  which  trembled  beneath  the  hea- 
vy peals  of  thunder,  as  though  it  would  be  riven.  In 
the  height  of  the  tempest,  a  flash  of  lightning  struck 
its  summit,  and  an  immense  mass  of  granite  came 
bursting,  grinding  down  the  steep,  with  an  awfol 
sound,  which  reverberated  frightfully  through  the 
crashing  woods.  A  fierce  growl  from  the  back  of  the 
cave  succeeded.  "My  God!"  whispered  the  guide, 
"  we  are  in  a  bear's  den !"  and  scarcely  had  he  spoken, 
when  they  saw  the  flashing  eyes  of  one  of  the  largest 
of  those  animals,  approaching.  To  retreat  was  their 
first  impulse.  But  to  escape,  if  they  could  not  des- 
troy him,  they  knew  to  be  an  impossibility. 

The  creature,  affrighted  and  infuriated  by  the  con- 
tinuing roar  of  the  tempest,  leaped  from  the  den,  ere 
they  had  gone  twenty  feet,  and  knowing  all  attempts 
at  flight  would  be  useless,  both  turned  in  defence. 
Harry,  with  a  sure  aim,  discharged  his  rifle  into  the 
creature' 8  breast,  but  he  only  became  the  more  exaspe- 
rated. His  claws  tore  the  scales  from  the  rock,  his 
his  eyes  glowed  like  fire,  and  the  winds  blew  the  froth 
from  his  teeth  as  he  sent  forth  dreadful  growls. 

The  guide  stepped  before  Harry,  planted  his  feet 
firmly,  and  when  the  bear  reared  on  his  hind  legs  to 
give  him  the  death-embrace,  he  drove  the  axe,  with 
desperate  energy,  Into  his  brain.  It  was  effectual,  and 
the  body  tumbled  down  the  descent,  and  reached  the 
valley  crushed  and  shapeless. 

Harry  wished  to  see  no  more,  but  advised  imme- 
diate return.    Next  morning  he  left  Gullafellow  and 
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its  attractions,  for  Bangor.  He  did  not  go  to  the  Ban- 
gor House,  this  time,  but  retired  to  more  private  quar- 
ters, and  on  the  following  day  departed  for  home. 

Harry  went  out,  as  we  have  said,  like  one  going  to 
his  wedding.  He  returned,  like  a  man  coming  from 
a  funeral,  with  his  brain  clear  and  thoughtful,  and  his 
feelings  painful.  But  he  was  not  the  one  to  despond, 
and  on  the  morning  after  his  arrival  in  New  York,  he 
called  upon  the  old  man  whom  he  had  met  when  leav- 
ing the  city.  "  What  success,  my  boy  1"  said  he  as 
soon  as  Harry  came  in  sight 

"I  have  come  to  say,"  replied  the  latter,  "that  I 
will  fill  the  vacancy  in  your  counting-house."— Lew- 
iston  (Maine)  Adv. 

DUTCH  THRIFT  AND  HONESTY. 

AN  SX AMP  LB   FOB  TH1   DELINQUENT   STATES. 

The  Kingdom  of  Holland,  with  a  population  of  on- 
ly 2,800,000,  or  a  little  more  than  that  of  the  State  of 
New  York,  owed  a  short  time  since,  1,200,000,000  guil- 
ders ;  or  $480,000,000,  requiring  an  annual  interest  of 
39,400,000  guilders,  or  $15,600,000,  being  at  the  rate  of 
•5  57  to  each  inhabitant.  Besides  this,  were  the  cur- 
rent expenses  of  the  nation,  for  the  support  of  govern- 
ment, army,  navy,  &c.  The  burden  was  so  enor- 
mous, that  public  credit  began  to  falter,  and  it  was 
evident  that  an  increase  of  resources  must  be  obtain- 
ed from  some  quarter.  One  project  was,  to  impose 
a  property  tax  of  1  1-2  per  cent  or  so ;  but  the  govern- 
ment were  reluctant  to  resort  to  such  a  measure,  as 
the  people  were  already  overburdened  with  taxes. 
Another  scheme,  which  was  finally  adopted,  was  to 
propose  a  voluntary  loan  of  127,000,000  florins,  or  $50,- 
300,000,  bearing  interest  at  3  per  cent.  The  history  of 
this  loan  so  honorable  to  the  people  of  Holland,  and  so 
worthy  of  Imitation  by  other  communities  similarly 
situated,  is  thus  given  by  a  correspondent  of  the  Bos- 
ton Daily  Advertiser: 

The  Treasury  of  the  Kingdom  of  the  Netherlands 
being  nearly  exhausted,  with  heavy  arrears  and  a  large 
floating  debt,  which  rendered  it  doubtful  whether  the 
interest  on  the  funded  debt  could  henceforward  be  paid 
in  full,  the  government  proposed  to  the  States  General 
a  loan  fur  127,000,000  florins,  ($50,800,000)— toward 
which  the  late  King,  previous  to  his  disease,  subscrib- 
ed 10,000,000f—  the  said  loan,  bearing  3  per  cent  inte- 
rest, to  be  issued  at  par,  and  at  3  per  cent  below ;  in 
combination  with  voluntary  gifts  to  the  treasury,  and 
with  the  alternative  of  a  property  tax  of  nearly  1  1-2 
per  cent  on  an  average,  should  the  whole  sum  not  be 
completed  by  voluntary  subscriptions. 

After  serious  and  protracted  discussions,  this  im- 
portant measure  was  carried  in  the  beginning  of  March, 
1844,  and  toward  the  latter  end  of  the  same  month  the 
loan  was  proposed  to  the  public,  and  entirely  taken  in 
the  short  space  of  ten  days ;  all  classes  of  the  com- 
munity, throughout  the  whole  kingdom,  having  con- 
tributed their  share,  even  laborers,  servants  and  females 
sending  in  small  donations;  and  the  reigning  King  of 
the  Netherlands,  with  the  other  members  of  the  royal 
family,  together  with  the  capitalists,  subscribed  large 
sums  toward  the  completion  of  the  loan.  The  impor- 
tance of  the  sacrifices  making  by  the  subscribers,  may 
be  inferred  from  the  price  of  the  new  three  per  cent, 
stock,  which,  during  the  progress  of  the  subscriptions, 
was  seventy-two  per  cent,  and  about  the  middle  of 
April  seventy-five  to  seventy*  six  per  cent. 


This  example  of  public  spirit  and  of  the  serious  de- 
termination of  the  people  to  make  any  sacrifices  for 
the  sake  of  upholding  the  national  faith  and  credit,  is 
worthy  of  being  imitated  by  those  States  of  the  North 
American  Union,  who  have  left  unpaid  the  interest  on 
their  stocks,  whereby  this  same  generous  Dutch  na- 
tion is  sufferer  to  a  very  considerable  amount;  they 
having  trusted  to  the  well  known  honor  of  the  Ameri- 
cans and  their  ability,  so  clearly  evinced  on  former  ac- 
casions,  to  discharge  their  debts.  Notwithstanding 
the  non-payment  of  the  interest  on  the  stocks  of  several 
of  these  states,  during  about  two  years,  the  principal 
owners  of  American  funds,  in  Holland,  keep  their 
bonds,  confidently  expecting  that  some  measures  will 
ultimately  be  taken,  and  that  at  no  very  distant  period, 
for  adjusting  the  arears  of  interest,  and  meeting  the 
payment  of  dividends  (ailing  due  in  the  course  of  the 
present  year  1844. 

The  benefits  which  Holland  will  derive  from  the 
aforementioned  sacrifices,  are  the  restoration  of  the 
public  credit,  and  the  probability  that  government  will 
be  enabled  to  reduce,  by  the  voluntary  assent  of  the 
stockholders,  the  interest  on  the  five  per  cent,  debt, 
or  to  redeem  the  capital  of  the  principal  part  of  it : 
which  must  ultimately  lead  to  some  reduction  of  the 
existing  heavy  taxes. 

To  another  correspondent  we  have  been  indebted  for 
a  similar  account  of  this  highly  creditable  transaction. 

"Poor  laborers,"  says  this  letter,  "boatmen,  ser- 
vants, children,  in  fact  every  one  brought  their  of- 
ferings, saying  that  they  gave  them  willingly,  and 
hoped  that  they  would  serve  to  keep  up  the  honest 
name  of  the  country." 


THE  POOR  MAN'S  MEAT  BARREL. 
A  True  Story. 

Some  years  6ince  there  lived  in  the  town  of  S , 

Massachusetts,  a  most  practical  and  good  minister  by 

the  name  of  P .    Two  of  his  parishioners  by  the 

name  of  White  and  Hagar,  lived  on  opposite  sides  of 
a  beautiful  little  pond  that  was  full  of  pickerel.  White 
was  a  rich  farmer,  and  lived  in  a  large  two-story  house. 
Hagar,  was  a  poor  day-laborer,  with  several  small 
children,  and  lived  in  a  little  log  hut  on  the  very  brink 
of  the  pond.    Both  were  members  of  the  church. 

On  a  cold  Sabbath  morning  in  January,  Farmer 
White  started  at  an  early  hour  for  church,  and,  it  heing 
nearer,  instead  of  going  by  the  road,  he  cut  across  the 
pond  upon  the  ice.  But  how  was  he  mortified  and 
shocked  to  find  his  poor  brother  Hagar,  upon  it,  fish- 
ing. He  approached  him  at  once,  and  with  a  stem 
voice  and  a  feeling  of  deeply  offended  piety,  repriman- 
ded him  for  his  wickedness.  Hagar  attempted  to  re- 
ply, but  White  would  not  hear  him.  Hagar  said  he 
had  a  good  excuse,  and  that  his  brother  White  would 
not  only  forgive,  but  even  justify  him,  if  he  would  con- 
sent to  hear.  But  no,  no,  he  would  lay  the  matter  be- 
fore the  church,  was  the  only  reply. 

Accordingly,  as  soon  as  meeting  was  over,  in  the  af- 
ternoon, he  accompanied  parson  P.  a  short  distance 
on  the  road,  and  related  to  him  the  great  wickedness 
he  had  witnessed  in  Hagar  in  the  morning.  Parson 
P.,  though  of  a  mild  and  amiable  temper,  felt  as  though 
Hagar  ought  to  be  brought  to  judgment,  and  made  an 
example  of.  Accordingly,  the  first  time  he  saw  him, 
the  subject  was  broached  with  all  due  form  and  gravi- 
ty, as  in  days  of  yore,  in  all  such  cases,  made  and 
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provided.  The  story  of  farmer  White  was  repeated, 
and  he  asked  if  it  was  true  ?  Hagar  replied  in  the  af- 
firmative, stating  also  the  fact  that  brother  White  re- 
fused to  hear  an  explanation,  which  he  desired  to  give ; 
and  which  he  now  proposed  to  state. 
"Well,"  said  the  parson  mildly,  "  what  is  it?" 
"Why,"  said  Hagar,  "I  worked  for  Mr.  B.  till  late 
on  Saturday  night,  and  expected  to  get  something  to 
last  my  family  over  Sunday,  at  Mr.  G.'s  store  on  my 
way  home.  But  it  was  shut  up,  and  I  got  nothing. 
We  had  nothing  but  a  few  potatoes  In  the  house,  and 
I  told  Mrs.  Hagar  that  I  would  go  out  on  the  pond 
and  catch  three  pickerel.  She  made  no  answer.  And 
accordingly,  in  the  morning,  just  as  1  had  cut  a  hole 
in  the  ice,  and  put  my  hook  in  the  water,  brother 
White  came  along  and  reprimanded  me  as  he  told  yon. 
I  thought  I  was  doing  right.  I  was  but  a  few  rods 
from  my  house,  and  I  knew  not  where  else  to  go  for 
dinner.  I  was  very  thankful  when  the  first  fish  bit. 
I  kept  my  mind  meditating  on  religious  truths  all  the 
time,  and  just  as  soon  as  I  had  the  three  I  wanted,  I 
went  home.  I  was  so  thankful  when  we  came  to  the 
table  that  we  had  been  provided  with  something  to 
eat.  We  went  to  church  in  the  afternoon,  and  I  don't 
think  I  did  wrong.  What  else  could  a  poor  man  do, 
who  had  nothing  for  his  wife  and  children  to  eat  for 
the  day  but  a  handful  of  poor  potatoes?"  The  parson 
gave  him  some  good  words  of  advice  and  comfort,  and 
they  parted. 

In  the  course  of  a  few  days  he  met  farmer  White, 
who  asked  him  straightway,  if  he  had  seen  Hagar. 
Yes,  was  the  reply.  What  did  he  say?  The  parson 
related  to  him  Hagar's  story,  and  then  said,  Mr.  White, 
don't  you  have  warm  dinners  on  Sunday  ?  Why  yes, 
said  the  farmer,  somewhat  surprized.  How  do  you 
get  it?  continued  the  minister,  pleasantly.  How,— 
why  Mrs.  White  goes  to  the  meat  barrel,  and  takes 
out  a  piece  large  enough  for  the  whole  family's  dinner, 

and  boils,  or  fries  it,  and Hold  said  the  parson. 

That  pond,  Mr.  White,  is  Hagar's  meat  barrel—  it  is  all 
the  one  he  has,  and  everybody  knows  it.  He  took  out 
just  meat  enough  for  dinner,  and  no  more ;  and  though 
I  cautioned  him  not  to  be  caught  in  such  a  difficulty 
again,  if  he  could  possibly  avoid  it,  I  thought  upon  the 
whole  it  would  not  be  best  to  trouble  the  church  with 
the  matter.  Farmer  White  was  a  man  of  sense,  and 
he  admitted  that  the  good  parson  was  right.  The 
pond,  he  said,  was  Hagar's  meat  barrel,  and  no  mis- 
take :  and  he  should  say  nothing  more  about  the  mat- 
ter. 

The  Apostles  plucked  ears  of  corn  upon  the  Sab- 
bath, rubbing  them  in  their  hands,  and  eating,  because 
they  were  "  an  hungered !"  And  the  Jews  complain- 
ed of  them  to  their  master.  What  was  his  reply!— 
Eastern  Argus. 


Bitte*  and  Sweet.— There  is  on  earth  much  sor- 
row and  much  darkness ;  there  is  crime  and  sickness, 
the  shriek  of  despair  and  the  deep,  long,  silent  torture. 
Ah !  who  can  name  them  all,  the  sufferings  of  hu- 
manity, in  their  manifold,  pale  dispensations !  But, 
God  be  praised !  there  is  also  an  affluence  of  goodness 
and  joy ;  there  are  noble  deeds,  fulfilled  hopes,  mo- 
ments of  rapture,  decades  of  blissful  peace,  bright  mar- 
riage days,  and  calm,  holy  death-beds.— Miss  Bremer. 


MY  SISTER. 

BY  A.  J.  H.  DU0AXTN2. 

She  smiled  upon  me  with  a  gladsome  smile, 

She  ne'er  will  smile  upon  me  more; 
Those  childish  innocent  lips,  that  knew  no  guile, 

Are  cold  in  death— their  smile  is  o'er. 

She  lov'd  me,  my  own  sister,  in  onr  youth, 
And  now  she  sleeps  beneath  the  sod ; 

She  was  a  being  form'd  for  love  and  truth, 
And  she  has  sought  them  in  her  God. 

Fain  would  I  wish  my  sister  with  me  still, 
That  we  might  wander  side  by  side — 

That  her  sweet,  caroling  voice  my  heart  might  thrill, 
—All  whom  I've  lov'd  have  died  1 

Soon  I  shall  slumber  in  the  silent  tomb, 

And  all  my  hopes  shall  fade, 
And  all  my  fanciful  sunlight  sink  in  gloom, 

When  in  the  grave  I'm  laid. 
Far  the  Rover ,  Harmony  Grove,  Salem,  Mass,  June,  '44. 


AN  AFRICAN'S  REVENGE. 

The  following  thrilling  tale  has  been  translated  in 
the  Boston  Journal  from  a  passage  in  Eugene  Sue's 
French  novel  of  Altar  Gul.  The  scene  is  laid  in  Gan- 
daloupe.  It  is  merely  necessary  to  premise  that  Altar 
Gul  is  a  favorite  slave,  whom  Col.  Willis  brought  from 
Africa  several  years  before  the  event  described  Is  sup- 
posed to  have  taken  place.  Altar  Gul  always  had  ap- 
peared faithful  to  his  master,  and  grateful  for  hia  kind- 
ness to  him.  But  in  secret  he  brooded  over  the  loss 
of  his  liberty,  and  resolved  to  be  deeply  revenged. 
Smiles  shone  on  his  countenance,  but  deadly  hatred 
rankled  in  his  heart. 

"  When  Altar  Gul  had  nearly  reached  the  summit  of 
a  mountain,  the  sun  had  already  risen,  and  the  lofty 
heights  of  La  Soufraire  threw  their  shades  to  a  great 
distance  across  the  valleys  below.  As  he  was  about 
entering  a  sort  of  dell,  formed  of  huge  blocks  of  gran- 
ite which  seemed  to  have  been  fantastically  heaped 
up  around,  he  heard  a  fearful  sound,  and  stopped  short 
—it  was  the  sharp  hiss  of  a  serpent  I  He  soon  after 
heard  the  flapping  of  wings  over  head,  and  on  looking 
up  saw  one  of  those  large  birds  called  Secretaries,  or 
Man  of  War  birds,  common  in  the  tropical  climates, 
which  having  already  descried  the  serpent  was  making 
wide  circles  in  the  air,  but  approaching  nearer  his 
destined  prey  every  moment. 

The  serpent  seemed  aware  of  the  inferiority  of  his 
force,  and  was  rapidly  gliding  toward  his  den,  when 
the  bird,  apparently  aware  of  his  intention,  descended 
with  the  rapidity  of  lightning,  and  alighted  in  his  path, 
and  with  his  large  wings,  which  terminated  with  a 
bony  protuberance,  and  served  him  both  as  a  war  dab 
and  a  shield,  he  effectually  prevented  the  retreat  of  the 
venomous  serpent 

The  serpent  now  became  enraged,  and  the  beaurifui 
variegated  colors  of  his  skin  sparkled  in  the  sun  like 
rings  of  gold  and  azure.  His  head  was  frightfully 
swollen  with  rage  and  venom— he  darted  ont  his  forked 
tongue  and  filled  the  air  with  hisses. 

The  huge  bird  extended  one  of  his  wings,  and  with 
a  longing  eye  on  the  serpent,  advanced  to  the  conflict ; 
but  his  wary  antagonist  watched  his  movements,  and 
with  quick  motions  of  his  body  to  the  right  and  left, 
evading  his  attacks,  until  finding  this  mode  of  warfare 
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would  not  long  avail  him,  he  at  length  darted  at  the 
bird,  and  vainly  attempted  to  fixed  his  poisonous  fangs 
In  his  body,  and  crush  him  in  his  foils.  But  the 
Secretary  caught  him  in  one  of  his  daws,  and  with  a 
furious  blow  of  his  beak  fractured  his  skull.  This  ser- 
pent struggled  violently  for  a  few  moments— but  resist- 
ance was  useless— and  he  was  soon  stretched  lifeless 
before  bis  victorious  enemy. 

Bui  ere  the  bird  had  time  to  enjoy  his  victory,  the 
report  of  a  musket  was  heard,  and  the  Secretary  in  his 
torn,  lay  dead  by  the  side  of  his  venomous  antagonist. 
Altar  Gul  turned  his  head  and  saw  Theodore  standing 
on  a  rock  above  him  with  a  fowling  piece  in  his  hand. 

"Well,  Altar  Gul,"  said  the  young  man,  in  sliding 
down  from  the  summit  of  the  rock,  "was  not  that 
well  doner' 

"  It  was  a  good  shot,  master— but  I  am  sorry  that 
you  killed  that  bird— for  these  Secretaries  wage  war 
with  the  venomous  serpents,  with  which  our  moun- 
tains are  infested."  And  the  black  pointed  to  the  dead 
reptile—- which  was  seven  or  eight  feet  long  and  four 
or  Ave  inches  diameter. 

"  Ah !"  exclaimed  Theodore— I  regret  it  now— for  I 
do  detest  these  hideous  serpents.  I  would  'give  half 
my  fortune  to  be  able  to  exterminate  these  monsters." 

"  You  are  right,  master,"  said  Altar  GuL  "  They 
are  a  great  nuisance,  and  their  bite  almost  always 
proves  fatal." 

"It  is  not  only  that,"  said  the  young  man,  "but 
you  know  that  my  betrothed  Marguerite— whom  if 
Heaven  wills,  I  am  to  wed  to-morrow  has  a  most  un- 
accountable antipathy  to  the  sight  of  one  of  these  ani 
male.  Less  so  now  than  formerly,  I  confess— for  once 
the  name  of  a  snake  would  always  deprive  her  of  sen- 
sation. But  her  father,  her  mother,  and  myself,  have 
at  various  times  tried  to  conquer  her  silly  but  deep 
rooted  fears  of  these  reptiles.  We  have  tried  to  ac- 
custom her  to  the  sight  of  them,  and  have  often  thrown 
them  in  her  way  after  they  had  been  killed— and  then 
laugh  at  her  screams  of  terror." 

"That  is  the  only  way  to  conquer  her  foolish  anti- 
pathy, master ;"  said  the  wily  African.  "  In  my  coun- 
try we  thus  habituate  our  women  and  children  to 
flights  of  horror.  But  a  thought  strikes  me.  A  means 
presents  itself  of  curing  her  of  these  foolish  fears  if  you 
can  only  be  prevailed  upon  to  adopt  it."  And  his  eyes 
were  for  a  moment  lighted  up  with  a  gleam  of  ferocious 
delight.  "  We  will  take  the  snake  home  with  us.  But 
first  let  us  cut  off  its  head.  We  cannot  use  to  much 
precaution." 

"  Noble  fellow !"  said  Theodore,  as  he  assisted  Al- 
tar Gul  to  separate  the  head  of  the  serpent  from  the 
body. 

"  It  is  a  female,"  whispered  Altar  Gul  to  himself, 
"  and  the  male  cannot  be  far  off." 

They  proceeded  toward  Col.  Willis*  habitation— the 
black,  dragging  after  him  the  bleeding  carcase  of  the 
serpent.  The  house  in  which  the  colonel  resided,  like 
most  of  the  houses  in  that  climate,  consisted  of  but 
one  story  with  wings.  In  one  of  the  wings  was  the 
bed  chamber  of  Marguerite.  A  piazza  in  front  of  the 
window,  and  a.  jalousie,  screened  the  room  from  the  de- 
vouring heat  of  the  tropical  sun. 

Theodore  approached  the  window  on  tip- toe— cauti- 
ously opened  the  jolousit,  and  looked  in— Marguerite 
was  not  there.  He  then  took  the  serpent  from  the 
hands  of  Altar  Gul— who,  as  it  seemed,  through  an 
excess  of  precaution,  first  bruised  the  neck  of  the  rep- 


tile on  the  window  frame.  Theodore  hid  the  serpent, 
whose  brilliant  hues  had  already  become  tarnished  by 
death,  beneath  the  pressing  table.  He  then  retired 
and  closed  the  jalousie  As  he  turned  away,  he  met 
Colonel  Willis,  who  laughed  heartily  at  the  trick  which 
Theodore  was  playing  on  Marguerite. 

The  room  which  was  appropriated  to  Marguerite, 
was  really  the  asylum  of  innocence.  The  hand  of  a 
mother  had  been  there.  It  was  seen  in  all  the  elegant 
and  useful  furniture  which  decked  the  apartment— that 
little  bed,  curtained  with  white  gauze— stuccoed  walls, 
polished,  and  shining  as  brilliant  as  a  Parian  marble — 
that  harp,  and  table  covered  with  music  books— that 
little  dressing  glass— those  silken  ribbons— that  cross 
of  pearl— those  jeweled  ornaments— in  a  word,  all 
those  trifling  things  which  are  so  precious  to  a  young 
girl,  whispered  a  tale  of  Innocence,  Love  and  Happi- 
ness. 

The  door  opened,  and  Marguerite  entered.  She 
seated  herself  before  her  dressing  table,  but  she  saw 
not  the  reptile  beneath  it.  While  she  arranged  her 
hair,  and  essayed  a  ribbon,  which  Theodore  had  prais- 
ed, she  sang  the  song  which  she  had  been  taught  by 
her  lover. 

"  To-day,"  soliloquized  the  lovely  girl.  "  I  must  try 
to  appear  as  beautiful  as  possible.  To-  morrow  I  shall 
belong  to  another.  Oh,  Theodore !  with  what  devo- 
tion he  loves  me.  Nothing  on  earth  can  add  to  my 
happiness." 

She  approached  so  near  the  glass  to  judge  of  the 
effects  of  the  ribbon,  that  her  breath  tarnished  the 
brilliant  surface  of  the  mirror— then  with  her  finger  she 
playfully  and  smilingly  traced  upon  the  glass  the  name 
of  Theodore. 

A  slight  noise  near  the  window  awakened  her  from 
the  delicious  reverie.  She  turned  toward  it,  blushing 
Jest  her  dearest  secret  had  been  discovered.  But  the 
paleness  of  death  instantly  came  over  her  features. 
She  convulsively  threw  her  hands  before  her,  and  tried 
to  rise— but  she  could  not.  Her  trembling  limbs  re* 
fused  to  sustain  her,  and  she  fell  back  into  her  chair. 
The  unhappy  girl  saw  peering  through  the  jalousie  the 
head  of  an  enormous  serpent ! 

In  a  moment  he  was  lost  among  the  flowers,  which 
were  tastefully  arranged  before  the  window.  His  dis- 
appearance gave  new  strength  to  Marguerite,  who 
rushed  toward  the  door,  which  opened  into  the  gallery, 
screaming,  "Help !  mother,  mother  help  !  Here  is  a 
monstrous  serpent !" 

But  her  parents  and  her  lover  held  the  door  outside, 
and  laughed  at  what  they  conceived  to  be  her  imagi- 
nary fears.  "  Well  done,  my  girl,"  said  Colonel  Willis, 
"cannot  you  scream  alltle  louder?  The  snake  will 
not  eat  you,  I'll  engage— poor  little  thing  I  How  fright- 
ened she  appears  to  be !" 

But  her  cries  continued. 

"My  dear  Marguerite,"  said  Theodore,  don't  be 
alarmed.  I  put  it  there  myself,  and  you  shall  give  me 
a  kiss  for  my  pains,  sweet  girl." 

Meanwhile  the  hideous  monster  left  the  flowers  and 
glided  into  the  room.  Marguerite,  finding  her  cries  for 
assistance  of  no  avail,  uttered  a  loud  shriek  and  foil 
senseless  on  the  floor.  The  serpent  raised  its  head, 
and  for  a  moment  seemed  to  be  recoinoitering  the 
apartment.  But  when  it  saw  its  companion  on  the 
floor,  its  eyes  absolutely  sparkled  with  rage.  It  sent 
forth  a  loud  and  long  hiss,  and  advanced  toward  the 
unfortunate  girl 
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With  a  rapidity  almost  inconceivable,  the  hideous 
reptile  twined  itself  around  the  graceful  limbs  and 
sylph  like  form  of  Marguerite.  Its  cold  and  slimy  neck 
rested  against  the  snowy  bosom  of  his  victim,  and 
there  it  fastened  its  venomous  fangs ! 

The  helpless  girl  restored  to  consciousness  by  the 
agonizing  pain  of  the  wound,  opened  her  eyes— but  the 
first  object  which  met  her  view,  was  the  horrid  head 
of  the  reptile— its  eyes  flashing  fire— and  its  open 
mouth  displaying  its  crooked  and  deadly  fangs  1 

"  Mother !  mother !  O,  dear  mother  1"  faintly  scream- 
ed the  dying  girl. 

But  a  half  suppressed  laugh  was  the  only  response 
to  her  convulsive  cry.  The  jalousie  was  slowly  open- 
ed, and  Altar  Gul  looked  in  at  the  window— his  eyes 
glaring  with  malignancy  and  triumph. 

"Elizabeth,  Elizabeth!"  said  Mr.  Willie,  "she  an- 
swers not— perhaps  she  has  fainted  with  terror." 

"  Silly  girl  I"  said  the  colonel.  "  But  we  will  open 
the  door  and  tee  what  is  the  matter." 

Some  heavy  object  lay  against  the  door.  He  gave 
a  violent  push,  and  entered  the  chamber,  followed  by 
Mrs.  Willis  and  Theodore.  But  who  can  paint  the 
agony  of  the  parents  and  tho  lover,  when  they  found 
they  had  stumbled  over  the  dead  body  of  the  unfortu- 
nate Marguerite. 

As  they  entered  the  appartment,  the  serpent  was 
seen  to  glide  out  at  the  window. 


SHE  LIVES  BY  THE  VALLEY  BROOK. 

She  lives  by  the  valley  brook,    - 

Away  from  care  and  wrong, 
Her  heart  a  pure  and  open  book, 

Her  lips  a  mellow  song. 
A  mother,  meek  and  old,  is  all 

The  kindred  that  she  knows, 
And  so  they  love  the  waterfall, 

And  every  flower  that  blows. 

She  singeth  when  the  earth  is  spread 

With  green,  and  spring  hath  come ; 
And  weepeth  when  the  flowers  are  dead 

And  her  sweet  brook  is  dumb  : 
And  thus  the  gentle  maiden's  life 

Steals  placidly  away, 
Without  a  shade  of  pain  or  strife, 

To  cloud  its  summer  day. 

She  liveth  by  the  valley  brook, 

Away  from  care  and  wrong, 
Her  heart  a  pure  and  open  book, 

Her  lips  a  mellow  song. 
Oh !  never  may  the  maiden  dream 

Of  this  sad  world  of  ours, 
Nor  stray  beyond  her  sister  stream, 

Its  valley  and  its  flowers. 


Thomas  Cabltlb  says,  "The  saddest  aspect  the 
decay  of  civil  society  can  exhibit,  has  always  appeared 
to  me  to  be  this :  when  honorable,  honor-loving,  con- 
scious diligence  cannot,  by  the  utmost  efforts  of  toil, 
obtain  the  necessaries  of  life ;  or  when  the  working 
man  cannot  even  find  work,  but  must  stand  with  fold- 
ed arms,  lamenting  his  forced  idleness,  through  which 
himself  and  family  are  verging  to  starvation,  or,  it  may 
be  actually  suffering  the  pain  of  hunger." 


THE  ROVER  OMNIBU8. 


GREENWOOD   CEMETERY. 


We  know  not  who  is  the  offender,  but  the  tasteless, 
if  not  almost  ruinous,  changes  in  the  once  peculiar 
scenery  of  this  celebrated  spot,  seem  to  strike  every 
person  who  has  visited  it  in  former  seasons.  The  pic- 
turesque beauty  which  still  marks  the  grounds,  must 
more  or  lets  gratify  every  stranger  who  sees  them  for 
the  first  time  this  summer ;  but  all  who  have  heard  of 
the  deep  woodland  shadows  and  heavy  forest  thickets 
which,  by  their  sudden  contrast  with  the  open  glades 
and  smiling  lawns  of  Greenwood,  gave  such  infinite 
variety  to  its  landscape,  now  find  themselves  utterly 
disappointed  in  its  character.  Those  sudden  surprizes, 
when  emerging  from  wild  covert  to  open  glade,  so  de- 
lightful in  natural  scenery,  and  constituting  the  high- 
est achievement  of  skill  in  the  difficult  art  of  landscape 
gardening— (an  art  as  distinct  from  others  as  portrait 
painting) — features  of  rare  beauty,  natural  to  Green- 
wood, and  preserved  with  so  much  care  by  the  accom- 
plished Major  Douglass,  when  he  originally  laid  out 
the  grounds,  are  almost  effaced.  The  underwood  is 
cleaned  out,  the  old  mossy  stumps,  the  fairy  thickets, 
swept  away,  and  you  can  see  from  one  part  of  the 
grounds  to  another,  and  measure  the  number  of  acres 
with  your  eye  almost  as  easily  as  in  the  Park  or  Bat- 
tery. 

We  write  upon  this  subject  with  feeling;  for  in  com- 
mon with  hundreds  of  others,  we  had  hoped  from  the 
excellent  taste  which  first  marked  the  ordering  of  these 
grounds,  that  there  would  long  remain  one  rural  spot 
in  the  vicinity  of  New  York,  which  the  hand  of  Gothic 
ignorance  would  never  invade.  But  how  could  such  a 
thing  be  expected  ?  The  difficult  and  elevated  art  of 
landscape  gardening  is  not  only  little  known  in  this 
country,  but  even  its  existence,  as  a  branch  of  art,  is  so 
wholly  undreamed  of  by  many,  that  well-meaning  per- 
sons, out  of  sheer  ignorance,  will  undertake  to  im- 
prove grounds,  and  thus  work  irreparable  mischief  in 
total  unconsciousness  of  their  own  presumption. 
Frequently  these  are  persons  who  have  a  decided  pre- 
dilection for  these  pursuits ;  but  a  predilection,  either 
unaccompanied  by  natural  taste,  or  untrained  by  that 
study  which  has  made  landscape  gardening  an  eleva- 
ted profession  in  Europe.  Major  Douglass  and  Mr. 
Downing  of  Newburgh,  are  as  yet  the  only  eminent 
persons  of  whom  we  have  heard  as  practising  the  art 
professionally.  But  the  woodland  mutilations,  and  ac- 
tual obliteration  of  some  of  the  most  delicate  and  yet 
striking  features  of  Greenwood,  during  the  past  sea- 
son, prove  the  necessity  of  calling  in  some  regular  pro- 
fessional person,  before  the  original  scenic  peculiarities 
of  the  place  are  wholly  changed  if  not  destroyed. 

Upon  reading  over  the  above,  it  has  occurred  to  ns 
that  our  warmth  of  expression  might  be  construed  as 
reflecting  upon  some  particular  person  or  parties  who 
have  occasioned  the  mischief  which  we  have  recorded 
with  so  much  regret.  We  disclaim  this  utterly :  not 
from  any  hesitation  in  castigating  hurtful  ignorance 
and  presumption  of  any  kind,  but  because,  with  regard 
to  this  branch  of  taste,  above  all  others,  there  are  few 
of  our  countrymen,  we  fear,  who  would  not  have  of- 
fended in  the  premises  ten  times  as  strongly— leveled 
the  hills,  filled  up  the  ponds,  and  white-washed  the 
trees  most  probably.  It  would  be  unjust,  therefore,  to 
make  any  severe  special  example  in  the  present  case. 
Still  the  Greenwood  Company  ought  either  to  have 
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some  accomplished  professional  person  In  their  habi- 
tual employ,  or  there  should  at  least  be  a  guarantee  to 
the  share- holders  that  no  violent  alteration,  which  may 
possibly  mar  the  beauty,  or  in  any  way  essentially 
change  the  character  of  the  grounds,  should  ever  be 
made,  until  the  proposed  alterations  are  first  submit- 
ted to  some  responsible  artist  for  his  opinion  1  We  do 
hope  that  there  is  some  stipulation  of  this  kind  among 
the  laws  which  are  to  regulate  the  new  Episcopal  Ce- 
metary  at  Bloomingdale. 


8B1DUKEN8  1*LASH. 

This  was  the  name  given  by  Washington  Irving, 
some  thirty-five  years  ago,  to  a  young  EnglUh  adven- 
turer who  at  that  time  cut  a  mighty  swarth  in  the  good 
society  of  New  York.  He  was  said  to  be  the  natural 
■on  of  a  British  baronet.  He  was  flippant,  affected 
and  assuming,  and  supposed  to  embroider  pretty  liber- 
ally in  conversation.  But  he  was,  withal,  accomplish- 
ed in  both  mind  and  manners,  and  had  a  fine  flow  of 
animal  spirits  which  often  made  him  a  not  unaccepta- 
ble guest,  even  where  he  was  most  distrusted.  His 
driving,  his  talking,  his  impudence  and  his  talents 
made  him  so  much  the  talk  among  the  ladies,  that 
those  conspiriog  wits  of  that  day  (Washington  Irving, 
the  late  William  Irving,  M.  C,.  and  J.  K.  Paulding) 
served  him  up  in  Salmagundi,  under  the  name  which 
heads  this  paragraph.  This  same  English  adventurer, 
who  has  long  since  passed  his  grand  cliamateric,  has 
recently  perpetrated  a  book  upon  this  country.  The 
London  Spectator,  in  referring  to  the  outlines  and  cha- 
racteristics of  his  book,  says : 

"Uncouth  language  and  behavior,  even  on  the  part 
of  females,  offensive  and  disgusting  conduct  by  the 
men,  habitual  blasphemy,  with  pure  unmitigated 
blackguardism  and  ruffianism,  and  an  universal  wor- 
ship of  Mammon  superseding  every  other  object  in  life, 
standout  strikingly  in  the  traveler's  pages;  while  his 
plain  spoken,  straight  forward  manner,  gives  an  air  of 
truth  to  his  pictures." 

The  Sun  comments  upon  this  in  the  following  well 
written  paragraph : 

"It  is  now  forty  years  ago  since  Mr.  Featherston- 
augh  presented  himself  and  letters  of  introduction  to 
the  taste,  and  literature,  and  fashion  of  the  city  of  Phil- 
adelphia, as  an  intelligent,  weli  educated  Englishman, 
of  extraordinary  attainments  in  the  dead  and  living 
languages,  and  with  all  the  acquirements  of  an  accom- 
plished gentleman.  He  was  received  and  treated  with 
distinction  and  hospitality.  He  came  to  this  city- 
went  up  the  Hudson— married  an  American  lady,  Miss 
Duane,  of  Duanesburgh,  near  Schenectady— acquired 
with  her  a  large  fortune — established  a  valuable  farm 
— had  several  children— was  intimate  with  Clinton, 
Tompkins,  and  all  the  distinguished  men  of  this  state 
— passed  his  winters  in  Albany,  and  was  the  delight  of 
the  social  circle.  Reverses  in  fortune  threw  him  upon 
his  accomplishments  for  support  The  American  go- 
vernment, considering  him  an  American,  appointed 
him  geologist,  with  a  liberal  salary,  but  he  soon  got  in- 
to disputes  and  difficulties  with  scientific  men,  and  he 
left  for  England.  We  then  find  him  in  the  British  ser- 
vice, engaged  on  the  Boundary  line  on  the  North  East- 
ern frontier,  and  finally,  a  writer  on  American  charac 
ter  and  manners,  libeling  the  people  who  for  so  many 
years  had  fostered  and  protected  him.  It  may  be  ask- 
ed, could  the  opinions  contained  in  the  above  extract 
be  really  the  convictions  and  impressions  of  Q.  W. 


Featherstonaugh  ?    We  should  answer,  No.    He  knew 
from  many  years  of  experience  among  the  best  class  of 
Americans,  that  his  pictures  were  false,  but  he  wanted 
to  sell  his  book,  and  we  apprehend  that  no  book  will  sell 
in  England  that  speaks  favorably  of  America  or  Ameri- 
cans.   There  are  chords  which,  when  touched,  pro- 
duce no  harmony;  reminiscences  which  produce  no 
friendly  results.    We  may  therefore  excuse  the  hasty 
traveler  who  sets  out  to  make  a  book  on  America  for 
the  English  market ;  but  no  apology  can  be  made  for 
the  man  who,  after  forty  gears'  kind  and  hospitable 
residence  in  the  land  where  his  children  were  born, 
and  which  made  the  poor  adventurer  rich,  returns  to 
his  native  shores  an  old  man,  a  libeler  and  an  ingrate." 
When  will  Americans  learn  to  be  on  their  guard 
against  these  Ishmaelhish  islanders  ?    When  will  they 
learn  to  admire  their  patient  talent,  their  successful 
industry,  their  brave  enterprize,  their  vigorous  nation- 
ality, their  striking  honesty  and  reliability  in  all  their 
moneyed  dealings  with  each  other—learn  fully  to  ad- 
mire and  respect  these  most  estimable  and  undeniable 
traits  of  English  character,  and  yet  to  remember,  at  the 
same  time,  that  a  stranger  never  comes  within  the  pale 
of  their  consideration— that  they  regard  all  the  rest  of 
the  world  as  "outside  barbarians,"  and  are  so  totally 
deficient  in  the  scruples  of  delicacy  and  feeling  which 
govern  other  people,  that  it  probably  never  will  enter 
the  brain  of  an  Englishman  that  this  Mr.  Featherston- 
augh, in  publishing  such  a  book  under  such  circum- 
stances, commits  one  of  the  most  heinous  crimes 
against  human  society.    We  presume  It  would  be  im- 
possible to  make  Dickens— wonderfully  gifted  as  he  is 
—to  make  him  even  comprehend  the  nature  of  his  of- 
fence against  this  country  I    Being  an  Englishman,  he 
will  believe  to  his  dying  day  that  he  had  a  right  to  pub- 
lish what  he  thought  to  be  true.    Many  an  American, 
indeed,  might  do  the  same  thing  about  England ;  yet 
though  positively  certain  that  his  facts  were  true,  he 
would  feel— had  he  been  received  there  with  the  same 
cordial  confidence  that  Dickens  was  embraced  with 
here— the  American,  we  say,  would  feel  that  he  did  a 
mean,  a  shabby,  a  disgraceful  and  criminal  thing  in 
holding  up  those  facts  to  the  disadvantage  of  his  friend- 
ly entertainers  and  warm-hearted  well  wishers.    If  an 
Englishman,  then,  so  highly  endowed  and  so  rarely 
gifted  as  Charles  Dickens,  has  a  moral  sense  impene- 
trable to  such  considerations,  and  if  forty  years  of  ac- 
tual living  upon  this  country,  as  in  the  case  of  Mr. 
Featherstonaugh,  cannot  eradicate  this  insular  idiosyn- 
cracy  which  eo  strangely  seems  always  to  impel  an 
Englishman  to  return  vituperation  for  kindness,  how 
absurd  it  is  in  our  countrymen  ever  to  make  an  effort 
to  coalesce  with  him  in  sympathy.    Why  not  admire 
that  useful,  respectable,  and,  in  many  respects,  glori- 
ous people,  at  a  distance,  and  avoid  luring  them  into 
relations  In  which  they  invariably  display  qualities  so 
indtive  of  detestation  and  contempt. 

TRINITY   CHURCH  CXMETEBY. 

We  apprehend  there  are  but  few,  even  of  our  city 
readers,  who  are  yet  aware  that  a  new  and  extensive 
cemetery  has  been  opened  on  an  eligible  and  beautiful 
<ite  near  Manhattanville,  six  or  seven  miles  from  tho 
City  Hall.  The  grounds  comprise,  we  believe,  about 
forty  acres,  and  extend  from  the  tenth  avenue  to  Hud- 
son river.  It  belongs  to  the  Trinity  Church  property, 
but  is  thrown  open  to  the  public  for  general  use  on 
moderate  terms.    Already  considerable  improvement* 
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have  been  made  on  the  grounds,  and  from  the  beauty 
of  the  location  and  the  natural  advantages  of  the  place, 
it  must  soon  rank  among  the  most  interesting  ceme- 
teries in  the  country.  It  is  reached  by  any  of  the  ave- 
nues on  the  western  side  of  the  city,  or  by  the  Bloom- 
ingdale  road,  or  by  a  steamboat  which  plies  regularly 
twice  a  day  between  the  cemetery  and  the  foot  of  Canal 
street. 

GENEVA  COLLEGE.    ' 

We  have  before  us  the  Rlgister  for  the  current  year 
of  this  comparatively  young  institution,  and  are  some- 
what surprized  and  gratified  at  the  progress  it  seems  to 
have  made,  and  the  flourishing  and  solid  condition  it 
has  already  attained.  Rev.  Benjamin  Hale,  D.  D.  is  at 
the  head  of  the  Faculty,  and  there  are  seven  professor- 
ships already  filled.  Funds  are  also  being  raised, 
under  the  active  and  judicious  attention  of  the  worthy 
president,  to  establish  another  professorship.  So  that 
in  the  means  of  instruction  Geneva  College  bids  fair 
to  rank  with  the  best  in  the  country.  The  undergrad- 
uates at  present  number  about  seventy,  and  the  medi- 
cal students  nearly  two  hundred.  The  location  is 
favorable,  the  courses  of  instruction  are  well  arranged, 
expenses  moderate,  and  under  an  enlightened  and  en- 
ergetic administration,  Geneva  College  can  hardly  fail 
to  rise  rapidly  in  prosperity  and  honorable  distinction. 

Parodies. — Some  persons  detest  a  parody.  Others 
again  are  very  fond  of  them.  For  ourselves,  we  con- 
fess to  a  considerable  relish  for  a  good  parody.  The 
rapid  glancing  at  resemblances  and  differences,  which 
they  present,  affords  a  pleasureable  exercise  for  the 
mind ;  and  as  it  is  generally  articles  of  high  excel- 
lence -that  are  selected  for  parody,  the  subject  often 
brings  out  considerable  excellence  in  the  imitation. 

We  have  a  very  clever  parody  in  this  number  of  the 
Rover  on  Longfellow's  "Footsteps  of  Angels,"  which 
was  published  in  the  13th  number  of  the  present  vol- 
ume, June  15.  The  person  who  sent  it  to  us  says  it 
was  written  by  a  lady,  and  intimates  that  she  is  quite 
young.  If  so,  we  can  only  say  that  she  writes  "  an 
old  maid's  musings"  with  a  great  deal  of  tmarineu, 
and  if  we  get  such  things  from  the  green  tree,  what 
may  we  not  expect  from  the  dry  ? 

We  cannot  refrain  from  adding  that  we  regard 
Longfellow's  poem,  which  is  the  subject  of  this  paro- 
dy, as  one  of  exceeding  delicacy  and  beauty. 


THE  ROVER  BOOK-TABLE. 

J.  Winchester,  New  World  Press,  30  Ann  street, 
has  published,' in  cheap  form,  "The  Smugglers  of  the 
Swedish  coast,  or  the  Rose  of  Thistle  Island,"  a  ro- 
mance by  Mrs.  Emetine  Carlen.  Also  a  "  History  of 
the  Oregon  Territory,  being  a  demonstration  of  the  ti- 
tle of  the  United  States  of  North  America  to  the 
same ;"  accompanied  by  a  map. 

The  Cabcanet,  No.  1.— James  Mowatt,  174  Broad- 
way.—This  is  an  elegant  and  very  cheap  publication, 
and  intended  we  believe  to  be  continued  periodical- 
ly. It  comprizes  six  numbers  of  the  Drawing-room 
Library,  making  ninety  six  large  octavo  pages,  neat- 
ly printed,  with  two  steel  plates,  and  enclosed  in  a 
glowing  illuminated  cover  of  red  and  blue  on  a  white 
ground.  The  contents  consist,  first,  of  "  The  Light 
of  the  Light-House,  and  other  Poems,"  by  fipes  Sar- 
gent j  second,  "  Recollections  of  the  Emperor  Napo- 


leon," by  Mrs.  Abell,  daring  the  time  spent  by  the  Em- 
peror at  her  father's  house  at  St.  Helena ;  third,  "  The 
Poems  of  Mrs.  Southey,  late  Caroline  Bowles ;"  fourth, 
"  The  Death  of  an  Angel,"  from  the  German  of  Rich- 
ter ;  fifth,  "  Feminiana,"  or  a  collection  of  poetical  tri- 
butes to  beautiful  women ;  sixth,  "Marian's  Pilgrim- 
age," a  poem  by  Mary  Howitt  All  this  is  told  for  the 
very  low  price  of  twenty-five  cents. 

THE  HIGHLANDER  TO  HIS  SWORD. 

BT  O.  DONALD  MACLIOD. 
I. 

Sword  of  my  sires!  they  forged  thy  might 

In  Norseland  mountain  cave; 
When  the  sky  was  bright  with  the  northern  light, 

And  the  ice  was  on  the  wave. 
They  caught  the  blue  of  thy  matchless  steel 

From  the  depths  of  the  arching  heaven, 
And  welded  it  in  with  an  earthquake  din 

.  Like  the  peal  when  the  rocks  are  riven. 
With  the  muttered  chaunt  of  the  gray-haired  scald, 

And  the  wild-eyed  saga's  yell; 
By  the  lurid  glare  of  the  forge-fires  there, 

O  sword,  they  framed  thee  well. 

ii. 

They  brought  thee  forth  from  the  stormy  north, 

The  raging  waters  o'er; 
To  gleam  in  the  van  when  the  Norseland  clan 

Swept  down  on  the  ice-bound  shore — 
When  they  found  their  way  through  the  thick  array, 

Where  the  Celtic  knights  were  belted, 
Like  a  torrent  tide  through  the  harvest's  pride, 

When  the  mountain  snows  are  melted. 
Thy  wielder  bathed  in  an  hundred  wounds, 

Thy  blade-edge  keen  and  bare; 
And  won  thee  then,  from  the  hearts  of  men, 

A  bloody  baptism  there. 


Now  rest  'till  the  Stuart's  voice  shall  call 

The  hills  from  their  sleep  to  start ; 
'Till  the  war-breeze  springs  and  the  slogan  rings 

From  the  depths  of  the  Highland  heart 
Aye!  sleep  in  pride  by  thy  master's  side, 

'Till  the  beacon-light  burns  fiery ; 
Then  leap  from  thy  sheath  to  the  feast  of  death. 

Like  an  eagle  from  its  eyrie ! 
Thy  sheath  I'll  dash  where  the  wild  seas  lash 

The  isles  of  our  noble  name, 
Then  win  the  right  in  the  stormy  fight, 

Or  fall  with  a  deathleas  fame ! 
For  the  Rover— New  York,  June,  1844. 

Duelling.— An  apothecary  having  refused  to  resign 
his  seat  at  the  theatre  to  an  officer's  lady,  the  officer 
feeling  himself  much  insulted,  sent  a  challenge.  The 
apothecary  was  punctual  at  the  meeting,  but  observed, 
not  having  been  accustomed  to  fire,  he  had  proposed  a 
new  way  of  settling  the  dispute.  He  then  drew  from 
his  pocket  a  pill  box,  and  taking  thence  two  pills,  thus 
addressed  his  antagonist:  "As  a  man  of  honor,  air, 
you  certainly  would  not  wish  to  fight  me  on  unequal 
terms ;  here  are,  therefore,  two  pills,  one  composed  of 
the  most  deadly  poison,  the  other  perfectly  harmless— 
we  are,  therefore  on  equal  ground,  if  we  each  swal- 
low one ;  you  shall  take  your  choice,  and  I  promise 
faithfully  to  take  that  which  you  leave."  It  is  need- 
less to  add  that  the  affair  was  settled  by  a  hearty  laugh. 
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THE  SUMMER  BREEZE. 

BY  LA.WRIN02  LA.BRZX. 

Oh,  welcome  blow,  thou  summer  breeze, 

O'er  flower  and  leafy  bough ; 
I  hear  thy  voice  among  the  trees, 

Thy  breath  is  on  my  brow. 
Thou  bringest  thoughts  of  pleasant  days, 

When  youth  was  gay  and  fair- 
When  hope  was  bright  as  summer's  sun, 

Light  as  its  breezy  air. 

Oh,  like  a  feather  on  the  spray, 

My  heart  the  day  long  danced ; 
For  then  Misfortune's  envious  darts 

All  hurtless  by  me  glanced. 
Ambition's  fevered  pulse  beat  low, 

Love's  altar-flame  was  pure ; 
The  happy  spirit  murmured  not, 

In  its  own  faith  secure. 

And  now  thy  soft  and  whispering  voice 

With  music  fills  my  ear— 
The  robin's  plaint,  the  cuckoo's  note, 

The  sparrow's  cherup  dear; 
I  sigh  to  be  a  youth  again, 

Gay  sporting  o'er  the  leas— 
Or  else  a  spirit— or  a  part 

Of  thee,  oh  summer  breeze. 
For  the  Rover— Hoboken,  July,  3,  1844. 


LAKE  MAGGIORE,  IN  ITALY. 

WITH  AW  ENGRAVING. 

In  our  fine  engraving  this  week  we  have  a  very  inte- 
resting view  of  Italian  scenery.  We  copy  the  fol- 
lowing remarks,  in  reference  to  the  place,  from  Rev. 
Dr.  Flak's  travels. 

"  The  next  day  we  took  a  carriage,  and  crossed  the 
country  to  lake  Maggiore ;  struck  the  lake  at  Lovena, 
and  took  boat  for  Bavena— visiting  the  Barromean  Isl- 
ands on  our  way.  This  lake — although  a  handsome 
sheet  of  water,  and  abounding  with  numerous  villages 
on  its  shores,  and  white  cottages  on  its  mountain  sides 
—does  not  begin  to  compare,  in  my  opinion,  with  lake 
Como. 

The  greatest  interest  is  in  the  Barromean  Islands. 
These  are  ornamented  with  a  great  variety  of  trees, 
shrubbery,  and  flowers ;  have  fine  palaces,  especially 
Isola  Bella.  The  palace  on  this  island  has  a  suite  of 
subterranean  apartments,  fitted  up  like  marine  grot- 
toes, tastefully  encrusted  with  shells,  rock-work,  and 
stalactites.  It  must  be  a  most  delicious  retreat  in  the 
heat  of  summer.  There  is  also  a  suite  of  state  apart- 
ments, to  which  we  were  introduced,  and  in  which  was 
a  number  of  paintings,  by  Tempests.  The  garden  is 
on  an  elevated  part  of  the  island,  which  is,  at  best, 
only  large  enough  for  the  palace,  and  a  moderate  sized 
garden,  and  rises  up  eight  successive  terraces,  and  is 
crowned  with  fountains  and  statuary,  and  redolent 
with  the  fragrance  of  plants  and  flowers.  It  cannot 
be  described ;  but  the  accompanying  plate  will  give  Its 
.general  features." 
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THE  PIRATE  CHASE 

I  had  just  turned  over  in  my  berth,  in  hopes  to  re- 
sume a  very  pleasant  dream,  the  thread  of  which  had 
been  broken  by  some  noise  on  deck,  when  a  cry  of 
u  Sail,  ho !"  caused  me  to  jump  up,  and  make  haste  on 
deck.  I  met  Mr.  Tomkins  in  the  gangway,  coming 
down  to  call  me.    "  Where  is  she,  sir?" 

"On  the  lee  beam." 

"A  ship 7" 

"  No,  sir,  I  believe  a  schooner,  but  I  can't  make  her 
out." 

"Steward,  hand  up  my  glass." 

The  day  had  scarcely  dawned,  and  by  the  gray  and 
uncertain  light,  unassisted  by  the  glass,  I  could  only 
make  out  an  object;  but  the  moment  I  put  my  teles- 
cope to  her,  I  saw  she  was  a  schooner,  with  raking 
masts,  standing  to  the  Westward,  with  square  sail 
set.  We  were  standing  South,  close  hauled,  with  a 
light  air  from  the  Eastward,  momentarily  expecting 
the  Trade  Wind.  As  the  day  dawned  more  perfectly, 
and  we  were  perceived  by  the  stranger,  his  square  sail 
came  in  and  he  hauled  his  wind  with  such  celerity, 
that  I  did  not  hesitate  to  pronounce  him  a  slaver  or 
a  pirate,  which  indeed  are  synonymous  terms  In  blue 
water. 

"  Call  all  hands,  Mr.  Tomkins ;  hoist  our  colors." 

"  Ay,  ay,  sir." 

The  stranger  showed  Portuguese  colors  in  reply  to 
ours.  This  did  not  relieve  the  anxiety  which  had 
seized  on  me  the  moment  I  had  a  fair  view  of  the 
schooner,  for  that  nation  was  still  actively  engaged  in 
the  slave  trade,  and  we  were  just  in  the  track  of  out- 
ward bound  vessels  to  the  coast  of  Africa,  and  the 
Cape  de  Verd  Islands,  also,  where  they  often  touch 
to  refresh  and  refit.  Our  crew,  consisting  of  only  ten 
men,  besides  officers,  cook,  and  steward,  were  soon 
mustered  aft 

"  I  have  called  you,  my  boys,"  said  I,  "  to  state  my 
intentions  with  regard  to  that  vessel  to  leeward,  which 
I  suspect  to  be  a  rogue.  We  will  prepare  for  as  stout 
a  resistance  as  possible.  If  htis  honest,  I  shall  still 
see  by  your  actions  which  of  you  1  can  really  depend 
upon,  and  there  will  be  nothing  lost;  and,  if  a  rogue, 
we  must  take  it  for  granted,  that  if  we  give  up  like 
cowards  we  shall  have  our  throats  cut ;  and  as  this  is 
to  be  our  fate  whether  we  resist  or  not  if  he  boards  us, 
let  us  make  up  our  minds  to  sell  our  lives  as  dearly  as 
possible ;  and  remember,  men,  one  man  devoted  to  a 
good  cause,  is  able  to  beat  off  a  dozen  engaged  in  rob- 
bery and  murder."  They  gave  a  simultaneous  shout 
of  approbation,  and  went  forward  again,  apparently  in 
good  spirits. 

It  was  now  broad  daylight,  and  we  could  plainly 
perceive  that  the  stranger  gained  to  windward,  though 
he  dropped  astern  a  little,  rendering  it  somewhat  doubt- 
ful whether  he  was  much  superior  to  us  In  sailing. 
Our  bonny  bark  was  reputed  to  be  a  first  rate  sailer  on 
the  wind,  when  in  her  best  trim  j  but  she  was  pretty 
deeply  laden  with  a  full  cargo  of  cotton  bale  goods, 
and  about  one  hundred  thousand  dollars  In  specie,  and 
it  could  not  be  supposed  that  we  could  sail  with  a 
clipper  schooner  on  the  wind,  or  In  any  other  way. 
Our  ship's  armament  consisted  of  two  six  pounders, 
twelve  muskets  and  the  same  number  of  boarding 
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pikes,  and  a  brace  or  two  of  pistols;  my  private  arma- 
ment consisted  of  a  good  rifle,  a  large  ducking  gun,  a 
double -barrel  Joe  Man  ton,  a  pair  of  duelling  pistols, 
and  a  patent  pistol  capable  of  discharging  six  balls  in 
as  many  seconds;  and  I  accounted  myself  a  good  shot 
*  with  all  of  them 

At  eight  o'clock  it  was  nearty  calm,  the  chase  about 
two  miles  on  the  lee  quarter,  and  heading  directly  for 
as. 

fltr.  Tomklns  was  a  six  footer,  a  real  down  east  Tan 
kee,  who  had  been  mate  of  the  Ark,  for  all  I  knew,  and 
who  was  equal  to  any  man  in  that  capacity ;  although 
he  might  be  taken  for  twenty  years  of  age,  if  seen 
going  aloft,  there  were  people  who  had  known  him  at 
least  that  time  as  chief  mate.  He  always  obeyed  or- 
ders promptly,  never  failed  to  have  an  answer  ready, 
and  exacted  from  all  under  him  the  same  prompt  and 
strict  obedience  that  he  paid  to  his  superior  officer. 
The  second  mate,  Mr.  Turner,  was  a  young  man  of 
good  education,  looking  forward  to  promotion,  and 
promising  to  do  honor  to  himself  as  a  commander, 
after  a  few  years'  more  experience.  My  crew  were 
all  active  young  men,  and  the  cook,  (or  Doctor,  as  he 
was  called,)  was  a  real  specimen  of  a  first  rate  runa- 
way Virginia  slave :  he  could  cook,  as  well  as  he  could 
£ddle,  and  on  a  Saturday  night,  he  would  amuse  all 
hands,  by  a  tale  of  a  'possum  hunt,  or  a  deer  drive. 
Having  thus  described  our  crew,  our  vessel,  and  all  we 
know  of  the  stranger,  I  will  hasten  to,  put  the  patient 
reader  in  possession  of  the  facts  for  which  he  is  anxious- 
ly looking.  My  orders  were  as  follows,  and  they  were 
obeyed  in  as  short  a  time  as  I  shall  take  to  write  them : 
*'Mr.  Tomkins,  load  the  small  arms,  one  ball  and  four 
huckshot  in  each ;  look  to  the  flints;  also  load  the  great 
guns  with  round  and  canister." 

"Aye,  aye,  sir." 

"  Doctor,  put  two  iron  bolts  in  the  fire,  and  keep 
them  red  hot,  and  fill  your  coppers  with  boiling  water. 

Mr,  Turner,  muster  all  the  hats  and  pea  jackets, 
and  stick  one  on  each  handspike  near  about  the  ports; 
it  will  make  him  think  that  we  are  well  manned;  and 
trice  up  all  the  ports,  sir,  and  put  a  log  of  wood  out  of 
each,  and  give  them  a  dab  of  black  paint.  Mr.  Tom- 
Jtins,  send  old  Brown  to  the  helm,  and  tell  him  to 
"gitersmall." 

"  Aye,  aye,  sir." 

These  arrangements  being  completed,  I  went  down 
.bejow,  and  loaded  my  arms ;  and  on  examining  the 
/Doctor,'  I  found  that  he  was  quite  familiar  with  that 
instrument  of  death,  the  rifle;  I  accordingly  gave  him 
any  flask  and  bag  of  balls,  and  other  materials,  telling 
him  I  should  call  upon  him  to  load  for  me  when  the 
time  came. 

.  "Oh,  neber  fear,  Maasa,  gib  us  breeze,  and  him  not 
catch  us  so  easy,"  said  he,  grinning  from  ear  to  ear, 
and  whetting  his  long  knife  on  a  stone. 

I  put  a  ball  and  four  slugs  into  my  double  barrel, 
and  a  half  a  handful  of  buckshot  into  my  ducker," 
and  a  quantum  eujfrdt  of  balls  into  the  pistols.  I  had 
scarcely  made  these  arrangements  when  Tomkins  call- 
ed. 

"  He's  sweeping  his  bow  off,  sir,  and  I  reckon  he's 
going  to  slap  '  long  Tom1  into  us." 

I  jumped  on  deck,  and  as  it  was  now  dead  calm,  it 
was  too  evident  this  was  his  intention. 

"Down  flat  upon  deck,  every  soul  of  you !"  shouted 
I.  All  obeyed  except  Tomkins,  who  coolly  looked 
through  the  glass. 


"There  she  flashes,  sir,"  and  in  another  instant  a 
heavy  shot  whistled  through  our  maintopgallant-safl. 

"  He  shoots  well,  that's  a  fact,"  said  Tomkins. 

I  looked  as  the  smoke  lazily  curled  away,  and  saw 
that  he  had  not  the  same  flag  flying.  "Tomkins, 
what's  that  at  her  peak !" 

"  It  looks,  sir,  like  a  red  shirt  with  the  Doctor's 
head  in  it,  and  a  couple  of  bones  rigged  across  hi* 
chin." 

Sure  enough  it  was  a  red  flag,  with  a  black  Death's 
head  and  marrow  bones  painted  upon  it.  I  cannot  say 
that  I  felt  relieved  at  these  symptoms  ;  yet  my  mind 
was  made  up  thai  we  were  lost)  and  it  remained  only 
for  us  to  die  game.  There  seemed  nothing  short  of 
Providence  to  save  us ;  if  it  remained  calm,  he  would 
bore  us  through  with  his  long  gun ;  if  it  breezed  sp, 
he  could  outsail  us. 

"Mr.  Tomkins,  keep  an  eye  to  him,  and  let  me 
know  of  any  movement.  Mr.  Turner,  bend  on  the 
weather  studding-sails,  all  ready  to  run  out;  perhaps 
we  can  outsail  him  off  the  wind  when  the  breeze 
comes." 

The  order  was  scarcely  obeyed,  when  Tomkins  re- 
ported, "they  nregitUng  a  tackle  on  the  foreyard  and 
another  on  the  main  riggin',  sir,  to  hoist  out  their 
launch,  and  board  us,  by  heavens !" 

"I  like  that,  Mr.  Tomkins,  for  the  rascally  captain 
and  half  his  crew  will  come  in  her,  certain  of  an  easy 
prey ;  but  if  my  aim  don't  fail  me,  few  of  that  boat's 
crew  will  return,  be  they  more  or  less.  Mr.  Turner, 
hoist  those  two  guns  up  on  the  poop  deck  at  once,  for 
if  we  want  them  at  all,  it  will  be  over  the  stern.  Are 
you  a  good  shot,  Mr.  Tomkins?" 

"  When  I  was  younger,  sir,  I  was  called  a  leetle  the 
best  shot  in  Kennebunk,  and  I  guess  I  could  fetch  a 
turkey  at  a  hundred  yards  now,  with  a  straight  rifle." 

"  Then,  sir,  do  you  take  charge  of  the  twelve  mus- 
kets, and  let  Jim  load  for  you,  as  fast  as  you  fire,  white 
the  Doctor  and  I,  will  keep  my  own  tools  busy." 

The  pirate's  launch  was  now  manned,  and  pulling 
ten  oars  for  us  lustily,  while  a  group  of  men  were  col- 
lected forward  and  in  the  stern  sheets  of  her,  perhaps 
twenty  or  twenty-five  altogether,  scarcely  a  mile  as- 
tern, and  as  we  were  almost  entirely  becalmed,  gained 
rapidly  on  us.  There  was  no  occasion  to  call  the  peo- 
ple aft  to  give  my  orders,  for  they  were  collected  round 
the  capstan  with  anxious  faces  and  blanched  cheeks. 

"If  they  succeed  in  getting  alongside,  boys,"  said 
I,  "we  will  retreat  with  our  arms  to  the  cabin,  and  let 
them  board  us,  and  through  the  windows  and  cabin 
door  we  may  clear  the  decks ;  if  not,  I  shall  reserve 
my  last  pistol  for  the  powder  magazine,  which  is  at 
hand,  and  we  will  all  go  together,  and  disappoint  the 
rascals.  But  I  trust  it  will  not  be  necessary  to  come 
to  that.  Nail  down  the  fore  scuttle,  Mr.  Turner;  if 
they  get  alongside,  mind  every  one  retreat  to  the  cabin, 
or  die  like  a  dog  on  the  deck,  if  he  please." 

"  There  they  shout,  sir,  and  pull  ahead,  as  if  after  a 
whale,"  said  the  mate,  "  and  here  comes  a  little  breeze, 
too,  perhaps  it  will  strike  us  before  the  villains  get 
near  enough." 

"They  are  in  range  of  the  rifle,  sir." 

"  No,  sir,  wait  until  they  get  near  enough  to  be  sure 
of  the  leader— within  an  hundred  yards.  There  she 
breezes,  thank  God !  ( Good  full.'  Brown,  and  nothing 
off.  We  have  the  breeze  before  the  schooner,  but  it  U 
very  light  yet,  and  the  launch  gains  fast  Now,  Doc- 
tor, stand  by,  mind  you  nun  the  balls  home,  be  cool,. 
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never  mind  the  patches.  Stand  by  Tomkins,  aim  at 
the  group  in  the  bow,  while  I  take  the  stern ;  are  you 
ready  V 

"Yet,  sir." 

"  Fire !"  and  down  went  the  rascal  at  the  tiller,  and 
one  also  at  the  bow. 

u  Load  her  quick,  Doctor,  and  let  me  give  them  Joe 
Manton ;  in  the  meantime,  fire  away  Tomkins,  as  fast 
as  yon  please,  only  take  good  aim— be  cool." 

••Cool  as  a  cowcumber,  sir." 

My  double  barreled  gun,  dropped  one  oar  in  the 
water,  and  caused  some  confusion  in  the  after  part  of 
the  boat.  "Put  It  into  them,  sir,  we  have  not  lost  a 
beJl  yet.    Give  me  the  rifle,  Doctor." 

"  Yes,  sir,  he  is  ready.    I  spit  on  the  bate  for  luck." 

This  discharge  caused  them,  with  the  increased 
breeze,  to  lay  on  the  oars  an  instant,  and  then  pull 
round  for  the  schooner,  they  had  only  six  oars  out. 

"  Three  cheers,  my  lads,  and  fire  as  long  as  you  can 
reach  them.  There,  the  schooner  begins  to  feel  the 
breeze.  Mr.  Turner,  run  up  the  weather  studding 
sails,  keep  off  two  points,  for  he  must  pick  up  his  boat 
There  she  breezes,  thank  Heaven !  Steady,  Brown, 
steady." 

"Steady,  sir." 

"Keep  her  straight,  for  your  life!  Steward,  give 
the  lads  a  glass  of  grog  at  once." 

By  the  time  the  schooner  had  picked  up  her  boat 
and  hoisted  her  on  board,  we  had  gained  a  mile  or  two, 
and  we  were  now  going  eight  or  nine  knots  with  a  free 
wind.  "  Watchjher  close,  Tomkins ;  let  me  know  if  she 
gains  on  us." 

"Mr.  Turner,  we  are  a  little  by  the  stem;  carry 
everything  portable  chock  forward — carpenter's  chest, 
harness  cask ;  roll  those  two  after  casks  forward— be 
lively,  air.  Swab  those  guns  out,  Doctor,  we'll  have 
another  dab  at  them  yet,  I  fear,  for  he  sails  like  a 
witch." 

"Yes,  sir,  him  going  to  Africa  for  ivory  and  gold 
and  dust— dat's  what  dey  call  nigger  trading." 

"She  gains,  sir,  but  slowly;  he  hasn't  got  the  beat 
of  the  breeze  yet,  perhaps." 

"So,  that  will  do,  Mr.  Turner;  now  get  a  small  pull 
of  year  weather  top-sail  and  top-gallant  braces.  Well, 
sir— welt  all  J»» 

"  They  are  hoisting  that  d d  great  square  sail, 

air;  and  Bhe  springs  to  it  like  a  tiger." 

Mr.  Turner,  slack  a  little  of  your  topmast  and  top- 
gallant backstays  to  the  windward— carefully,  sir,  not 
much— and  then  send  all  chock  forward— every  pound 
witt  help." 

"Four  bells,  sir,  hold  the  reel." 

"No,  never  mind  the  bells,  nor  the  reel,  Tomkins ; 
what  use  is  it  to  us  now?  Keep  your  eye  on  the 
schooner,  and  let  me  know  when  the  six-pounders 
will  tell  on  him ;  we  may  shoot  away  his  topmast  by 
good  hick." 
"Ay,  ay,  sir." 

Tomkins  was  so  mechanically  correct  in  everything 
that  he  would,  no  doubt,  have  brought  his  quadrant  on 
deck  and  observed  for  the  sun,  if  it  had  been  noon,  and 
I  had  not  interfered  He  was  as  cool  as  possible,  and 
his  conduct  seemed  to  put  nerve  into  the  men. 

"He  gains  fast,  sir;  I  can  see  the  red  cap  on  the 
rascal  at  the  helm— let  me  give  him  a  shot,  sir." 

"Well,  sir,  fire  away  if  you  thiuk  you  can  reach 
him.  Doctor,  bring  your  loggerhead,  and  when  I  give 
the  wefd,  touch  htr  quick.    So,  lift  her  breech  a  leetle 


mite,  Tom,  so,  so,  stand  by,  give  U  to  her?'  audi 
went  our  little  shot  and  struck  about  two- thirds  of  the 
way  to  the  schooner. 

"  Load  up  again,  Tomkins,  and  leave  out  the  can- 
ister, and  the  shot  will  go  straighter ;  aim  higher  than 
before,  say  for  the  royal,  now  give  it  to  him !" 

"Plump  into  his  square  sail,  sir;  but  forty  thousand 
such  wouldn't  hit  him  hard.  Oh,  if  we  onty  couM 
borrow  his  long  Tom  for  an  hour  or  two  !  The  Sat* 
pint  is  sure  of  us  or  he  would  fire  it  himself 

At  this  crisis  the  chase  was  only  a  mile  or  a  mite 
and  a  half  astern,  and  could  easily  have  bored  us  through; 
but  I  presume  he  was  afraid  to  yaw  his  vessel  enough 
to  bring  the  gun  to  bear,  and  it  would  no  doubt  kill  the 
wind  in  a  considerable  degree ;  and,  as  he  was  gaining 
perceptibly,  he  calculated  to  be  alongside  of  us  long 
before  night. 

"  Load  up  again,  sir,  and  I  will  try  my  luck,  for  k 
must  be  a  mere  chance  shot  that  does  him  any  harm.*1 

"All  ready,  sir." 

"  Stand  by,  Doctor,  and  when  I  give  the  word  touch 
her  quick— fire." 

The  shot  struck  the  water  just  under  her  how, 
"  Now  for  the  other  gun ;  I  shall  do  better.  Ready  t— 
Fire !    His  tepmast  totters  I  it  falls,  by  heavtnslM 

A  spontaneous  cheer  from  our  crew  seemed  to  aetw* 
us  of  safety.  "  Give  me  the  glass,  bey.  They  are  cat- 
ling the  wreck  away  as  fast  as  possible,  still  deter- 
mined to  overhaul  us.  Keep  off  two  points,  round  ia 
the  weather  braces  a  full,  run  out  that  lowet  s&uddftagr 
sail,  be  handy,  lads.  Watch  the  rascal,  Mr.  TomUas} 
with  the  glass,  and  let  me  know  if  we  gain  on  him.? 

"Ay,  ay,  sir." 

The  breeze  was  now  fresh,  well  on  the  quarter,  and 
we  were  sure  to  gain  on  him  until  his  topmast  coast 
be  replaced,  which  with  a  large  and  active  craw,  beat 
on  revenge,  would  cost  him  but  an  hour's  work. 

"  ghe  drops,  sir,  she  drops !  I  can  but  just  see  that 
nigger's  head  on  the  flag;  half  an  hour  ago  I  could  see 
the  marrow-bones." 

"  Very  well,  sir,  let  the  people  now  get  a  bite  of  din- 
ner, for  we  shall  have  more  work  to  do  yet,  to  get  dear 
of  him,  if  we  do  at  all." 

"  I  don't  know  what  more  we  can  do  sir,  unless  we 
grease  the  bottom,"  said  Tomkins  with  a  smile. 

"  We  have  one  principal  resort,  my  dear  sir,  and  will 
go  at  it  the  moment  we  get  something  to  work  upon, 
if  he  gain  upon  us." 

Tomkins  cut  a  new  quid  of  tobacco,  of  which  he  had 
made  uncommonly  free  use  that  morning,  and  by  that 
only  did  he  show  any  signs  of  anxiety.  "  Get  your 
dinners,  Mr.  Tomkins  and  Mr.  Turner;  I  can't  go 
down  to  eat,  while  that  fellow  is  dogging  us.  Send 
me  up  a  bit  of  biscuit,  and  a  glass  of  wine." 

"Ay,  ay,  sir." 

It  was  about  one  o'clock,  and  the  schooner  dropping 
slowly,  while  the  preparations  to  fit  a  new  top- mast 
were  actively  progressing.  In  ten  minutes  all  hands 
were  again  on  deck,  anxiously  watching.  As  Tomkins 
came  on  deck,  I  heard  him  say  to  Turner. 

"  Consarn  me,  if  I  know  what  the  old  man  is  going 
at ;  we've  done  all  human  nature  can  do,  and  he's  net 
given  to  praying." 

"How  long,  Tomkins,  will  it  take  him  to  catch  us, 
when  he  makes  all  sail  again,  at  the  rate  he  gained 
before  T» 

"Three  or  four  hours,  sir.  He  will  be  alongside 
before  sunset,  I  reckon," 
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By  two  o'clock,  his  top-Mil  and  top-gallant  were 
again  aet ;  and  in  twenty  minutes  more,  bit  studding 
sails,  royal  and  ringtail,  and  it  was  evident  he  began  to 
gain  space,  though  now  more  than  four  miles  astern. 

"  Mr.  Tomkins,  we  will  now  try  our  last  resort." 

"Ay,  ay,  sir." 

"  Break  open  the  hatches,  saw  the  rail  and  bulwarks 
off  abreast  them,  and  tumble  up  those  bales  as  fast  as 
possible." 

This  idea  had  evidently  never  entered  into  the  head 
of  any  of  the  crew  or  officers;  and  the  long  faces  with 
which  they  had  seen  the  pirate  gain  on  us,  were  in- 
stantly changed  to  faces  full  of  hope.  In  ten  minutes 
the  cook  and  second  mate  had  sawed  off  the  rails  and 
bulwarks,  the  hatches  were  off,  and  the  bales  coming 
up  faster  than  ever  before  came  out  of  her  and  over- 
board. 

"  Look  well  to  your  trim,  Mr.  Tomkins ;  do  not  take 

loo  many  from  one  side.    Send  boy  Jim  on  the  poop 

to  keep  an  account  of  the  number  as  they  pass  by. 

Over  with  them,  boys,  you  are  now  working  for  your 

.  lives." 

Bat  no  encouragement  was  necessary,  for  the  men, 
stripped  to  their  trowsers  only,  worked  like  tigers. 

"  Mr.  Tomkins,  cut  away  this  stern  boat ;  every  little 
helps— let  her  go,  sir,  at  once— that's  it.  These  large 
bales  will  oblige  him  to  steer  wild  or  to  run  against 


We  continued  this  work  for  nearly  an  hour,  before 
we  began  perceptibly  to  gain  on  the  schooner.  But  by 
four  o'clock  he  had  dropped  more  than  half  a  mile; 
yet  to  make  sure,  we  did  not  abate  our  exertions  until 
titer  five  o'clock,  when  four  hundred  out  of  a  thou- 
sand bales  had  been  thrown  over.  During  the  opera- 
tion I  could  hardly  refrain  from  laughing  at  the  re- 
marks which  escaped  from  the  men,  after  we  began  to 
gain. 

"  Huzza,  boys  1"  said  one,  "  over  with  them,  the 
underwriters  are  rich." 

"Watch  there— watch !"  cried  another,  as  he  rolled 
a  bale  over ;  "  them  will  do  for  him  to  buy  niggers 
with." 

"  I  wish  my  old  woman  had  a  bale  of  that,"  said  the 
Doctor. 

As  soon  as  the  pirates  discovered  that  we  were  gain- 
ing, he  gave  us  several  shots  from  his  long  Tom,  but 
the  distance  was  too  great,  and  by  sunset  he  was  hull 
down  from  the  poop ;  a  few  minutes  after  he  hauled  in 
his  square-sail  and  studding-sails,  and  rounded  to; 
and  when  last  seen,  was  very  busy  in  picking  up  the 
bale  goods,  which  would  no  doubt  come  in  play,  though 
not  quite  so  acceptable  to  him  as  the  dollars  would 
have  been,  sweetened  with  our  blood.  At  dusk,  we 
could  but  just  discern  the  villain,  lying  to. 

1  *  See  all  secure  inhold,  Mr.  Tomkins,  and  put  on 
the  hatches;  and  as  we  have  a  steady  trade-wind,  let 
her  go  till  midnight  south  south-west;  and  let  all 
hands  get  some  rest.  I  must  do  the  same,  for  I  am 
nearly  done  up." 

The  excitement  being  over,  I  was  nearly  prostrate, 
and  after  thanking  God  with  more  fervor  and  sincerity 
than  I  ever  prayed  before,  I  threw  myself  into  my 
berth,  but  had  a  feverish  dreamy  sleep  till  twelve 
o'clock,  when  my  trusty  mate  called  me  according  to 
orders. 

"Twelve o'clock,  dr." 

"  How  is  the  wind  and  weather  V9 


"Fresh  trade,  sir— dear  and  pleasant— mooa  just 
rising — going  nine,  large." 

"  Take  in  the  lower  studding-sail.  Tomkins,  and 
haul  np  south  and  east,  if  she'll  go  it  good  fulL" 

"Ay,  ay,  sir." 

It  is  sufficient  to  inform  the  patient  reader  that  we 
saw  no  more  of  the  pirates,  and  made  much  better  pro- 
gress now  that  our  bonny  barque  was  in  ballast  trim 
only.  We  finished  our  passage  without  farther  trou- 
ble. Many  were  the  Jokes  cracked  by  all  hands,  as 
they  talked  over  the  events  of  that  day  of  excitement. 
The  underwriters  not  only  paid  for  the  cargo  thrown 
overboard  at  once,  on  receiving  the  news,  but,  on  learn- 
ing  the  particulars,  voted  a  piece  of  plate  for  me,  and  a 
gratuity  in  cash  for  the  mates  and  men  of  equal  value. 

In  conclusion,  I  have  merely  to  remark,  thai  the 
above  tale  is  founded  on  facts,  snd  is  not  expected  ts 
interest  any,  except  nautical  men,  being  too  fall  of 
technicalities  to  arouse  the  general  reader,  and  too  im- 
perfect to  claim  the  notice  of  the  Uterati.- 
Misctllany. 


WHY  I  WRITE  SADLY. 

BY  ▲.  J.  H     DU0A5O. 

In  my  sad  heart  come  thick  and  fast 
The  memories  of  youth — 

Of  childhood's  dreams  forever  past, 
The  dreams  of  love  and  truth. 

My  heart  is  woven  in  my  harp, 
And  if  I  strike  its  strings, 

Oh  sadly  sweet,  or  wildly  sharp, 
Must  be  the  tone  it  brings. 
For  the  Rover— New  York,  July,  1844. 
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The  most  singular  instance  of  the  power  of  the  wffl 
over  the  functions  of  the  body,  and,  taken  altogether, 
perhaps  the  most  remarkable  case  on  record,  being  sap- 
ported  by  the  testimony  of  unquestionable  authority, 
is  related  by  Dr.  Cheyne,  in  his  "  English  Malady." 
It  is  the  case  of  the  Hon.  Col.  Townshend,  who  for 
many  years  had  suffered  from  an  organic  disease  of 
the  kidney,  by  which  he  was  greatly  emaciated.  He 
was  attended  by  Dr.  Baynard,  Dr.  Cheyne,  and  Mr. 
Skrine ;  and  these  gentlemen  were  sent  for  one  morn- 
ing to  witness  a  singular  phenomenon.  He  told  them 
he  had  for  some  time  observed  an  odd  scnxUum,  by 
which,  if  he  composed  himself  he  could  die  or  expire 
when  he  pleased,  and  by  an  effort  come  to  life  again. 
The  medical  attendants  were  averse,  in  his  weak  state, 
to  witness  the  experiment;  but  he  insisted  upon  It, 
and  the  following  is  Dr.  Cheyne's  account 

"We  all  three  felt  his  pulse  first;  it  was  distinct 
though  small  and  thready,  and  his  heart  had  its  usual 
beating.  He  composed  himself  on  his  back  and  lay  in 
a  still  posture  some  time :  while  I  held  his  right  hand, 
Dr.  Baynard  laid  his  hand  on  the  heart  and  Mr.  Skriae 
held  a  clean  looking-glass  to  his  mouth.  I  found  his 
pulse  sink  gradually,  till  at  last  I  could  not  feel  any  by 
the  most  exact  touch.  Dr.  Baynard,  could  not  feel 
the  least  emotion  in  his  heart,  nor  Mr.  Skrine  see  the 
least  soil  of  breath  on  the  bright  mirror  he  held  to  his 
mouth ;  then  each  of  us  by  turns  examined  his  arm, 
heart,  and  breath ;  but  could  not  by  the  nicest  scrutiny 
discover  the  least  symptoms  of  life  in  him.     We 


THE  PERSIAN  BRIDE. 


297 


reasoned  a  long  time  about  this  odd  appearance  as 
well  as  we  could,  and  all  of  us  judging  it  inexplicable 
and  unaccountable,  and  finding  he  still  continued  in 
that  condition,  we  began  to  conclude  that  he  had  in- 
deed carried  the  experiment  too  far,  and  at  last  were 
satisfied  he  was  actually  dead,  and  were  just  ready  to 
leave  him.  This  continued  about  half  an  hour,  by 
nine  o'clock  in  the  morning  in  autumn.  As  we  were 
going  away,  we  observed  some  motion  about  the  body, 
and  upon  examination  found  his  pulse  and  the  motion 
of  his  heart  gradually  returning;  he  began  to  breathe 
gentry  and  speak  softly ;  we  were  astonished  to  the 
last  degree  at  this  unexpected  change,  and  after  some 
further  conversation  with  him,  and  among  ourselves, 
went  away  fully  satisfied  as  to  all  the  particulars  of 
this  feet,  but  confounded  and  puzzled,  and  not  able  to 
form  any  rational  scheme  that  might  account  for  It. 
He  afterwards  called  for  his  attorney,  added  a  codocil 
to  his  will,  settled  legacies  on  his  servants,  received 
the  sacrament,  and  calmly  and  composedly  expired 
about  five  or  six  o'clock  that  evening." 

His  body  was  examined,  and  all  the  viscera,  with 
the  exception  of  the  right  kidney,  which  was  greatly 
diseased,  were  found  perfectly  healthy  and  natural. 
This  power  of  the  will  to  die  or  live  at  pleasure,  is, 
perhaps,  one  of  the  most  remarkable  phenomena  con- 
nected with  the  natural  history  of  the  human  body. 
Burton  alludes  to  cases  of  the  same  kind,  and  reports 
that  the  celebrated  Cardan  bragged  he  could  separate 
himself  from  his  senses  when  he  pleased.  Celsus 
makes  reference  to  a  priest  who  possessed  the  same 
extraordinary  power. 


THE  PERSIAN  BRIDE  ; 
Or  Love  After  Death. 
Fabewvll,  awhile !    Life's  stormy  sea 
Will  soon  be  passed — and  I  may  dwell 
In  some  far  brighter  world  with  thee ; 
In  which  that  joyless  Bound,  farewell, 
Breaks  that  most  hallowed  transport  never, 
Which  there  is  felt  and  felt  for  ever ! 
Zuleika  was  the  daughter  of  one  whose  wealth  out- 
rivaled that  of  the  greater  part  of  those  by  whom  he 
was  surrounded.    He  was  the  slave  of  ambition.    His 
sole  delight  was  to  see  his  money  bags  increase,  and 
heap  up  piles  of  gold  in  his  treasury.    His  was  one  of 
the  noblest  houses,  and  its  apartments  were  stored 
with  the  richest  luxuries  of  the  earth :  heaps  of  massy 
gold  were  spread  upon  bis  table ;  the  finest  silks,  and 
the  most  precious  gems,  were  seen  in  his  household- 
he  lived  but  for  his  treasures.    He  had  an  only  daugh- 
ter, Zuleika,  more  beautiful  than  they  whom  fable 
paints  the  Paradise  of  Mahomet  peopled  with,  the 
Hourii  of  the  dreams  of  Eastern  enthusiasts;  but  the 
beauties  of  the  female  form  were  lightly  considered 
by  the  gold- loving  parent  of  Zuleika,  and  all  her  charms 
were  prized  by  him  only  as  a  matter  of  merchandize ; 
and  when  she  grew  into  the  full  splendor  of  woman- 
hood, he  began  to  think  of  the  best  means  whereby 
*he  might  be  made  an  instrument  of  a  further  accu- 
mulation of  gold  and  gems.    Zuleika  was  simple  as 
the  modest  wild  flower  that  grows  unseen  in  the  retire- 
ment of  some  bosky  dell.    She  heeded  not  the  glories 
by  which  she  was  surrounded,  deeming  them  but  the 
men  dross  of  the  world.    Her  contemplations  were 
on  higher  things ;  she  loved  virtue  for  Its  own  sweet 
aake,  and  deemed  there  was  more  honor  in  sitting 


among  the  poor,  and  broken  in  spirit,  relieving  their 
distress,  and  assuaging  their  anguish,  than  m  dwelling 
in  loneliness  among  senseless  gold.  Her  father  would 
smile  at  her  enthusiasm  in  the  cause  of  virtue :  bat 
Zuleika  sighed,  and  felt  convinced  the  cause  was  good. 

Noureddln,  a  neighboring  youth,  was  charmed  with 
the  earnestness  of  Zuleika's  sympathy  and  benevo- 
lence ;  his  young  heart  cleaved  to  her;  and  when  they 
met,  their  discourse  insensibly  attached  them  to  each 
other;  and  ere  they  were  aware  of  the  entrance  of  the 
passion,  they  felt  their  hearts  absorbed  in  love !— pure, 
true  and  deathless  love  1 

Noureddln  was  in  comparatively  humble  circum- 
stances ;  his  father  had  been  a  merchant,  and  had  been 
content  to  gain  the  title  of  an  honest  man.  He  had 
left  a  small  possession  to  his  son,  and  the  valuable  in- 
heritance of  a  good  name;  but  these  were  not  the 
things  to  satisfy  the  gold-loving  father  of  Zuleika,  and 
both  Noureddln  and  Zuleika  knew  that  though  they 
loved  with  all  the  truth  and  purity  of  angels,  they 
loved  in  vain.  Their*  s  was  the  wretchedness  of  know- 
ing that  they  were  hopeless  of  happiness ;  that  a  bar 
was  placed  between  them  and  the  attainment  of  their 
felicity ;  they  saw  the  fruit  within  their  reach,  but  the 
prejudices  of  a  parent  forbade  the  enjoyment  of  it.  A 
passion  for  gold  absorbs  all  the  kinder  feelings  of  hu- 
manity; and  as  the  stores  of  Zuleika's  father  Increas- 
ed, he  became  quicker  to  anger,  more  cruel,  more 
revengeful ;  and  when  he  could  not  vent  his  bad  feel- 
ings upon  others,  he  would  make  his  lovely  and  virtu- 
ous child  the  object  of  his  sportive  cruelty.  These 
things  served  to  estrange  the  heart  of  Zuleika  from 
her  father ;  she  ceased  to  love  him— he  for  whom  her 
love  had  been  boundless— he  for  whom  she  could  have 
laid  down  her  life,  was  now  regarded  by  her  only  with 
cold  respect. 

Her  heart  formed  comparisons  between  the  cruelty 
of  her  father  and  the  kindness  and  generosity  of  her 
lover ;  and  at  length  the  one  became  greater  than  she 
could  bear;  and  she  flew  from  the  golden  roof  of  a 
parent,  to  the  humble  but  happy  house  of  Love. 

Zuleika  became  the  wife  of  Noureddln,  and  blest 
was  their  lot ;  they  knew  no  strife,  no  discord  disturbed 
the  harmonious  current  of  their  happiness ;  their  Uvea 
were  dedicated  to  virtue  and  to  each  other ;  and  they 
experienced  from  each  other's  devotion  a  foretaste  of 
the  Paradise  prepared  for  the  blessed.  The  father  of 
Zuleika  stormed  — was  furious— and  endeavored  to 
crush  Noureddln,  but  his  efforts  wore  frustrated  by  the 
intervention  of  the  ruling  authority,  who,  pleased  wtth 
the  character  of  Noureddln  and  delighted  with  the 
affectionate  attachment  of  Zuleika,  stretched  forth  his 
arm  as  a  shield  before  them,  and  preserved  them.  The 
malice  of  the  father  was  therefore  displayed  in  vain  ; 
his  machinations  were  defeated,  and  Noureddln  and 
Zuleika  lived  and  loved  In  the  enjoyment  of  perfect 
bliss.  All  good  men  admired  the  example  then*  con- 
duct set  to  others,  and  bad  men  envied  while  they 
hated  them ;  the  poor  blessed  them,  and  the  affluent 
courted  their  society.  And  this  was  simply  the  effeet 
of  love— true  love.    How  few  know  what  true  love  Is  I 

The  mysteries  of  fate  are  too  obscure  for  mortal' eye 
to  pierce.  Our  happiness  is  given  as  a  reward  for 
virtue,  our  afflictions  perhaps  to  make  us  know  how 
imperfect  we,  children  of  clay,  are,  and  to  keep  oar 
thoughts  from  fixing  upon  earthly  things  to  the  exclu- 
sion of  thoughts  of  Heaven.  The  bitterest  cup  is  ad- 
ministered for  some  wise  purpose,  and  when  the  atom? 


^«8 


MOOWIS,  OR  THE  INDIAN  COQUETTE. 


nteiwidcfrroea  upon  us,  we  should  bow  in  submission^ 

r**d  not  repine.    The  bUterest  cup  was  to  be  inhaled  by 

f  Wowed cUb.     flis  wiic  was  to  die.     She  was  to  be 

?  Matched  frpm  him  who  made  the  desolate  world  a 

.paradise  of  bliss.    He  was  to  see  her  who  had  spoken 

Jfhfe  and  joy  to  his  fond  heart,  sink  into  the  embrace  of 

.^eath^-he  was  to  feel  her  warm  heart  which  used  to 

beat  responsive  to  his  own,  cold,  ice-cold,  and  her  red 

,lip8  white  in  death,  her  beautiful  eyes  closed,  the  wife 

qf  his  bosom,  the  object  of  his  tenderest  solicitude, 

{breathless,  inanimate,  dead ! 

1  In  the  moment  of  his  highest  rapture,  the  angel  of 
death  came  upon  his  house,  and  the  spirit  of  Zuleika 
"was  wafted  to  a  brighter  home  where  the  glory  fades 
Sot  away,  and  the  sweet  harmony  of  angels  is  ever 
°lteard. 

11  Who  can  picture  the  distress  of  the  bereaved  Noured- 

"  din,  the  widowed  husband  of  Zuleika,  the  virtuous  and 

!  good  1    Who  can  paint  his  agony,  when  he  beheld  her 

^who  had  been  bearing  life  and  light,  in  his  heart  from 

her  brilliant  eyes,  cold  and  lifeless  before  him.    The 

eight  drove  him  to  madness ;  he  tore  his  hair,  and  rolled 

Tumself  in  the  dust:  he  wept  and  groaned  in  agony ; 

lie  filled  the  air  with  his  lamentations,  and  though  he 

bowed  to  the  will  of  Providence,  he  could  not  restrain 

Ills  emotions,  his  suffering  was  greater  than  he  could 

Iteat! 

Zuleika  was  laid  in  the  tomb,  and  the  bereaved 
Noureddin  was  left  in  the  desolate  world  alone.  He 
Stood  like  a  blighted  tree  in  a  desert ;  the  life  was  dead : 
the  spirit  which  gave  existence  and  motion  to  him  had 
departed;  he  knew  for  some  wise  purpose,  but  that 
spirit  was  essential  to  his  life,  and  without  her  he 
moved  upon  the  earth,  a  mournful  emblem  of  blighted 
hope  and  perished  happiness? 

Noureddin's  friends,  seeing  his  melancholy,  wished 
klm  to  remove  from  a  scene  which  called  up  so  many 
painful  recollections :  but  the  husband  was  too  deeply 
-  enamored  of  the  memory  of  his  wife  to  quit  the  scene 
of  all  their  earthly  felicity.  "No,"  he  would  say, 
when  thus  requested  to  seek  another  abode,  "  here  we 
tired  and  loved:  here  she  died,  and  upon  what  other 
spot  could  I  die  so  happily  as  on  this?  While  I  re- 
.  main  here,  it  seems  to  me  as  if  the  spirit  of  my  be- 
.  loved  dwelt  here  with  me,  unseen,  hut  with  its  bright 
eyes  fixed  upon  me,  and  I  feel  its  breath  upon  my 
forehead,  its  kiss  upon  my  cheek :  were  I  to  remove 
could  I  hope  to  enjoy  the  bliss  of  this  love- presence4? 
No,  oh,  no :  therefore  here  will  I  remain,  till  the  angel 
of  death  carries  me  to  the  arms  of  my  Zuleika  in  Par- 
adise. 

The  friends  of  Noureddin  believed  him  to  be  insane : 
Ihty  had  no  idea  of  the  purity  of  his  feelings,  his  truth 
of  devotion;  for  they  were  all  denizens  of  the  world, 
their  thoughts  were  too  closely  connected  with  earthly 
.  things  to  allow  them  to  appreciate  spiritual  aspirations. 
.  They  deemed  Noureddin  insane,  and  some  smiled  at, 
while  others  pitied  him;  but  Noureddin  found  conso- 
lation in  his  own  thoughts,  and  he  knew  that  he  was 
proceeding  in  the  path  that  would  lead  him  to  the  wife 
•  of  his  bosom.    He  dwelt  in  the  chamber  where  Zuleika 
had  breathed  her  last  sigh :  her  picture  hung  before 
him,  and  her  lute  from  which  she  had  been  used  to 
draw  exqni8it  music  in  his  hours  of  melancholy  was 
,  never  removed  from  the  spot  where  she  had  placed  it : 
.lie  would  suffer  nothing  to  be  disturbed  that  could 
_  remind  him  of  bis  heart's  love,  and  with  these  remem* 
trances  before  him,  he  would  sit  and  fancy  Zuleika 


still  living,  until  his  uaaginations  would  scarcely  credit 
she  was  dead,  and  he  would  cry  in  an  agony.  ,c  Zu- 
leika, dearest,  best  beloved  J    Come  to  me  Zuleika !". 

Alas!  there  was  no  responsive  voice!  The  silver 
tones  of  his  gentle  wife  were  not  heard  in  reply.  Ife 
did  not  hear  her  fairy  footsteps  bound  toward  him  at 
his  calL  His  exclamations  echoed  through  the  build' 
ing,  and  all  that  his  ears  could  catch  were  those  echoe*. 
Then,  then  alone  could  he  believe  Zuleika  dead,  thea 
he  felt  his  loneliness ! 

At  those  times  he  would  fancy  the  spirit  of  Zuleika 
floating  in  the  air  around  him,  breathing  the  atmos- 
phere of  Heaven  upon  his  fevered  brow  and  into  his 
aching  heart,  and  as  his  fancy  delighted  to  picture  her 
form  in  the  air,  he  experienced  a  return  of  all  bis 
former  happiness.  The  time  came  when  his  pilgrim- 
age was  to  have  an  end.  'Twas  a  clear  still  summer's 
eve,  and  Noureddin  sat  with  one  chosen  friend,  tbe 
preceptor  of  his  youth,  in  the  chamber  of  Zuleika ;  he 
was  composed  and  happy,  he  conversed  with  the  sago 
upon  life  and  eternity,  the  rewards  of  the  good  and  the 
punishment  of  the  guilty,  and  though  he  could  not 
call  to  mind  a  single  action  of  his,  which  to  his  mind, 
would  call  for  punishment,  yet  he  put  no  confidence 
in  the  dictates  of  his  own  heart,  and  prostrating  him- 
self before  Heaven,  he  breathed  fervent  prayer  and 
supplications  for  grace  and  pardon.  While  thus  pros- 
trated, a  murmured  sound  of  celestial  music  was  he&qd 
in  the  chamber,  and  it  seemed  as  if  the  lute  of  Zuleika 
was  touch  with  divine  expression.  Noureddin  clasped 
his  hands  and  cried,  "I  am  ready,  Zuleika,  wife!  re- 
ceive me  to  thy  fond  arms!  Again  the  music  was 
heard,  gently  and  solemnly,  the  spirit  of  Noureddin 
passed  away,  and  from  that  moment  he  moved  not. 
The  music  died  away,  as  if  they  who  made  it  were 
receding,  and  the  sage  was  left  alone  with  the  lifeless 
ashes  of  Noureddin !  His  soul  had  winged  its  flight 
to  the  mansions  of  eternal  bliss. 
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B7    H3NRY    R.    SCHOOLCRAFT. 

Tub  following  curious  specimen  of  Indian  story-tell- 
ing Is  genuine.  It  was  taken  down,  verbatim,  from 
the  lips  of  an  aboriginal  narrator,  and  the  translation 
Is  as  literal  as  it  can  be  made. 

In  a  large  village  once  lived  a  noted  belle,  Aftz-mon- 
da-go-kwai  who  was  the  admiration  of  all  the  young 
hunters  and  warriors.  She  was  particularly  admired 
by  one  who,  from  his  good  figure  and  the  care  he  took 
In  his  dress,  was  called  the  beau-man.  This  young 
man  had  a  friend  and  companion,  whom  he  made  a 
confidant  of  his  affairs.  "  Come,"  said  he,  one  day 
in  a  sportive  mood,  "let  us  go  courting  to  the  one 
who  is  so  handsome ;  perhaps  she  may  fancy  one  of 
us."  But  she  would  listen  to  neither  of  them,  and 
when  the  handsome  young  man  rallied  from  the  cold- 
ness of  her  air  and  made  an  effort  to  overcome  her  In- 
difference, she  put  together  her  thumb  and  three,  fin- 
gers, and  raising  her  hand  gracefully  toward  him,  de- 
liberately opened  them  In  his  face.  This  gestlculatory 
mode  of  rejection  is  one  of  the  highest  contempt,  and 
the  young  hunter  retired  confused  and  abashed.  His 
sense  of  pride  was  deeply  wounded,  and  he  was  die 
more  piqued  as  it  had  been  done  in  the  presence  of 
others,  so  that  the  affair  was  soon  noised  about  the  vil- 
lage and  became  the  talk  of  every  lodge  circle.  ,  Be- 
sides; he  was  a  very  sensitive  mart,  and  the  thing  so 
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preyed  upon  him  that  he  became  moody,  and  at  teat 
took  to  ma  bed.  He  was  taciturn,  often  lying  for  days 
withes  t  uttering  a  word,  his  eyes  fixed  on  vacancy 
and  taking  little  or  no  food.  From  this  state  no  ef- 
forts could  rouse  him ;  he  felt  abashed  and  dishonor- 
ed, even  in  the  presence  of  hie  own  relations,  and  no 
persuasions  could  induce  him  to  rise.  So  that  when 
to*  family  prepared  to  take  down  the  lodge  and  re- 
move, he  still  kept  his  bed  end  they  were  compelled 
to  lift  it  over  his  head  and  leave  him  upon  his  skin 
couch.  It  was  a  time  of  general  removal  and  break- 
ing up,  for  it  was  only  a  winter  hunting  camp,  and  as 
the  season  of  the  hunt  was  now  over  and  spring  be- 
gan to  approach  they  all  moved  off,  as  by  one  impulse, 
to  the  place  of  their  summer  residence ;  and,  in  a 
abort  time,  all  were  gone  and  he  was  left  alone.  The 
last  to  leave  him  was  hia  boon  companion,  who  has 
been  mentioned,  and  who  was  his  cousin,  and  also  his 
co-admirer  of  the  charms  of  the  forest  belle.  But  even 
his  voice  was  disregarded,  and  as  soon  as  his  steps  died 
away  on  the  creaking  snow,  the  stillness  and  solitude 
of  the  wilderness  reigned  around. 

As  soon  as  ail  were  gone  and  he  could  no  longer,  by 
listening,  hear  the  remotest  sounds  of  the  departing 
camp,  the  beau -man  arose.  Now  it  is  to  be  under- 
stood that  this  young  man  was  aided  in  his  desertion 
and  bitterness  of  feeling  by  a  powerful  guardian  spirit, 
ox  personal  raoneto,  or  god.  And  he  was  resolved  to 
make  use  of  his  utmost  power  to  punish  and  humble 
the  girl.  For  she  was  noted  in  the  tribe  for  her  co- 
quetry, and  had  treated  others,  who  were  every  way 
her  equals,  as  she  had  done  him.  He  resolved  on  a 
singular  stratagem,  by  way  of  revenge.  For  this  pur- 
pose he  walked  over  the  deserted  camp  and  gathered 
up  all  the  bits  of  soiled  cloth,  clippings  of  finery,  cast- 
off  clothing  and  ornaments  which  had  either  been  left 
or  lost  These  he  carefully  picked  out  of  the  snow, 
into  which  some  of  them  had  been  trodden  and  par- 
tially buried,  and  conveyed  them  to  one  place.  The 
motley  heap  of  gaudy  and  soiled  stuffs  he  restored  to 
their  orininal  beauty  and  made  them  into  a  coat  and 
leggins,  which  he  trimmed  with  beads  and  finished 
and  decorated  after  the  best  fashion  of  his  tribe.  He 
then  made  a  pair  of  moccasins  and  garnished  them 
with  beads ;  a  bow  and  arrows,  and  a  frontlet  and  fea- 
thers for  the  head,  having  done  this,  he  searched  about 
for  cast-out  bones  of  animals,  pieces  of  skins,  clip- 
pings of  dried  meat,  and  even  dirt,  and  having  cemen- 
ted these  together  with  snow,  he  filled  the  clothes 
which  he  had  made  with  these  things  and  pressed  the 
mass  firmly  in,  and  fashioned  it  externally,  in  all  re- 
spects, like  a  tall  and  well  favored  man.  He  put  the 
bow  and  arrows  in  his  hands  and  the  frontlet  on  bis 
iiead.  And  having  finished  it,  he  willed  it  to  be  a 
man,  and  the  image  stood  forth  with  all  the  life  and 
most  favored  lineaments  of  bis  fellow.  Such  was  the 
origin  of  Moowia,  or  the  rag-man. 

"Follow  rae,"  said  the  beau-man,  "  to  the  camp  of 
omr  friends  and  I  will  direct  you  how  you  shall  act." 
He  was  indeed  a  very  sightly  person,  and  as  they  en- 
tered the  new  encampment  the  many  colors  of  his 
etotbee,  the  profusion  of  ornaments  which  the  beau- 
man  had  managed  to  give  him,  and  hia  fine,  manly 
step  and  animated  countenance,  drew  all  eyes.  And 
be  was  received  by  all,  both  old  and  young,  with  marks 
4f  attention.  Hie  chief  invited  him  to  his  lodge  and 
•he  was  feasted  on  moose's  hump  and  venison. 

But  no  one  was  better  pleased  with  the  handsome 


stranger  than  Ma-mon-da-go-kwa.  She  fell  in  leys 
with  him  at  first  sight,  and  he  was  an  invited  guest  af 
the  lodge  the  very  first  evening  of  his  arrival,  TJjo 
beau-man  went  with  him,  for  it  was  under  bis  patron? 
age  that  he  had  been  introduced;  and,  in  truth,  he 
had  another  motive  for  accompanying  him,  for  he  had 
not  yet  wholly  subdued  his  feelings  of  admiration  for; 
the  object  against  whom  he  had  nevertheless  exectej} 
his-  necromantic  power,  and  held  himself  subject  to 
any  favorable  turn  which,  be  secretly  hoped,  the  visit 
might  take  in  relation  to  himsel£  Put  no  such  turn: 
occurred,  sgoowis  attracted  the  chief  attention,  sod 
every  eye  and  band  were  alert  to  entertain  and  pleas* 
him.  In  this  effort  on  the  part  of  his  entertainers  they 
had  well  nigh  revealed  his  true  character,  and  dissolvr 
ed  him  into  his  original  elements  of  rags  and  snow 
and  dirt;  for  he  was  assigned  the  most  prominent 
place  before  the  fire,  the  increasing  heat  of  which  be) 
could  by  no  means  endure.  He  interposed  a  boy  be* 
tween  himself  and  the  fire.  He  shifted  bis  position 
frequently  and  evaded,  by  dexterous  manoeuvres  and 
timely  remarks,  the  pressing  invitations  of  his  host 
to  enjoy  its— to  all  but  him— vivifying  rays.  He  so 
managed  these  excuses  as  not  only  to  conceal  bis  dread 
of  immediate  dissolution,  but  to  secure  the  farther  ap- 
probation of  the  fair  forest  girl,  who  could  not  but  ad- 
mire one  who  had  so  brave  a  spirit  of  endurance  against 
the  paralyzing  effects  of  cold. 

The  result  of  the  visit  pro  /ed  that  the  rejected  lover 
had  well  calculated  the  effect  of  his  plan.  He  with- 
drew from  the  lodge  and  the  image  man  triumphed). 
Before  he  went,  the  beau -man  saw  him  cross  the  lodge 
to  the  coveted  abmot,  or  bridegroom's  seat  Marriage^ 
in  the  forest  race,  is  a  simple  ceremony,  and  where) 
the  impediments  of  custom  are  small  there  is  but  little 
time  demanded  for  their  execution.  The  barb  wbic^ 
Ma-moo-da-go-kw*  had  so  often  delighted  in  sending 
to  the  hearts  of  her  admirers,  hidden  though  it  were  ha 
a  garniture  of  flowers,  she  was  at  length  fated  herself 
to  receive,  she  had  married  a  shadow.  As  the  morn- 
ing star  began  to  lose  bis  lustre  in  the  increasing  rays 
of  a  stronger  light,  the  stranger  arose,  adjusted  his 
warrior's  plumes  and  took  his  forest  weapons  to  de- 
part. * '  I  must  go,"  said  he,  "  for  I  have  an  important 
business  to  transact,  and  there  are  many  hills  and 
streams  between  me  and  the  object  of  my  journey/' 
" I  will  go  with  you,"  »he  replied.  "It  is  too  far,"  ho 
rejoined,  "  and  you  are  ill  able  to  encounter  the  perils 
of  the  way."  "  It  is  not  so  far  but  that  I  can  go," 
she  responded,  "  and  there  are  no  perils  which  I  will 
not  freely  share  for  you." 

Moowis  returned  to  the  lodge  of  hia  master  and  re- 
lated to  him  the  events  ws  have  described.  Pity  Jbr  t 
moment  seised  the  breast  of  the  rejected  youth.  Ho 
regretted  that  she  had  thus  unwittingly  cast  herself 
away  upon  an  image  and  a  shadow,  when  she  might 
have  been  mistress  of  the  best  lodge  in  the  tribe* 
"But  it  is  her  own  folly,"  be  ejaculated;  "she  hag 
turned  a  deaf  ear  to  the  counsels  of  prudence  and  ahf 
mast  submit  to  her  fate."  t 

The  same  morning  the  image«men  set  forth  and  she 
followed  him  at  a  distance.  The  way  was  rough  aaf 
intricate,  and  she  could  not  keep  up  with  his  rapid 
pace)  but  she  struggled  hard  and  perseverisgjLy.  He 
had  been  long  out  of  sight.  As  the  sun  arose  and  cast 
his  fervid  rays  upon  the  earth,  the  throes  of  disaoju- 
tion  began  to  exert  their  power  upon  tbe  object  aha 
followed,  and  piece  afu?c  piece  of  bis  clothing  and 
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structure  was  found  in  her  path.  She  first  found  bis 
mittens,  then  his  moccasins,  then  his  leggins  and 
other  parts  of  his  garments.  They  had  all  returned  to 
their  debased  and  filthy  condition.  The  way  led  over 
jocks,  through  windfalls,  across  marshes.  It  whirled 
about  to  all  points  of  the  compass,  and  had  no  certain 
direction  or  object.  Rags,  bones,  leather,  were  occa- 
sionally found,  but  she  never  caught  sight  of  his  form, 
When  evening  came  she  was  no  nearer  the  object  of 
her  search  than  in  the  morning,  but  the  snow  having 
now  melted,  she  had  completely  lost  his  track  and 
wandered  about,  uncertain  which  way  to  go,  and  in  a 
state  of  despair.  Finding  herself  lost  she  began,  with 
bitter  cries,  to  bewail  her  condition ;  and  this  was  the 
burden  of  her  cry : 

"Moowia— Moowis— where  art  thou?    Thou  hast 
led  me  astray  1    Thou  art  leading  me  astray  !"* 
*  Moowli !  nln  ge  won  e  win  Sg,  ne  won  e  win  ig- 
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Some  ten  years  since  I  spent  a  college  vacation  in 
the  town  of  Weymouth,  Norfolk  county,  Mass.  While 
there  I  attended  church  one  Sunday  morning  at  what 
was  called  the  old  Weymouth  meeting  house,  and  heard 
a  sermon  from  the  venerable  pastor,  Rev.  Jacob  Nor- 
ton. About  the  same  time,  I  made  Mr.  Norton  a  visit, 
and  became  much  interested  in  the  old  gentleman.  I 
mentioned  my  agreeable  visit  to  an  aged  lady  of  the 
parish,  whose  acquaintance  I  had  made.  She  inform- 
ed me  that  Mr.  Norton  was  ordained  their  pastor  when 
he  was  about  twenty-one  years  of  age,  and  that  he  had 
been  with  them  nearly  forty  years.  She  observed  that 
most  of  his  parishioners  could  remember  no  other 
pastor ;  but  that  she  could  remember  his  predecessor, 
the  Rev.  Mr.  Smith,  and  that  he  and  Mr.  Norton  had 
filled  the  same  pulpit  for  the  better  part  of  the  last 
eighty  years. 

"Mr.  Smith,"  said  she,  "was  an  excellent  man, 
and  a  very  fine  preacher,  but  he  had  high  notions  of 
himself  and  family— in  other  words,  he  was  something 
of  an  aristocrat."  One  day,  said  she  to  me,  "  to  illus- 
trate the  character  of  old  parson  Smith,  I  will  tell  you 
an  anecdote  that  relates  to  himself  and  some  persons 
of  distinction.  Mr.  Smith  had  two  charming  daugh- 
ters— (the  eldest  of  these  daughters  was  Mary,  the 
other's  name  I  have  forgotten)— who  were  the  admira- 
tion of  all  the  beaux,  and  the  envy  of  all  the  belles  of 
the  country  around.  But  while  two  careful  guardians 
of  the  parson's  family  were  holding  consultations  on 
the  subject,  it  was  rumored  that  two  young  lawyers 
fj  think  both  of  the  neighboring  town  of  Quincy,)  a 
Mr.  Cranch  and  a  Mr.  Adams,  were  paying  their  ad- 
dresses to  the  Miss  Smiths.  As  every  man,  woman 
and  child  of  a  county  parish  in  New  England,  is  ac- 
quainted with  whatever  takes  place  in  the  parson's  fa- 
mily, all  the  circumstances  of  the  courtship  soon  tran- 
spired. Mr.  Cranch  was  of  a  respectable  family  of 
some  note,  was  considered  a  young  man  of  promise, 
and  worthy  of  all  the  alliance  he  sought.  He  was  very 
acceptable  to  Mr.  Smith,  and  was  greeted  by  him  and 
his  family  with  great  respect  and  cordiality.  He  was 
Jeeeived  by  the  oldest  daughter  as  a  lover;  and  was  in 
ftot  a  young  man  of  much  respectability;  He  after- 
ward  rose  to  the  dignity  of  judge  of  the  Court  of  Com- 
mon Pleas  in  Massachusetts,  and  was  the  father  of 
the  present  Hon.  Judge  Cranch,  of  the  District  of  Co- 


"  The  suitor  of  the  other  daughter  was  John  Adams,, 
who  afterward  became  President  of  the  United  States. 
But  at  that  time,  in  the  opinion  of  Mr.  Smith  and  fa- 
mily, he  gave  but  slender  promise  of  the  distinction  to 
which  he  afterward  arrived.  His  pretensions  were 
scorned  by  all  the  family,  except  the  young  lady  to 
whom  his  addresses  were  especially  directed.  Mr. 
Smith  showed  him  none  of  his  ordinary  civilities  of 
the  house,  he  was  not  asked  to  partake  of  the  hospi- 
talities of  the  table ;  and  it  is  reported  that  his  horse 
was  doomed  to  share  with  his  master  the  neglect  and 
mortification  to  which  he  was  subjected,  for  he  was 
frequently  seen  shivering  in  the  cold  and  gnawing  the 
post  at  the  pastor's  door,  of  long  winter  evenings.  In 
fine  it  was  reported  that  Mr.  Smith  had  Intimated  to 
him  that  his  visits  were  unacceptable,  and  he  would 
do  him  a  favor  by  discontinuing  them ;  he  told  his 
daughter  that  John  Adams  was  not  worthy  of  her; 
that  his  father  was  an  honest  tradesman  and  farmer, 
who  had  tried  to  initiate  John  in  the  art  of  husbandry 
and  shoemaking,  but  without  success;  and  that  he 
had  sent  him  to  college  as  a  last  resort.  He  in  fine, 
begged  his  daughter  not  to  think  of  making  an  alliance 
with  one  so  much  beneath  her. 

"  Miss  Smith  was  among  the  most  dutiful  of  daugh- 
ters, but  she  saw  Mr.  Adams  through  a  medium  very 
different  from  that  which  her  father  viewed  him.  She 
would  not  for  the  world  offend  or  disobey  her  father, 
but  still  John  saw  something  in  her  eye  and  manner 
which  seemed  to  say  '  persevere,'  and  on  that  hint  he 
acted. 

"  Mr.  Smith  like  a  good  parson,  and  an  affectionate 
father,  had  told  his  daughters  if  they  married  with 
his  approbation,  he  would  preach  each  of  them  a  ser- 
mon on  the  sabbath  after  the  joyful  occasion ;  and 
they  should  have  the  privilege  of  choosing  the  text. 

"  The  espousal  of  the  eldest  daughter,  Mary,  arrived, 
and  she  was  united  to  Mr.  Cranch  in  the  holy  bonds, 
with  the  approval,  the  blessings  and  benedictions  of 
her  parents  and  her  friends.  Mr.  Smith  then  said, 
'my  dutiful  child,  I' am  now  ready  to  prepare  your 
sermon;  what  do  you  select  for  next  Sunday?* 

" '  My  dear  father,'  said  Mary,  (I  have  selected  the 
latter  part  of  the  82d  verse  of  the  3d  chapter  of  Luke: 
Mary  has  chosen  that  good  part  which  shall  never  be  ta- 
ken from  her.' 

"  *  Very  good,  my  daughter,'  said  her  father;  and  so 
a  sermon  was  preached. 

"  Mr.  Adams  persevered  in  his  suit  In  defiance  of 
all  opposition.  It  was  many  years  after,  and  on  a 
very  different  occasion,  and  in  resistance  to  a  very  dif- 
ferent opposition,  that  he  uttered  those  memorable 
words,  '  sink  or  swim,  live  or  die,  survive  or  perish,  I 
give  my  heart  to  this  measure,'  But  though  the  mea- 
sure was  different  the  spirit  was  the  same.  Besides 
he  had  already  carried  the  main  point  of  attack,  the 
heart  of  the  young  lady— and  he  knew  the  surrender 
of  the  citadel  must  soon  follow.  After  the  usual  hesi- 
tation and  delay  that  attended  such  an  unpleasant  af- 
fair, Mr.  Smith,  seeing  that  resistance  was  fruitiest, 
yielded  the  contested  point  with  as  much  grace  as  pos- 
sible, as  many  a  prudent  rather  has  done,  before  and 
since  that  time.  Mr.  Adams  was  united  to  the  lovely 
Miss  Smith.  After  the  marriage  was  over,  and  all 
things  were  settled  in  quiet,  Mrs.  Adams  remarked  to 
her  father, '  yon  preached  Mary  a  sermon  on  the  occa- 
sion of  her  marriage,  won't  yon  preach  me  one  like- 
wise?1 
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11 •  Yes,  my  dear  girl,'  Mid  Mr.  Smith,  'choose  your 
text  and  you  shall  have  your  sermon.' 

" «  Well,'  said  the  daughter,  *I  have  chosen  the  33d 
Terse  of  the  7th  chapter  of  Luke  j  For  John  the  Bap- 
tist came  neither  eating  bread  nor  drinking  wine,  and 
ye  eay  he  has  a  deviV  " 

The  old  lady,  my  informant,  looked  me  very  archly 
In  the  free  when  she  repeated  this  passage  and  ob- 
served, "  if  Mary  was  the  most  dutiful  daughter,  I 
guess  the  other  had  the  most  wit." 

I  could  not  ascertain  whether  the  last  sermon  was 
•▼er  preached. 

It  may  not  be  inappropriate  to  remark,  how  well 
these  ladies  justified  the  preference  of  the  distinguish- 
ed individuals  who  had  sought  them  in  marriage.  Of 
them  it  will  hardly  be  extravagant  to  say  they  were 
respectively  an  honor  to  their  husbands,  the  boast  of 
their  sex,  and  the  pride  of  New  England.  Mrs.  Adams 
in  particular,  who,  from  the  elevated  position  in  which 
her  husband  was  placed  before  the  world,  was  brought 
before  the  public  eye,  was  supposed  to  hold  the  same 
elevated  rank  with  the  gentle  sex,  that  Mr.  Adams  did 
among  the  men,  and  she  is  reported  to  have  rendered 
her  husband  much  assistance  in  his  multiplied  labors 
of  the  pen. — Cincinnati  Chronicle, 
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"It  doth  not  yet  appear  what  we  shall  be."— St.  Paul. 
'Tis  a  blessed  thing  to  be  a  child 

In  the  freshness  of  its  life, 
While  the  sunshine  lingers  on  the  brow, 

Undlmuied  by  care  end  strife— 
Ere  from  the  earth  a  single  ray 
Of  its  glorious  .light  hath  passed  away. 

For  things  unhidden  from  the  child, 

Fade  in  its  after  years — 
He  reads  strange  language  in  the  flower, 

And  round  it  music  hears  \ 
The  bird  end  blossom  have  a  voice 
To  bid  the  pure  in  heart  rejoice. 

A  simple  child  one  summer  night 

Was  lured  to  listen  long, 
And  hear  each  petal  ere  it  closed, 

Breathe  out  an  evening  song ; 
And  he,  at  three  score  years  and  ten, 
Remained  a  child  as  he  was  then. 

That'  night  he  learned  what  kept  him  young 

In  every  after  strife; 
What  kept  him  hoping,  trusting  still 

On  to  the  verge  of  life. 
It  gave  one's  heart  a  thrill  of  joy 
To  see  that  gray- haired,  cheerful  boy. 

He  found  that  Truth  to  every  soul 

Hath  teachings  of  her  own, 
Mysterious,  binding,  earnest  things, 

Revealed  to  it  alone ; 
And  thence  a  cheerful  faith  he  learned,         , 
That  every  heart  for  goodness  yearned. 

That  all  the  creatures  God  hath  made 

Strive  upward  to  the  light ; 
Which  purer,  broader,  fuller  grows, 

Upon  the  waiting  sight ; 
The  dimness  of  the  spirit  clears, 
Am  it  that  blessed  radiance  nears. 
* 


And  they,  the  bridegroom's  chosen  ones, 

The  wedded  to  the  truth, 
In  bright'ning  pathways  onward  move, 

Renewed  in  love  and  youth; 
And  holier  fervor,  faith  in  heaven, 
Rewardeth  all  who  thus  have  striven. 

The  stars  burn'd  clear  in  the  summer  sky, 

The  moon  was  full  and  bright— 
On  every  beam  was  sailing  down 

A  spirit  robed  in  light. 
In  music  broke  each  quivering  ray, 
Heard  hi  the  stillness  far  away. 

The  child  stooped  down  to  a  myrtle*  tree 
Whence  low,  sweet  voices  rung, 

And  anon  a  thousand  glow-worm  lamps 
Were  out  on  the  branches  hung. 

A  fairy  troop  were  gathering  by 

To  hold  their  court  in  the  moon-lit  sky. 

Transparent  they  as  the  chrystal  sea— 

For  spirits  may  naught  conceal, 
Their  holy  natures,  robed  in  light, 

All  inward  thoughts  reveal ; 
Then  first  the  child  began  to  see, 
How  dread  a  thing  a  sin  must  be. 

Each  tiny  face  was  cold  and  grave, 
And  he  marked  their  solemn  air, 

As  up  from  the  mount,  and  out  from  the  deep, 
Their  ranks  were  mustering  there. 

On  the  thistle  down,  in  the  keal  of  the  pea, 

And  in  pearly  shells  from  the  dark,  blue  sea. 

They  lowly  bowed  to  their  beautiful  queen, 

With  her  lucid  wing  and  brow ; 
The  young  child  thought  so  fair  a  face 

He  had  never  seen  till  now — 
As  she  bade  a  fairy  stand  at  her  feet, 
Her  voice  was  kindly,  and  low,  and  sweet 

Then  slowly  uprose  a  little  sprite 

With  a  cold,  yet  saddened  air, 
Whose  wings  were  veiled  in  a  snowy  robe, 

And  lilies  graced  her  hair. 
And  through  her  pure  etherial  frame, 
The  wavering  doubts  like  shadows  came. 

Bright  rosy  tints,  and  thoughtful  eye, 

Bedimraed  with  shades  of  grief; 
That  only  iu  that  upward  glance 

From  doubting  found  relief; 
That  questioned  of  the  fairy  life, 
With  its  little  pomp  and  useless  strife. 

The  young  child  bowed  a  listening  ear, 
~»And  word  spake  never  one ; 
►  Jfie  heard  the  tale  of  the  fairy  told, 
And  staid  till  all  was  done— 
Of  the  pure  in  heart  he  thought  the  while, 
And  the  sunshine  felt  in  a  loving  smile. 

'Twas  said  her  birth-place  Pearlette  traced 

Where  old  Katahdin  stands, 
Lifting  his  hoary  head  to  screen 

The  work  of  fairy  hands ; 
Where  caverns,  lit  by  diamond  rays, 
Are  bright  as  earth  in  the  noon-tide  blaze. 

She  slept  with  the  pearl  and  crystal  stone, 
Unsunned  and  pure  as  they ; 
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To  sprinkle  drops  in  the  rose-lipped  shell 

As  it  lay  in  the  deep  away : 
Or  fill  the  diamond  moulds  with  dew 
Was  the  only  task  that  Pearlette  knew. 

The  queen  beheld  with  a  loving  smile!    . 

And  «he  brought  the  lowly  sprite 
From  the  cavern  forth  to  the  upper  air, 

Where  the  blossoms  bathe  in  light. 
To  the  gladsome  earth  'twas  a  gladsome  ray, 
And  chased  from  its  breast  one  shadow  away. 

All  things  that  the  pretty  Pearlette  loved, 

More  lovely  seemed  to  grow ; 
The  flower  would  borrow  a  fairer  hue, 

And  the  gem  more  brightly  glow. 
The  rainbow,  touched  by  her  in  tha  sky, 
Was  made  of  a  richer,  deeper  dye. 

The  cradled  sleep  of  the  smiling  child 

More  sweet  and  tranquil  seemed ; 
For  Pearlette  kissed  its  bud-like  lip, 

And  the  little  baby  dreamed 
Of  many  a  vision  sweet  and  bright, 
Which  the  fairy  brought  to  its  infant  sight. 

Alas!  that  the  fay  should  weary  soon 

Of  the  toil  of  fairy  land; 
That  she  should  spurn  the  needful  links 

Which  bind  the  fairy  band. 
That  the  elfin  feast  and  the  moonlight  glee 
Should  become  a  fitful  mockery. 

Alas  I  that  the  pomp  of  little  things 

Should  fail  her  life  to  fill; 
That  dreams  of  love  and  higher  truth 

Should  keep  her  yearning  still, 
Unsated,  drooping,  and  apart, 
To  pine  in  loneliness  of  heart. 

The  fairy  queen  with  a  saddened  look, 

The  altered  Pearlette  eyed ; 
She  hoped  the  evil  would  pass  away, 

And  a  gentle  task  she  tried 
She  sent  her  where  the  sunshine  smiled, 
To  tend  the  flowers  of  a  little  child. 

And  now  the  child  the  reason  learned 
Why  the  flowerets  drooped  and  died; 

Why  the  small  green  bug  to  the  rose-leaf  came, 
And  the  snow- drop's  petals  dried; 

Why  the  unbtoomed  buds  were  withered  up, 

And  incense  crushed  from  the  blighted  cup. 

Wherever  the  doubting  fairy  passed 

Dark  mildew  spots  were  seen ; 
Unloving  tendance  had  been  there 

To  mar  the  blossom's  sheen — 
From  the  opening  bud  had  dried  the  dew, 
And  the  green  leaf  curled  wherever  she  flew. 

But  most  it  grieved  the  child  to  see 

On  the  snowy  lily's  breast 
The  darkened  prints,  that  plainly  told 

Where  the  tiny  footsteps  pressed. 
The  passion-flower  was  crushed  in  its  birth, 
Alas!  'tis  a  holy  thing  on  earth. 

The  gentle  queen  in  vain  bad  hoped 

A  penitent  thought  might  spring 
In  Pearlette's  breast,  e'er  her  doom  was  told, 

And  she  foil  from  fdry  ring. 


For  half  In  tove  and  half  in  fear, 
She  read  that  brow,  So  calm  and  dear. 

There  had  been  tales  in  fairy  land  ~ 

Of  guileless,  gentle  fays, 
Who  once  had  dwelt  in  caverns  lit    . 

By  the  cold  diamond  blaze, 
And  thence  had  found  the  upper  air, 
With  its  freshness,  freedom,  higher 

'And  it  was  said  those  glorious  sprites, 

With  beauty  strangely  wild, 
By  beings  of  a  higher  state 

Had  sometimes  been  beguiled ; 
And  thus  had  learned  dark,  hidden  lore, 
And  fairy  customs  loved  no  more. 

And  these  were  doomed  fiom  fairy  ring, 

By  laws  they  dared  to  sporn, 
In  listening  to  forbidden  lore 

That  made  them  fondly  yeam 
For  higher  wisdom,  higher  life, 
Apart  from  pomp  and  fairy  strife. 

Oh  I  sadly  drooped  each  rainbow  wing, 

To  hide  the  gushing  tear ; 
And  the  young  child  hold  its  very  breath 

That  fearful  doom  to  hear— 
While  dirge-like  voices,  sad  and  low, 
The  fairy  doomed  to  a  state  of  wo. 

TBI     DOOM. 

"  By  the  rainbow  in  the  skies, 
Glowing  with  its  morning  dyes ; 
By  the  moon-beams  silver  light, 
When  the  stars  are  burning  bright; 
By  the  waters  of  the  fountain, 
In  the  the  cave  of  hoary  mountain, 
Wheresoe'er  we  meet  together, 
Pearlette  comes  no  more,  forever. 

Where  the  arctic  streamers  glow, 
By  the  frosty  Esquimaux, 
Where  basaltic  columns  stand 
On  the  northern  icy  strand, 
And  a  palace  rich  and  rare 
By  the  ocean  rises  there, 
Never  more  the  doomed  one  may 

Seek  with  us  the  fairy  way. 

i 
Never  more  in  cavern  dark, 
Never  more  in  pearly  bark, 
Never  more  in  coral  bower, 
Never  more  in  starry  hour, 
By  the  bed  of  Infant  sleeping, 
By  the  flower  in  dew-drop  steeping,  ' 

Shall  the  sinful  Pearlette  dare 

With  her  sister  band  repair. 

But  the  knowledge  of  the  right, 
Which  the  spirit  dared  to  slight, 
And  the  truth  that  cannot  lie, 
And  the  thoughts  that  never  die, 
And  the  bliss  that  never  more 
Tears  and  prayers  can  back  restore,    ' 

Shall  a  eup  of  anguish  bring, 

Which  the  doomed  one's  lips  must  wring." 

The  glow- worm  lamps  are  out  and  gone, 

The  fairies  all  have  wended  ; 
And  gleaming  brook  and  shadowy  bralch, 

In  mil  moonlight  are  blended;         .*** 
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And  thereto  that  lone  stilly  hour, 
The  child  is  hid  in  myrtle  bower. 

Thjowve«Al  sprites  with  freakuhwIH, 
Creatures  of  stern  decree, 

Who  have  no  dreams  of  onward  thought, 
...-,:  J*«t  love's  deep  sympathy, 
.  Who.  round  the  gem  and  blossom  play, 

As  cold  and  glittering  as  they— 

How  should  they  know  of  higher  things, 
How  judge  of  one  sweet  soul, 

Who  trembling,  fearftil,  and  abashed, 
Bowed  to  a  new  control! 

And  only  half  as  yet  had  learned 

The- blessedness  for  which  it  yearned : 

Who,  veiled  in  secrecy  and  dread, 

As  fearful  they  were  sin, 
The  promptings  of  a  spirit  waked 

To  mysteries  within. 
Who,  casting  off  the  laws  that  bound, 
A  new  and  higher  duty  found ! 

All,  all  are  gone  but  that  fair  one, 
The  doomed  and  exiled  sprite, 

Who  dared  not  lift  her  stricken  head 
In  that  cold,  cheerless  light — 

But  stood  with  wings  her  vision  hiding, 

Like  one  some  fearful  peril  biding. 

Awhile  she  stood,  one  moment  stood, 

But  who  the  pangs  may  tell, 
That  one  brief  moment  on  the  soul 

In  agony  may  swell- 
When  rayless,  friendless,  it  is  left 
Of  all  bat  consciousness  bereft. 

One  moment,  and  her  head  she  lifts— 

Her  dreams  are  real  now— 
The  bright,  the  beautiful  of  dreams, 

With  his  calm  radiant  brow- 
All  love  and  tenderness  his  eyes, 
To  clasp  the  exiled  fairy  flies. 

She  lifts  to  his  her  meek,  fond  look, 
The  wise,  the  true-beholding ; 

And  he,  unfaltering,  to  his  breast 
The  gentle  one  enfolding. 

Who  turns  from  all  of  outward  show, 

Undying,  earnest  truth  to  know. 

He  calms  the  doubt,  he  whispers  peace, 
While  love  and  truth  are  blending ; 

He  takes  away  those  sprite-like  wings 
From  her  fair  shoulders  pending— 

Those  freakish  wings  of  changeful  hue, 

That  every  varying  fancy  drew  I 

And  then  the  child  with  wonder  saw 

A  higher  life  revealing ; 
Sweet,  tranquil  traces  of  calm  soul, 

Upon  her  features  stealing— 
Those  elvish  wings  all  cast  aside, 
How  beautiful  the  fairy  bride! 
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Brightly  shone  the  sun  on  the  white  towers  of  Cas- 

tle  Rookley  on  the  morning  on  which  the  Honorable 

Reginald  George .  Frederick  Rookley  first  opened  his 

infant  eyes  on  the  light  of  day  and  the  magnificence 


around  him.  Bonfires  blazed  on  the  su  rrounding  hills, 
flags  waved  from  the  towers,  and  the  minute  cannon 
roared  until  sunset ;  in  short,  no  ceremony  was  unob- 
served that  could  in  any  way  add  dignity  to  the  re- 
joicings ;  and  Rookley's  long  desired,  ardently  expect- 
ed and  warmly  welcomed  heir  was  ushered  into  life, 
with  all  the  splendor  and  honors  which  the  importance 
of  the  occasion  and  his  future  prospects  demanded. 

When  the  usual  time  had  elapsed,  the  lace-enveloped 
atom  of  mortality  was  presented  at  the  baptismal  fount 
by  the  august  hands  of  those  who  stood  proxy  for  his 
royal  sponsors.  Many  an  English  coronet  and  foreign 
star  graced  the  ceremony,  and  admiration  was  wound 
to  its  highest  pitch,  when,  on  handing  the  baby  round, 
the  single  diamonds  of  rare  value  were  observed  loop- 
ing up  the  cockade,  sleeves,  and  flowing  dress  of  the 
Honorable  Reginald. 

Years  past,  and  at  the  age  of  seven,  our  hero  became 
In  truth  "  a  rebel  boy,"  and  beautiful  was  his  young 
countenance,  bright  as  were  the  long  brown  curls 
which  danced  on  his  shoulders,  and  distinguished  as 
was  his  whole  appearance,  still  Lord  Rookley  could 
not  help  perceiving  that  his  child  was  far  inferior  in 
understanding  to  his  young  companions  of  the  same 
age. 

"Reginald  must  go  to  school,"  said  his  lordship  to 
Lady  Rookley,  one  evening ;  the  boy  knows  nothing, 
not  even  his  letters." 

"  My  dear  lord !"  exclaimed  the  mother  energetfcal- 
ly,  as  she  clasped  her  arms  around  the  pet,  "  you  will 
not  surely  send  a  child  of  his  size  to  school !  it  will 
break  his  spirit  and  injure  his  health— in  short,  school 
will  ruin  him." 

"  Better  be  ruined  at  school  than  spoiled  at  home," 
muttered  Rookley's  lord. 

"  Then  why  not  have  a  private  tutor  1  what  does  my 
darling  say?" 

"  I  wont  go  to  school !"  cried  Rookley's  helx,  "I'll 
have  a  tutor." 

The  majority  of  one  deeided  the  question.  A  private 
tutor  was  engaged ;  and  when  Reginald  was  fifteen, 
his  seventh  tutor  gave  notice  to  leave  j  he  declined  un- 
dertaking the  education  of  Master  Rookley. 

"Reginald,  my  boy,  you  are  a  sad  dog,"  said  his  ra- 
ther, the  evening  of  Mr.  Lexicon's  departure.  Regi- 
nald shrugged  assent.  "  I  shall  send  you  to  Eton," 
continued  his  lordship;  and  to  Eton  went  the  youth. 
He  soon  established  his  character  there— he  turned  out 
the  best  rower,  the  best  boxer,  the  handsomest  fellow, 
and  the  idlest  scholar. 

Soon  after  he  had  attained  his  eighteenth  year,  Lord 
Rookley  received  a  very  polite  but  decided  note  from 
the  head  master,  requesting  his  lordship  to  remove  Mr 
Rookley— he  had  infringed  every  rule  of  the  college, 
created  a  disturbance  among  his  fellow  Etonians,  and 
incited  a  large  portion  of  them  to  secret  rebellion ;  con- 
sequently the  hopeful  heir  left  Eton. 

"Reginald,  you  must  go  abroad,"  said  Lord  Rook- 
ley one  day ;  "no  young  man  of  rank  should  spend  the 
last  years  of  his  minority  in  England." 

"  It  is  very  necessary,"  added  Lady  Rookley,  "  that 
you  should  make  the  '  grand  tour,1  my  love ;  It  will 
polish  and  refine  your  manners—  really,  my  dear  child, 
you  want  softening  down— I  trust  you  wUI  go."     \ 

"  What  do  you  say,  Reginald  1"  said  his  father.  . 

"I?— oh— I  think  it's  a  cursed  bore— but  anything 
is  better  than  this  crazy  old  castle,"  was  the  reply  of 
the  heir. 


284 


THE  HEIR  OF  ROOKLEY. 


Notwithstanding  this  disrespectful  opinion  of  the 
halls  of  his  ancestors,  Reginald  felt  something  border- 
ing on  regret,  when  its  snowy  towers  rose  proudly  out 
of  the  dark  woods  as  he  drove  rapidly  along,  and  a  bend 
in  the  road  hid  them  from  his  sight 

Time  sped,  and  Rookley  found  Paris  very  delightful. 
He  amused  himself  there  incog,  for  some  time,  and 
then  tossed  over  his  letters  of  introduction.  After 
much  hesitation,  he  determined  to  bend  his  steps  to- 
ward the  chateau  of  M.  le  Comte  de  Valmont,  in  one  of 
the  provinces,  and  thither  accordingly  he  went.  M. 
De  Valmont  was  one  of  Lord  Rookley's  oldest  friends. 
Reginald  consequently  received  a  flattering  welcome. 
The  family  consisted  of  the  count,  his  son,  his  nephew 
Auguste  de  St.  Goran,  and  his  three  daughters,  Alber- 
tine,  Cecile,  and  Eulalie. 

It  was  late  when  Rookley's  caleche  stopped  at  the 
chateau,  and  the  young  ladies  had  retired,  but  the  next 
morning  brought  an  introduction.  All  throe  sisters 
were  elegant,  as  most  young  French  women  are,  but 
it  was  on  the  youngest,  Eulalie,  that  the  eyes  of  the 
Englishman  rested  with  a  long  gaze  of  admiration.  He 
had  never  seen  anything  like  her  before.  She  was 
beautiful,  and  yet  she  had  not  regular  features — she 
was  delicately  small,  yet  not  diminutive ;  her  complex- 
ion was  a  clear  rich  brown,  the  brilliancy  of  which  was 
enhanced  by  an  ever  varying  color  in  her  cheeks,  and 
a  pair  of  the  rosiest  lips  in  the  world.  Then  her  eyes! 
— they  were  hazel,  and  had  it  not  been  for  the  long 
sweeping  lashes  with  which  she  occasionally  veiled 
their  mischievous  playfulness,  the  wild  ungovernable 
Reginald  had  been  speedily  her  captive.  As  it  was, 
no  sooner  did  she  see  him  attracted,  than  she  was  her 
demure  little  self  again,  and  three  months  elapsed  be- 
fore the  young  man  remembered  that  the  chateau  De 
.  Valmont  was  not  his  home. 

It  was  a  lovely  summer's  evening,  and  Reginald  was 
amusing  himself  in  a  shady  grove,  by  throwing  peb- 
bles into  the  rivulet  that  flowed  at  his  feet,  when  a 
voice— a  light  yet  melancholy  voice— rang  on  the  si- 
lent air.  He  listened— Eulalie  was  singing.  He  raised 
his  eyes  and  saw  her  advancing.  The  last  words  of 
the  song  were  trembling  on  her  lips— they  were : 
"Mais  ne  m'oubliez  pas!" 

Rookley  sprang  on  his  feet  ana]  darted  to  her  side — 
"Eulalie!  my  bright,  beautiful  Eulalie!  I  love  you!" 

The  declaration  .vas,  like  himself,  impetuous,  and 
made  without  a  moment's  reflection.  It  seemed,  how- 
ever, that  Eulalie  was  not  much  astonished,  for,  after 
the  first  start,  she  listened  to  his  rapid  avowal  with 
unwearied  attention. 

"Mais,  Monsieur"— she  at  last  interrupted. 

"Nay,  Eulalie,  let  me  explain;  I  have  loved  you 
from  the  very  first  moment  I  saw  you !" 

"Mais,  Monsieur  Rookley"- 

"  Eulalie,  will  you  go  to  England  with  me?" 

"Allow  me  to  speak,"  entreated  Eulalie;  "pray 
hear  me!" 

"Eulalie!"  exclaimed  Reginald  once  more,  "I  can- 
not leave  De  Valmont  without  you;  can  you  love 
mef 

"  Ah !  do  not  ask  me !"  cried  Eulalie ;  and  with  one 
bound  she  flew  from  him  and  disappeared. 

Rookley  went  to  the  chateau  immediately,  and  ob- 
tained an  interview  with  the  Comte  de  Valmont. 

"M.  de  Valmont,"  said  he,  unhesitatingly,  "pardon 
me  for  intruding,  but  I  adore  your  beautiful  Eulalie!" 


The  count  raised  his  eyebrows.    "What  do  I  hear,  Mr. 
Rookley?" 

"The  simple  truth;  to  know  EulaMe— to  live  for 
three  happy  months  under  the  same  roof  with  her,  and 
not  love  her,  were  impossible !" 

"  You  have  not  spoken  to  my  child,  I  presume," 
asked  De  Valmont,  as  an  unaccountable  smile  played 
over  his  features. 

"  I  have,  indeed,"  replied  Rookley. 

"And  what  did  she  say?" 

"  She— she— we  were— that  is  to  say— she  said  no- 
thing." 

"Ah!  c'est  bien!"  said  the  count,  smilingly,  "then 
permit  me,  while  I  deeply  regret  the  necessity,  to  de- 
cline your  proposals,  flattering  as  they  are." 

"Monsieur  de  Valmont!" 

"  Believe  me,  I  feel  for  you— I  know  what  my  Eu- 
lalie  would  say;  perhaps  she  would  have  spared  you 
the  pain  I  am  giving  you,  but " 

"Monsieur  de  Valmont !"  interrupted  Reginald,  im- 
periously, "pray  speak  decidedly— I  do  not  understand 
you." 

"Then,  my  dear  young  friend,  I  will  tell  you  the 
truth.  Eulalie  has  been  engaged  for  nearly  a  year  to 
my  nephew,  the  Count  de  St  Geran— you  know  Au- 
guste 1" 

Reginald  flung  himself  out  of  the  room  in  a  fever  of 
mingled  rage  and  indignation.  The  sight  of  letters  on 
his  dressing  table  roused  him  from  the  state  into  whkh 
he  had  thrown  himself.  He  tore  them  open.  They 
contained  news  of  the  illness  of  his  father,  and  an  im- 
mediate summons  to  England. 

Eulalie  was  the  first  person  to  whom  he  communi- 
cated the  tidings.  His  carriage  was  ordered  at  dusk— 
his  valet  had  everything  in  readiness. 

"For  the  last  time,  dearest  Eulalie,  will  you  be 
mine?" 

"  What  will  Auguste  say  V 

"  Do  you  care  for  him  ?" 

"  Ah,  no !  I  do  not  think  I  like  him  at  all." 

"Then  fly  with  me— all  is  ready— my  mother  shall 
be  yours.  You  can  wish  me  good  bye  as  Cecil  and 
Albertine  will,  and  then  meet  me  at  the  gate  of  the 
chateau." 

"  But  Auguste— poor  Auguste !" 

"You  do  not  love  him  ?" 

"  Ah,  true !  I  do  not  love  him,  and  you  know  he  can 
marry  Cecil  instead— what  do  you  think? — can  he 
not?" 

"At  the  chateau  gate,  at  ten  o'clock  this  night,  Eu- 
lalie!" 

"J'y  serais-adieu!" 

At  ten  that  evening,  Eulalie,  in  the  presence  of  her 
family,  took  a  graceful  leave  of  Rookley.  At  eleven 
she  was  in  one  corner  of  his  caleche,  flying  toward 
Paris  as  quick  as  four  horses  could  convey  them.  Once 
arrived  there,  among  the  number  of  his  friends,  Regi- 
nald found  no  difficulty  in  concealing  the  fugitive  Eu- 
lalie. The  next  morning  they  were  married.  The  ca- 
leche was  at  the  door,  the  horses  waiting,  and  the  Hon. 
Mr.  Rookley  handing  his  bride  down  stairs,  when  a 
traveling  carriage  dashed  into  the  court  yard— three 
gentlemen  sprang  out,  and  the  next  moment  Reginald 
was  standing  before  the  count,  Claude  de  Valmont, 
and  Auguste  de  St  Geran. 

Eulalie  flew  away  and  hid  herself, 

"Villain!"  exclaimed  the  old  count,  "where  is  my 
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daughter  ?— I  demand  my  child— what  have  you  done 
with  her?" 

" Monsieur  de  Valmont,"  replied  Rookley,  "you 
come  too  late—  Eulalie  is  my  wife!" 

"  My  sister  shall  be  avenged !"  cried  Claude.  "This 
insult  to  our  family  can  only  be  redeemed  by  your 
blood!" 

"With  all  my  heart,"  said  Reginald ;  "I  am  quite 
ready." 

"And  when  you  have  settled  with  De  Valmont,  I 
am  at  your  service,"  muttered  Auguste  de  St  Geran. 

"  With  the  greatest  pleasure,"  answered  Rookley, 
-carelessly ;  and  turning  away,  he  raised  Eulalie  from 
the  ground,  on  which  she  was  kneeling  before  her  fa- 
ther. 

That  evening  the  parties  met  on  the  Bois  de  Bou- 
logne. Reginald  was  cool  and  contemptuous;  De 
Valmont  firm,  but  evidently  much  excited. 

The  ground  was  measured — the  signal  given,  and 
they  fired ;  Reginald  fell  Instantly. 

"Grand  Dieu!"  ejaculated  De  Valmont,  "I  have 
killed  him !" 

A  trembling  sigh  burst  from  the  lips  of  the  dying 
youth— his  eyes  partly  opened,  and  with  one  violent 
■effort  he  exclaimed :  "England!  Eulalie!"  The  next 
moment  he  fell  back  in  the  arms  of  St.  Geran— and 
the  heir  of  Rookley  had  not  the  least  occasion  for  a 
wife. 

It  is  more  than  probable  that  his  widow  married 
again. 

THE  HAMBURGH  MERCHANT  IN  ENGLAND. 
Tub  following  very  clever  story  was  told  by  Sir  E.  L. 

Bulwer  to  illustrate  the  absurdity  and  injustice  of 

the  "  law  of  arrest"  in  England. 

Once  upon  a  time  there  lived  at  Hamburgh  a  cer- 
tain merchant  of  the  name  of  Meyer:  he  was  a  good 
little  man;  charitable  to  the  poor,  hospitable  to  his 
friends,  and  so  rich  that  he  was  extremely  respected, 
in  spite  of  his  good  nature.  Among  that  part  of  his 
property  which  was  vested  in  other  people's  hands, 
and  called  "debts,"  was  the  sum  of  five  hundred 
pounds,  owed  to  him  by  the  captain  of  an  English  ves- 
sel. This  debt  had  been  so  long  contracted  that  the 
worthy  Meyer  began  to  wish  for  a  new  investment  of 
his  capital.  He  accordingly  resolved  to  take  a  trip  to 
Portsmouth,  in  which  town  Captain  Jones  was  then 
residing,  and  take  that  liberty  which  in  a  free  country 
never  be  permitted — viz.,  the  liberty  of  applying  should 
for  his  money. 

Our  worthy  merchant  one  bright  morning  found  him 
self  at  Portsmouth ;  he  was  a  stranger  to  that  town, 
though  not  altogether  unacquainted  with  the  English 
language.  He  lost  no  time  in  calling  on  Captain 
Jones. 

11  And  vat,"  said  he  to  the  man  whom  he  asked  to 
conduct  him  to  the  captain's  house,  "  vat  is  dat  fine 
veshell  yondare  ?" 

"She  be  the  Royal  Sally,"  replied  the  man,  "bound 
for  Calcutta — sails  to-morrow;  but  here  is  Captain 
Jones's  house,  sir,  and  he'll  tell  you  all  about  it. 

The  merchant  bowed,  and  knocked  at  the  door  of  a 
red  brick  house — door  green— brass  knocker.  Captain 
-Gregory  Jones  was  a  tall  man ;  ho  wore  a  blue  jacket 
without  skirts ;  he  had  high  cheek-bones,  small  eyes, 
and  his  whole  appearance  was  eloquent  of  what  is 
.generally  termed  the  bluff  honesty  of  ihe  seaman. 

Captain  Gregory  Jones  seemed  somewhat  discon- 


certed at  seeing  his  friend— he  begged  for  a  little  fur- 
ther time.  The  merchant  looked  grave — three  years 
had  already  elapsed.  The  cap  tain  demurred— the  mer- 
chant pressed- the  captain  blustered— and  the  mer- 
chant, growing  angry,  began  to  threaten.  All  of  a  sud- 
den Captain  Jones's  manner  changed — he  seemed  to 
recollect  himself,  begged  pardon,  said  he  could  easily 
procure  the  money,  desired  the  merchant  to  go  back 
to  his  inn,  and  promised  to  call  on  him  in  the  course 
of  the  day.  Mynheer  Meyer  went  home,  and  ordered 
an  excellent  dinner.  Time  passed — his  friend  came 
not.  Meyer  grew  impatient.  He  had  just  put  on  his 
hat,  and  was  walking  out,  when  the  waiter  threw  open 
the  door,  and  announced  two  gentlemen. 

"Ah,  dere  comes  the  monish,"  thought  Mynheer 
Meyer.  The  gentlemen  approached— the  taller  one 
whipped  out  what  seemed  to  Meyer  a  receipt.  "Ah, 
ver  veil ;  I  vill  sign—  ver  veil." 

"  Signing,  sir,  is  useless ;  you  will  be  kind  enough 
to  accompany  us.  This  is  a  warrant  for  debt,  sir;  my 
house  is  extremely  comfortable — gentlemen  of  the  first 
fashion  go  there — quite  moderate,  too — only  a  guinea 
a  day — find  your  own  wine." 

"I  do— no— understand,  eare,"  said  the  merchant, 
smiling  amiably ;  "  I  am  ver  veil  off  here— thank  yon." 

"  Come,  come,"  said  the  other  gentleman,  speaking 
for  the  first  time,  "  no  parlavoo,  monseer,  yen  are  our 
prisoner.  This  is  a  warrant  for  the  sum  of  ten  thou- 
sand pounds,  due  to  Captain  Gregory  Jones." 

The  merchant  stared— the  merchant  frowned — but 
so  it  was.  Captain  Gregory  Jones,  who  owed  Meyer 
five  hundred  pounds,  had  arrested  him  for  ten  thousand 
pounds ;  for,  as  every  one  knows,  any  man  may  arrest 
us  who  has  conscience  enough  to  swear  that  we  owe 
him  money.  Where  was  Mynheer  Meyer  In  a  strange 
town  to  get  bail  ?    He  went  to  prison. 

"  Dis  be  a  strange  vay  of  paying  a  man  his  monish  1" 
said  Mynheer  Meyer. 

In  order  to  while  away  time,  our  merchant,  who  was 
wonderfully  social,  scraped  acquaintance  with  some  of 
his  fellow-prisoners. 

"Vat  be  you  in  prishon  fori"  said  he  to  a  stout,  re- 
spectable-looking man,  who  seemed  in  a  violent  pas- 
sion— "for  vat  crime?" 

" I,  sir !— crime !"  quoth  the  prisoner;  "sir,  I  was 
going  to  Liverpool,  to  vote  at  the  election,  when  a 
friend  of  the  opposite  candidate's  had  me  suddenly  ar- 
rested for  two  thousand  pounds.  Before  I  get  bail  the 
election  will  be  over." 

"  Vat's  that  you  tell  me?  arrest  you  to  prevent  yon 
giving  an  honesht  vote  I    Is  that  justice  ?" 

"  Justice !  no,"  cried  our  friend ;  "  it  is  the  Law  of 
Arrest." 

"  And  vat  be  you  in  prishon  for?"  said  the  merchant 
pityingly,  to  a  thin  cadeverous-looking  object,  who 
ever  and  anon  applied  a  handkerchief  to  eyes  that  were 
worn  with  weeping. 

"  An  attorney  offered  a  friend  of  mine  to  discount  a 
bill,  if  he  could  obtain  a  few  names  to  endorse  it—/, 
sir,  indorsed  it.  The  bill  became  due ;  the  next  day 
the  attorney  arrested  all  whose  names  were  on  the  bill 
— there  were  eight  of  us ;  the  law  allows  him  to  charge 
two  guineas  for  each ;  there  are  sixteen  guineas,  sir, 
for  the  lawyer— but  I,  sir — alas !  my  family  will  starve 
before  /shall  be  released.  Sir,  there  are  a  set  of  men 
called  discounting  attorneys,  who  live  upon  the  profits 
of  entrapping  and  arresting  us  poor  folk." 

"  Mine  Gott  1  but  is  dat  j  ustice  ?" 
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"  Alas  1  no,  sir— It  is  the  Law  of  Arrest." 
'  "But,"  said  the  merchant,  turning  round  to  a  law- 
yer, whom  the  devil  had  deserted,  and  who  was  now 
with  the  victims  of  his  profession—"  dey  tell  me  dat 
in  Engtant  a  man  may  be  called  innoshent  till  he  be 
proved  guilty ;  but  here  am  I,  who,  because  von  car- 
rion of  a  shailor,  who  owesh  me  five  hundred  pounts, 
takes  an  oath  that  /  owe  him  ten  thousand— here  am 
I,  on  that  schoundrel's  oath,  clapped  up  in  a  prishon. 
Is  this  a  man's  being  innoshent  till  he  is  proved  guilty, 
tarer' 

"  Sir,"  said  the  lawyer,  primly,  "  you  are  thinking 
of  criminal  cases;  but  if  a  man  be  unfortunate  enough 
to  get  into  debt,  that  is  quite  a  different  thing— we  are 
harder  to  poverty  than  we  are  to  crime." 

"  But,  mine  Gott !  is  that  justice  ?" 

"Justice!  pooh!  It's  the  Law  of  Arrest,"  said  the 
lawyer,  turning  on  his  heel. 

Oar  merchant  was  liberated;  no  one  appeared  to 
prove  the  debt.  He  flew  to  a  magistrate ;  he  told  his 
case ;  he  implored  justice  against  Captain  Jones. 

"Captain  Jones!"  said  the  magistrate,  taking  snuff; 
"  Captain  Gregory  Jones,  you  mean  ?" 

u  Ah,  mine  goot  sare— yesh !" 

"  He  set  sail  for  Calcutta  yesterday.  He  commands 
the  Royal  Sally.  He  must  evidently  have  sworn  this 
debt  against  you  for  the  purpose  of  getting  rid  of  your 
claim,  and  silencing  your  mouth  till  you  could  catch 
him  no  longer.  He's  a  clever  fellow  Is  Gregory 
Jones  1" 

"  De  teuful !  but,  sare,  ish  dere  no  remedy  for  de 
poor  merchant  ?" 

"  Remedy  1  oh,  yes— indictment  for  perjury." 

11  But  vat  use  is  dat  7  You  say  he  be  gone — ten 
thousand  miles  off— to  Calcutta!" 

"  That's  certainly  against  your  indictment." 

"  And  cannot  I  get  my  monish  ?" 

"  Not  as  I  see." 

"  And  I  have  been  arreshted  instead  of  him !" 

"You  have. 

"  Sare,  I  have  only  von  word  to  say — is  dat  justice  1" 

"That  I  can't  say,  Mynheer  Meyer,  but  it  is  cer- 
tainly the  Law  of  Arrest,"  answered  the  magistrates 
and  he  bowed  the  merchant  out  of  the  room. 

SBIDLIKENS  FLASH,  ALIAS  G.  W.  FEATHER- 

STONHAUGK. 
Extracts  from  Salmagundi,  by  Washington  Irving. 
.  I  went,  a  few  evenings  since,  to  the  theatre,  ac- 
companied by  my  friend  'Sbidlikens,  the  Cockney, 
who  is  a  roan  deeply  read  in  the  history  of  Cinderella, 
Valentine  and  Orson,  Blue  Beard,  and  all  those  re- 
condite works  so  necessary  to  enable  a  man  to  under- 
stand the  modern  drama.  'Sbidlikens  is  one  of  those 
intolerable  fellows  who  will  never  be  pleased  with  any- 
thing until  he  has  turned  and  twisted  it  divers  ways, 
to  see  if  it  corresponds  with  his  notions  of  congruity ; 
and  as  he  is  none  of  the  quickest  in  his  ratiocinations, 
he  will  sometimes  come  out  with  his  approbation  when 
everybody  else  has  forgotten  the  cause  which  excited 
it  'Sbidlikens  is,  moreover,  a  great  critic,  for  he  finds 
fault  with  everything;  this  being  what  I  understand 
by  modern  criticism.  He,  however,  is  pleased  to  ac- 
knowledge that  our  theatre  is  not  so  despicable,  all 
things  considered ;  and  really  thinks  Cooper  one  of 
our  best  actors.  The  play  was  Othello,  and,  to  speak 
my  mind  freely,  I  think  I  have  seen  it  performed  much 


worse  in  my  time,  'the  actors,  I  firmly  believe,  did 
their  best;  and  whenever  this  is  the  case,  no  man  paa 
a  right  to  find  fault  with  them,  in  my  opinion.  Little 
Rutherford,  the  Roscius  of  the  Philadelphia  theatre, 
looked  as  big  as  possible ;  and  what  he  wanted  in  size 
he  made  up  in  frowning.  I  like  frowning  in  tragedy ; 
and  if  a  man  but  keeps  his  forehead  in  proper  wrinkle, 
talks  big,  and  takes  long  strides  on  the  stage,  I  always 
set  him  down  as  a  great  tragedian ;  and  so  does  my 
friend  'Sbidlikens. 

Before  the  first  act  was  over,  'Sbidlikens  began,  to- 
flourish  his  critical  wooden  sword  like  a  harlequin. 
He  first  found  fault  with  Cooper  for  not  having  made 
himself  as  black  as  a  negro;  "for,"  said  he,  "that 
Othello  was  an  arrant  black  appears  from  several  ex- 
pressions of  the  play ;  as  for  instance,  '  thick  iipsr' 
'sooty  bosom,'  and  a  variety  of  others.  I  am  in- 
clined to  think,"  continued  he,  "that  Othello  was  an 
Egyptian  by  birth,  from  the  circumstance  of  the  hand- 
kerchief given  to  his  mother  by  a  native  of  that  coun- 
try ;  and  if  so,  he  certainly  was  as  black  as  my  hat : 
for  Herodotus  has  told  us,  that  the  Egyptians  had  flat 
noses  and  frizzled  hair ;  a  clear  proof  that  they  were 
all  negroes."  He  did  not  confine  his  strictures  to  this 
single  error  of  the  actor,  but  went  on  to  run  him  down 
in  toto.  In  this  he  was  seconded  by  a  Philadelphian, 
who  proved  by  a  string  of  most  eloquent  logical  puna, 
that  Fennel  was  unquestionably  in  every  respect  a 
better  actor  than  Cooper. 

During  the  performance,  I  kept  an  eye  on  the  coun- 
tenance of  my  friend  the  Cockney— because,  having 
come  all  the  way  from  England,  and  having  seen 
Kemble,  I  thought  his  phiz  might  serte  as  a  kind  of 
thermometer  to  direct  my  manifestations  of  applause 
or  disapprobation.  I  might  as  well  have  looked  at  the 
back  of  his  head;  for  I  could  not,  with  all  my  peering, 
perceive  by  his  features  that  he  was  pleased  with  any- 
thing—except himself!  His  hat  was  twitched  a  little 
on  one  side,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  demme,  I'm  your 
sorts !"  he  was  sucking  the  end  of  a  little  stick— he 
was  a  "  gemman"  from  head  to  foot ;  but  as  to  his  lace, 
there  was  no  more  expression  in  it  than  in  the  race  of 
a  Chinese  lady  on  a  tea-cup.  On  Cooper's  given  one 
of  his  gunpowder  explosions  of  passion,  I  exclaimed, 
"  Fine,  very  fine !"  "  Pardon  me,"  said  my  friend 
'Sbidlikens,  "  this  is  damnable !— the  gesture,  my  dear 
sir,  only  look  at  the  gesture !  how  horrible !  Do  you 
not  observe  that  the  actor  slaps  his  forehead,  whereas 
the  passion  not  having  arrived  at  the  proper  height,  he 
should  only  have  slapped  his— pocket-flap.  This  figure 
of  rhetoric  is  a  most  important  stage  trick,  and  the 
proper  management  of  it  is  what  peculiarly  distin- 
guishes the  great  actor  from  the  mere  plodding  me- 
chanical buffoon.  Different  degrees  of  passion  require 
different  slaps,  which  we  critics  have  reduced  to  a  per- 
fect manual,  improving  upon  the  principle  adopted  by 
Frederic  of  Prussia,  by  deciding  that  an  actor,  like  a 
soldier,  is  a  mere  machine ;  as  thus— the  actor,  for  a 
minor  burst  of  passion,  merely  slaps  his  pocket-hole ; 
good !— for  a  major  burst,  he  slaps  his  breast ;  very 
good !— but  for  a  burst  maxima 8,  he  whacks  away  at 
his  forehead,  like  a  brave  fellow ;  this  is  excellent! — 
nothing  can  be  finer  than  an  exit,  slapping  the  forehead 
from  one  end  of  the  stage  to  the  other."  "  Except," 
replied  I,  "one  of  those  slaps  on  the  breast,  which  I 
have  sometimes  admired  in  some  of  our  fat  heroes  and 
heroines,  which  make  their  whole  body  shake  and 
quiver  like  a  pyramid  of  jelly." 
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The  PhUadelphian  had  listened  to  this  conversation 
with  profound  attention,  and  appeared  delighted  with 
'Sbidlikens'  mechanical  strictures;  twas  natural  enough 
in  a  man  who  chose  an  actor  as  he  would  a  grenadier. 
He  took  the  opportunity  of  a  pause,  to  enter  into  a 
long  conversation  with  my  friend ;  and  was  receiving 
a  prodigious  fund  of  information  concerning  the  true 
mode  of  emphasizing  conjunctions,  shifting  scenes, 
snuffing  candles,  and  making  thunder  and  lightning, 
better  than  you  can  get  every  day  from  the  sky,  as 
practised  at  the  royal  theatres;  when,  as  ill-luck  would 
Jiave  it,  they  happened  to  run  their  heads  full  butt 
against  a  new  reading.  Now  this  was  "  a  stumper," 
as  our  old  friend  Paddle  would  say ;  for  the  Philadel- 
phians  are  as  inveterate  new-reading  hunters  as  the 
Cockneys ;  and,  for  aught  I  know,  as  well  skilled  in 
finding  them  out.  The  Philadelphian  thereupon  met 
the  Cockney  on  his  own  ground ;  and  at  it  they  went, 
like  two  inveterate  curs  at  a  bone.  'Sbidlikens  quoted 
Theobald,  Hanmer,  and  a  host  of  learned  commenta- 
tors, who  have  pinned  themselves  on  the  sleeve  of 
Shakspeare's  immortality,  and  made  the  old,  bard, 
like  General  Washington,  in  General  Washington's 
Life,  a  most  diminutive  figure  in  his  own  book.  His 
opponent  chose  Johnson  for  his  ally,  and  thundered 
him  forward  like  an  elephant  to  bear  down  the  ranks 
of  the  enemy.  I  was  not  long  in  discovering  that  these 
two  precious  judges  had  got  hold  of  that  unlucky  pas- 
sage of  Shakspeare,  which,  like  a  straw,  has  tickled, 
and  puzzled,  and  confounded  many  a  somniferous 
buzzard  of  past  and  present  time.  It  was  the  celebra- 
ted wish  of  Desdemona,  that  heaven  had  made  her  such 
a  man  as  Othello.  'Sbidlikens  insisted  that  "the 
gentle  Desdemona"  merely  wished  for  such  a  man  for 
a  husband,  which  in  all  conscience  was  a  modest  wish 
enough,  and  very  natural  in  a  young  lady  who  might 
poeaibly  have  had  a  predilection  for  flat  noses.  The 
Philadelphian  contended  with  all  the  vehemence  of  a 
member  of  Congress,  moving  the  House  to  have 
"whereas,"  or  "also,"  or  "  nevertheless,"  struck  out 
of  a  bill,  that  the  yoang  lady  wished  heaven  had  made 
her  a  man  instead  of  a  woman,  in  order  that  she  might 
have  an  opportunity  of  seeing  the  "  anthropophagi,  and 
the  men  whose  heads  do  grow  beneath  their  should- 
ers ;"  which  was  a  very  natural  wish,  considering  the 
curiosity  of  the  sex.  On  being  referred  to,  I  incon- 
tinently decided  in  favor  of  the  honorable  member  who 
spoke  last;  inasmuch  as  I  think  it  waa a  foolish,  and 
therefore  very  natural  wish  for  a  young  lady  to  make 
before  a  man  she  wished  to  marry.  It  was,  moreover, 
an  Indication  of  the  violent  inclination  she  felt  to  wear 
the  breeches,  which  was  afterward,  in  all  probability, 
gratified,  if  we  may  judge  from  the  title  of  "our  cap- 
tain's captain,"  given  her  by  Cassio,  a  phrase  which, 
In  my  opinion,  indicates  that  Othello  was,  at  that  time, 
most  ignomlniously  hen-pecked.  I  believe  my  argu- 
ments staggered  'Sbidlikens  himself,  for  he  looked 
confoundedly  queer,  and  said  not  another  word  on  the 
subject. 

THE  ROVER  OMNIBTJS. 

MNEMONICS,  HALLWORTH,  GOURACD. 

Wx  are  obliged  to  a  correspondent  who  has  sent  us 
three  or  four  different  books  of  T.  Hall  worth  on  Mne- 
monics. They  go  to  confirm  what  we  stated  ia  the 
Rover  of  May  11,  that  Hall  worth  was  the  real  pioneer, 
at  least  In  this  country,  in  the  system  of  mnemo- 


nics, and  that  Gouraud's  system,  whether  copied  from 
Hallworth  or  not,  ia  almost  precisely  the  same.  We 
dont  know  that  we  should  be  interesting  our  readers 
generally,  by  enlarging  upon  this  subject  at  present, 
but  we  copy  from  the  communication  of  our  corres- 
pondent the  following  brief  notice  of  Hallworth,  who 
seems  never  to  have  received  a  tithe  of  the  fame  or  for- 
tune that  his  works  merit. 

"  Having  been  for  several  years,  and  until  within  a 
few  months,  a  resident  within  the  same  conn  try  vil- 
lage with  him,  where  he  now  resides,  and  occasionally 
been  in  his  family,  I  shall  briefly  allude  to  him  and  the 
history  of  his  system.  He  is  a  man  of  whitened  locks 
(probably  upward  of  sixty)  who  has  spent  a  long  and 
useful  life  as  an  instructor  of  youth.  He  is  "  unpre- 
tending" in  his  person,  and  his  literary  and  scientific 
acquirements  are  by  no  means  so  ordinary  as  you 
might  be  led  to  think  from  the  scanty  notice  you  saw 
of  them.  Although  having  been  considered  unusually 
successful  as  an  intructor  through  his  whole  course, 
yet  from  near  sightedness  he  has  not  been  able  to  en- 
gage in  his  favorite  and  useful  employment  on  an  ex- 
tensive scale.  While  he  has  gained  much  celebrity 
and  the  lasting  gratitude  of  many  who  are  now  in  the 
busy  walks  of  life,  he  has  never  gained  for  himself 
more  than  a  competence  of  the  things  of  this  life  to 
render  it  pleasant  and  comfortable. 

"His  first  effort  to  introduce  his  system  of  mnemo- 
nics to  the  public,  was  as  early  as  the  year  1821.  His 
residence  at  that  time  was  in  your  city,  where  he  first 
lectured  on  the  subject,  and  afterward  in  various  parts 
of  the  state,  New  Jersey  and  New  England.  The  pe- 
riodicals of  that  time  noticed  his  works  favorably  and 
himself  as  a  lecturer.  After  lecturing  occasionally  for 
a  few  years,  he  again  resumed  the  business  of  teach- 
ing, which  was  more  agreeable  to  him  than  lecturing, 
and  at  which,  I  presume,  be  is  at  this  time  engaged. 
He  has,  I  believe,  for  a  great  number  of  years  taught 
several  sciences  by  the  aid  of  his  mnemonic  system. 
A  few  months  since  he  had,  besides  his  system,  and  a 
dictionary, .  several  works  in  manuscript,  consisting 
principally  of  text-books  for  seminaries,  schools  {and 
bible  classes,  in  which  his  mneraotechnic  system  was 
incorporated  throughout." 


8DID  LIKENS   FLASK,   AGAIN. 

Fbatherstonhaugh's  book  has  just  been  published 
by  the  Harpers.  The  title  is  an  "  Excursion  through 
the  slave  states  from  Washington  on  the  Potomac  to 
the  frontiers  of  Mexico,  with  sketches  of  popular  man- 
ners and  geological  notices."  We  had  not  time  to  ex- 
amine it  before  our  present  number  went  to  press,  but 
shall  have  an  opportunity  to  recur  to  it  again.  We 
arc  told  it  is  a  very  readable  book,  and  from  a  hasty 
glance  at  a  few  passages  we  should  think  it  might  be 
so,  though  it  is  unquestionably  well  besprinkled  with 
caricature  and  libel.  This  is  more  unpardonable  in 
Fcatherstonhaugh,  on  account  of  his  long  residence 
in  this  country,  than  in  ordinary  English  tourists. 
Although  he  came  to  this  country  a  perfect  cockney, 
one  would  suppose  that  a  thirty  years  residence  here 
might  have  made  a  pretty  decent  American  of  him ; 
that  after  marrying  here,  and  seeing  his  family  grow 
up  around  him,  and  engaging  honorably  in  the  busi- 
ness of  the  country  for  so  long  a  term,  he  would  hard- 
ly have  gone  back  to  England  again  to  turn  about  and 
throw  mud  at  us.    But  so  it  is,  and  so  it  hath  been  in 
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all  time  ;  the  dog  will  return  to  his  vomit  again,  and 
the  sow  that  is  washed,  to  her  wallowing  in  the  mire. 
We  have  a  brief  little  likeness,  in  the  present  num- 
ber of  the  Rover,  of  this  same  Mr.  Featherstonhaugh 
when  he  first  arrived  in  this  country,  taken  by  no  less 
an  artist  than  Washington  Irving,  and  published  in 
the  first  series  of  Salmagundi.  What  was  Sbidlikens 
Flash  then,  it  would  seem,  is  Sbidlikens  Flash  to  this 
day. 

TO  THE  EDITOm  OF  THE  ROVER. 

In  a  recent  number  of  your  valuable  periodical,  on 
page  238  of  the  present  volume,  I  notice  the  remarks 
of  a  critic  of  "The  Fine  Arts,"  who  makes  several 
very  appropriate  and  just  observations  on  the  present 
state  of  American  art,  and  offers  some  valuable  hints 
in  regard  to  the  encouragement  of  native  artists.  With 
his  sentiments  on  this  subject  I  cordially  agree ;  but  I 
would  take  the  liberty  to  correct  an  error  into  which 
he  has  inadvertently  fallen,  in  an  illustration,  drawn 
from  the  literary  world.  "But  a  few  years  ago,"  he 
says,  "  the  question  was  asked  by  Blackwood's  Maga- 
zine, Who  reads  an  American  book  ?  and  in  a  month 
this  witty  question  was  in  the  mouth  of  every  brawler, 
and  at  the  pen's  end  of  every  penny-a-liner." 

In  the  Democratic  Review  for  June  current,  may  be 
found  an  elaborate  and  well- written  article  on  the  wri- 
tings and  literary  career  of  the  Rev.  Sidney  Smith, 
principally  known  in  this  country  by  his  pungent  and 
satirical  "  Letters  on  the  American  Debts,"  by  which 
it  will  be  seen  that  this  famous  writer  is  the  original 
author  of  that  oft  quoted  question,  "  Who  reads  an 
American  book!"  and  that  it  appeared  as  long  since  as 
1820— not  in  Blackwood,  but  in  the  Edinburgh  Re- 
view, which  work  was  first  projected,  and  for  many 
years  edited,  by  this  reverend  divine.  I  subjoin  the 
following  extract  from  the  article  above  mentioned: 

"  Sydney  Smith  has  exhibited  many  of  the  benefits 
of  America  to  the  world,  the  economy  of  her  govern- 
ment, the  simplicity  of  her  courts  of  law,  her  religious 
toleration,  the  absence  of  restrictions  on  tradesmen ; 
but  alas!  he  could  find  in  1820  no  American  literature, 
and  wrote  that  much  quoted  phrase, < Who  reads  an 
American  book  V  It  was  coupled  with  other  interrog- 
atories after  the  fashion  of  Englishmen,  which  time 
has  fully  answered.  Indeed,  some  of  the  answers,  as 
to  the  demand  for  statesmen  and  political  economy, 
have  resolved  themselves  into  questions  which  have 
yet  to  be  answered  by  the  other  side.  .  .  .  The 
question  of  an  American  literature,  in  the  right  sense 
of  the  word,  is  one  of  great  possibilities,  of  some  pro- 
bability, but  of  few  facts.  There  was  abundant  play- 
fulness in  Sydney  Smith  on  this  question,  as  on  all 
others,  and  he  did  amuse  himself  with  Joel  Barlow 
and  *  a  Mr.  Dwight,  who  wrote  some  poems,  and  his 
baptismal  name  was  Timothy.'  .  .  .  Sydney  sums 
up  his  view  of  the  matter  thus:  'Why  should  the 
Americans  write  books,  when  a  six  weeks'  passage 
brings  them  in  their  own  tongue,  our  sense,  science 
and  genius  in  bales  and  hogsheads?  Prairies,  steam- 
boats, grist-mills,  are  their  natural  objects  for  centuries 
to  come.1  " 

If,  then,  Mr.  Editor,  there  be  any  merit  in  the  au- 
thorship of  the  phrash  above  mentioned,  it  certainly 
belongs  to  the  Rev.  Sydney  Smith.  But  however  ap- 
propriate and  well-timed  it  may  have  been  twenty 
years  ago,  a  cursory  reader  of  the  English  magazines 
and  reviews  will  find  that  it  Is  a  question  which  has 


long  been  out  of  date,  even  in  Great  Britain.  Within 
a  few  years  past,  several  complimentary  and  highly 
favorable  reviews  of  original  American  works  have  ap- 
peared in  English  periodicals,  which  go  to  show  con- 
clusively, that  in  spite  of  their  prejudices  as  a  people 
against  this  young  republic,  a  sense  of  critical  justice 
has  drawn  forth  these  tributes  to  the  real  merits  of 
American  authors.  True,  the  satiric  pen  of  a  Dickens 
or  a  Marryatt  will  sometimes  find  scope  through  these 
channels  to  sneer  at  and  disparage  American  Nterarme; 
but  the  general  tone  of  the  acknowledged  standards  of 
British  criticism  is  evidently  grown  more  favorable  to- 
ward the  productions  of  our  countrymen;  and  as  the 
authors  of  both  countries  become  familiar  with  each 
other,  we  may  confidently  hope,  at  no  distant  day,  for 
a  better  state  of  feeling,  and  a  fraternal  acknowledge- 
ment, on  both'  sides,  of  a  common  interest  in  the  great 
republic  of  letters.  earners. 

We  have  another  article  on  the  Pine  Arts,  in  reply 
to  the  one  referred  to  at  the  commencement  of  the  pre- 
ceding communication,  which,  fearing  its  general  in- 
terest would  not  compensate  for  its  length,  we  have 
postponed  for  the  present. 

BONA-  FOR  SUMMER. 

BY  ARTHUR  MORRILL. 

Summer's  bright  hours, 
Sweet  season  of  flowers, 

Again  they  appear ; 
Away  with  all  sadness! 
'Tis  the  season  of  gladness — 

Bright  summer  is  here. 

'Tis  mom,  and  the  swallow 
Now  leaveth  his  hollow, 

And  hasteth  away 
O'er  hill  and  o'er  valley, 
His  companions  to  rally 

For  frolic  and  play. 

Going  and  coming, 
The  busy  bee's  humming 

Is  heard  on  the  lea, 
And  in  every  bower, 
Where  he  sippeth  the  flower- 
How  dainty  is  he. 

Up,  sluggard  1  why  slumber 
Away  hours  without  number — 

Sweetest  hours  of  the  day  1 
Soft  breezes  are  blowing 
Where  the  streamlet  is  flowing— 

Thither  hasten— away! 

Flowers  are  springing, 
Their  rich  odors  flinging 

Around,  far  and  near; 
The  song  of  the  maiden, 
With  sweet  garlands  laden, 

Saluteth  the  ear. 

Summer's  bright  hours, 
Sweet  season  of  flowers, 

Again  they  appear; 
Away  with  all  sadness! 
'Tis  the  season  for  gladness — 

Bright  summer  is  here. 
For  Ou  Rover— New  YorJc,  July,  1844. 
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TO  ONE  OF  OTHER  DAY8. 

E'en  though  there's  been  a  lapse  in  years 

Since  last  I  look'd  upon  thy  face, 
Oft  to  my  fancy  there  appears 

The  outline  of  thy  simple  grace ; 
Dim'd  as  it  is  by  time's  swift  flight, 

It  still  will  ever  bring  to  me 
A  glimmering  of  the  holy  light 

That  once  in  radiance  broke  from  thee. 

And  dearly  do  I  love  to  keep 

This  twilight  of  our  early  days 
That  comes  to  me  in  hours  of  sleep, 

When  back  to  thee  each  feeling  strays, 
And  paints  in  hues  by  memory  made, 

The  pictures  I've  so  often  dream'd, 
That  deep  within  my  heart  were  laid, 

Until  thine  eye  upon  them  beam'd. 

It  is  not  that  I  hope  to  win 

A  heart  that  now  is  dead  to  me, 
That  I  thus  cherish  "  what  has  been," 

And  dwell  on  what  "  can  never  be ;" 
But  'tis  that  when  my  thoughts  are  wild, 

And  passions  lure  my  heart  astray, 
I  may  but  catch  thy  look  so  mild, 

And  turn  me  to  the  better  way.         d.  r.  a. 
FVr  the  Rover—New  York,  July,  1814. 


MOUNT  VERNON, 
With,  tho  U.  S.  Frigate  Potomac  in  the  Distance. 

•KB   EHORAVIlia. 

In  the  years  1821—2—3  &  4  the  U.  S.  frigate  Poto- 
mac made  a  voyage  round  the  globe.  On  her  return, 
a  journal  of  the  voyage  was  published  iu  a  large  and 
elegant  volume  prepared  by  J.  N.  Reynolds,  Esq.  Our 
engraving  this  week  is  a  fine  view  of  Mount  Vernon 
with  the  surrounding  scenery,  and  the  ship  on  her 
way  down  the  river  to  commence  her  long  cruise. 

The  mansion,  says  Reynolds,  in  which  Washington 
resided  till  his  death  is  a  plain  edifice  of  wood,  cut  in 
imitation  of  freestone,  two  stories  high,  surmounted 
by  a  cupola,  and  ninety-six  feet  in  length,  with  a  por- 
tico in  the  rear,  overlooking  the  river,  extending  the 
whole  length  of  the  building.  The  central  part  of  this 
edifice  was  erected  by  Lawrence  Washington;  the 
two  wings  were  afterward  added  by  the  general,  who 
caused  the  ground  to  be  planted  and  beautified  in  the 
most  tasteful  manner. 

The  house  fronts  northwest,  looking  on  a  beautiful 
lawn  of  five  or  six  acres,  with  a  serpentine  walk  around 
it,  fringed  with  shrubbery  and  planted  with  poplars. 
The  tomb,  or  family  vault,  in  which  rests  the  hero's 
remains,  Is  about  two  hundred  yards  southwest  from 
the  house,  and  about  one  hundred  and  fifty  from  the 
river  bank  i  "  A  more  romantic  and  picturesque  site 
for  a  tomb,'1  says  a  late  writer,  "  can  scarcely  be  im- 
agined. Between  it  and  the  river  Potomac  is  a  curtain 
•of  forest-trees,  covering  the  steep  declivity  to  the 
water's  edge,  breaking  the  glare  of  the  prospect,  and 
yet  affording  glimpses  of  the  river  eves  when  the  foli- 
age is  thickest.  The  tomb  Is  surrounded  by  several 
Jacge  native  oaks,  which  axe  venerable  by  their  year*,; 
VotVMi  IIL-No  If. 


and  which  annually  strew  the  sepulchre  with  autum- 
nal leaves,  furnishing  the  most  appropriate  drapery  for 
such  a  place,  and  giving  a  still  deeper  impression  to 
the  memento  mori.  Interspersed  among  the  rocks,  and 
over-hanging  the  tomb,  is  a  copse  of  red  cedar ;  but 
whether  native  or  transplanted  is  not  stated.  Its  ever- 
green boughs  present  a  fine  contrast  t©  the  hoary  and 
leafless  branches  of  the  oak ;  and  while  the  deciduous 
foliage  of  the  latter  indicates  the  decay  of  the  body,  the 
eternal  verdure  of  the  former  furnishes  a  beautiful  em- 
blem of  the  immortal  spirit." 


LAST  CRUISE  OF  THE  WASP. 

BY  J.  B.  DOW. 

w  The  wind  that  rings  along  the  wave, 
The  clear,  unshadowed  sun, 

Are  torch  and  trumpet  to  the  brave, 
Whose  last  green  wreath  is  won." 


"  The  gnashing  billows  heaved  and  fell, 

Wild  shrieked  the  midnight  gale, 
Far,  far  beneath  the  morning  swell, 
Sunk  pennon,  spar  and  sail." — Holmes. 

It  was  a  lovely  evening  in  midsummer,  In  the  year 
1814,  when  a  sloop  of  war  appeared  off  the  chops  of  the 
English  Channel,  and  stood  in  toward  the  silent  shore 
of  Cornwall.  The  gentle  breeze  from  the  ocean  now 
sighed  through  the  neatly  fit  rigging  of  the  belligerent 
stranger,  and  the  faint  ripple  at  her  bows  gave  evidence 
that  she  was  slowly  gliding  ahead.  The  waves  seem- 
ed to  creep  in  long  unbroken  swells  before  her,  and 
the  lingering  glow  of  sunset,  as  it  glanced  from  sum- 
mit to  dark  green  summit,  seemed  like  the  smile  of 
dying  day  upon  the  rolling  praties  of  Illinois. 

Her  light  sails,  from  sky  to  water-sail,  swelled  beau- 
tifully to  the  rising  shores  of  merry  England,  and  the 
starry  ensign  of  the  free  streamed  gallantly  over  her 
quarter  deck.  Her  ports  were  shut  in— a  silence  equal 
to  that  of  a  forsaken  bark  reigned  throughout  her  halls 
of  thunder,  while  a  solitary  battle-lantern  gleamed  at 
the  cabin  door.  The  tread  of  the  orderly  on  duty, 
alone  gave  evidence  that  the  gallant  vessel  was  not  a 
spectre-ship— "some  galleon  freighted  with  the  dead." 
Hour  after  hour  lazily  rolled  away.  The  land  now  be- 
gan to  grow  more  distinct,  while  the  haze  of  morning 
settled  deeper  upon  the  shadowed  water.  At  4  A.  M., 
a  bright  flash  appeared  where  the  shade  of  the  land 
and  the  moon-lit  billow  mingled  together,  and  then 
one  after  another  the  gleaming  sails  of  a  ship  of  war 
hove  in  sight. 

"  Beat  to  quarters  1"  thundered  the  commander  of 
the  American  vessel,  and  as  quick  as  thought  the  si- 
lence of  the  quiet  ship  was  broken  by  the  shrill  notes 
of  the  fife— the  tapping  of  the  drum— the  tricing  up  of 
ports— the  rattling  of  cannon-shot  in  the  racks,  and 
the  running  out  of  heavy  pieces  of  ordnance. 

The  chase  now  showed  English  colors,  turned  swift- 
ly upon  his  heel  and  ran  up  the  private  signal  of  the 
channel  fleet. 

"  Shew  them  the  stars  1"  cried  the  immortal  Btaka- 
ly.    "Forecastle,  there!" 

"  Ay,  ay  1"  replied  the  master's  i 
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"  Are  you  all  ready  with  the  low  gun?" 

"All  ready,  sir." 

"  Luff,  quarter-ma9ter." 

"  Luff  it  is,"  said  the  old  salt  at  the  helm. 

The  sloop  yawed  gracefully  at  the  command  of  the 
trumpet,  and  displayed  her  ensign,  which  had  been 
hidden  by  the  mountain  of  canvas  that  towered  before 
it.  A  heavy  roar  followed  a  volume  of  fire  and  wooly 
smoke  from  the  American  vessel's  bows,  and  then  a 
sharp  crackling  sound,  from  the  chase,  as  though  a 
heavy  body  had  fallen  from  a  great  height  upon  a  thin 
lattice  of  laths,  and  had  passed  through  it,  accompa- 
nied by  a  cry  of  agony  that  echoed  fearfully  over  the 
still  waters— told  but  too  plainly  that  the  work  of 
bloody  death  had  commenced. 

11  They  have  felt  the  sting  of  the  Wasp,"  cried  the 
American  captain,  as  he  scanned  the  chase  through 
his  night-glass.  "  Steady  your  helm,  quarter  master; 
this  is  but  the  opening  of  the  ball." 

"  Steady,  so,"  answered  the  attentive  gunner  at  the 
wheel.    And  the  gallant  sloop  was  as  silent  as  before. 

"And  still  the  sails  made  on 
A  pleasant  noise  till  noon, 
A  noise  like  of  a  hidden  brook 
In  the  leafy  month  of  June, 
That  to  the  leafy  woods  all  night 
Singeih  a  pleasant  tune." 

At  fifteen  minutes  past  one,  P.  M.f  the  Wasp  tacked 
— the  stranger  also  tacked  to  preserve  the  weather- 
gage.  At  three,  P.  M.,  the  enemy  bore  down  on  the 
Wasp's  weather  quarter,  answered  her  cannon  of  defi- 
ance, and  stood  gallantly  down  to  close.  When  with- 
in sixty  yards  of  the  American,  the  chase  fired  a  shift- 
ing 'gun  from  his  top-gallant  forecastle,  and  repeated 
the  same  unwelcome  salute  for  several  minutes.  The 
destructive  fire  was  borne  without  a  murmur  by  the 
Wasp,  which  vessel  could  not  bring  a  gun  to  bear  up- 
on her  antagonist.  A  favorable  moment  had  now  ar- 
rived. 

"Put  your  helm  hard  down !"  shouted  Blakely  from 
the  quarter*  deck. 

In  a  moment  the  broadside  of  his  vessel  began  to 
show  its  teeth  to  the  enemy,  and  soon  the  stranger  re- 
ceived his  former  double-shotted  saluto  with  interest. 

" Haul  up  the  mainsail!"  thundered  the  deck  trum- 
pet. 

The  order  had  hardly  died  away  before  the  heavy 
sail  hung  in  festoons  upon  the  main  yard.  The  fire 
of  the  Wasp  now  became  dreadful— -every  shot  told ; 
and  feeling  that  any  risk  was  safer  than  the  one  he  was 
then  running,  the  captain  of  the  British  cruiser,  at 
forty  minutes  past  three,  ran  the  Wasp  aboard  on  the 
starboard  quarter,  his  larboard  bow  coming  foul.  The 
English  commander  now  uttered  the  magic  command 
— "  Boarders,  away  !"  and  placing  himself  at  the  head 
of  his  crew,  endeavored  to  carry  the  deck  of  his  anta- 
gonist. Three  times  in  succession  the  attempt  was 
made,  and  three  times  the  Americans  drove  the  assail- 
ants back  with  great  slaughter.  At  the  third  rush 
the  gallant  captain  of  the  enemy  fell  from  the  Wasp's 
roizzin  rigging,  while  in  the  act  of  flourishing  hip 
sword— two  bullets  had  pierced  his  brain,  and  he  wa? 
dead  ere  he  touched  the  deck.  At  forty  f>ur  minuter 
past  three,  Captain  Blakely  gave  the  order  to  board  in 
return.  The  American  seamen  now  started  en  morse 
— bounded  over  the  hammock  nettings  at  the  eneiit) 
like  a  living  torrent}  and  in  una  minute,  amid  the 


clashing  of  catLisscs,  the  sharp  reports  of  boarding 
pi9tol9,  the  groans  of  the  dying  and  the  wounded,  were 
masters  of  the  foe.  As  the  sword  of  the  dying  Man- 
ners was  laid  upon  the  capstan,  the  flag  of  the  Britain 
dropped  suddenly  upon  the  bloody  deck  of  the  Rein- 
deer :  and  ere  the  spectator  could  mark  the  movement, 
the  banner  of  freedom  floated  triumphantly  in  its 
place. 

The  Reindeer  was  an  18  gun  sloop  of  war  and  had 
a  complement  of  118  souls.  She  had  25  killed  and  4Z 
wounded ;  while  the  Wasp  had  only  5  killed  and  22 
wounded. 

After  burning  his  shattered  prize,  the  victorious* 
Blakely  shaped  his  course  for  L'Orient,  where  he  ar- 
rived on  the  8th  day  of  July,  with  his  ensign  waving 
above  the  tattered  flag  of  England,  and  his  vessel 
crowded  with  prisoners  of  war. 

On  the  27th  of  August,  having  undergone  a  thorough 
repair,  the  Wasp  dropped  down  to  the  outer  anchorage, 
and  departed  from  the  shores  of  France.  Having 
made  a  few  prizes,  she  stood  farther  out  to  sea,  and  on 
the  morning  of  the  first  of  September,  found  herself 
in  the  midst  of  a  fleet  of  merchantmen,  under  convoy 
of  the  Armada,  seventy-four. 

With  his  accustomed  skill  and  gallantry,  Captain 
Blakely  now  beat  to  quarters,  and  dashed  in  amid  the 
unsuspecting  fleet.  A  vessel  loaded  with  guns  and 
military  stores  was  soon  captured,  and  while  the  board- 
ing officer  was  busily  engaged  with  another,  the  se- 
venty-four came  down  upon  the  wind  and  stopped  the 
havoc,  with  her  deadly  thunder. 

Evening  now  crept  in  long  and  dusky  shadows  along 
the  silent  waters,  and  the  lookout  man  from  his  airy 
height  watched  with  eager  eyes  the  horizon  around. 
The  cry  of  "  Sail  O !"  now  roused  the  officers  from 
their  evening  meal.  Busy  feet  now  echoed  along  the 
cleared  decks,  and  the  shot-racks  received  a  iurther 
supply  of  iron  messengers  of  death,  while  the  active 
powder  boy  stood  with  a  spare  cartridge  in  his  leathern 
passing  box  beside  his  gun.  Four  sail  now  hove  in 
sight,  but  the  nearest  one  seeming  most  like  a  man  of 
war,  the  Wasp  ran  down  to  speak  her. 

At  seven,  P.  M.  the  chase  began  to  signalize  the 
8 1 ranger.  Flags,  lanterns,  rockets  and  guns,  waved, 
shone,  roared  and  blazed  in  quick  succession — but  the 
Wasp  made  no  return. 

At  twenty  minutes  past  nine,  the  chase,  was  on  her 
lee  bow  within  hail.  A  heavy  eighteen  now  hurled 
its  deaih  dealing  into  the  enemy's  bridle  port,  and 
swept  his  deck  fore  and  aft.  The  shot  was  promptly 
returned  by  the  chase;  when  Blakely  ran  under  his 
lee,  fearful  lest  he  might  escape;  the  wind  blowing 
ten  knots.  Having  reached  the  desired  position,  the 
gallant  little  Wasp  poured  in  a  broadside  which  rattled 
the  enemy's  spars  and  rigging  about  his  ears,  convin- 
cing him  of  the  true  character  of  the  stranger.  It 
was  now  9  o'clock  at  night.  Darkness  rested  upon 
the  ocean  save  when  illuminated  by  the  bright  flashes 
of  musketry  j  and  the  heavy  roar  of  cannon  died  away 
amid  the  din  of  the  swelling  waves.  Furious  was  the 
fire  of  the  Wasp,  and  warm  was  the  return  made  by 
the  enemy.  It  was  almost  impossible  to  tell  the  offi- 
cers from  the  men  amid  the  smoke  and  darkness  of 
the  hour;  and  the  seamen  slipped  upon  the  bloody 
decks  as  they  ran  out  the  long  eighiems.  The  wind 
howled  mournfully  through  the  ringing — the  vessels 
plunged  heavily  along  the  agittted  deep.  As  they 
came  up  upon  the  top  of  corresponding  waves,  the 
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practised  gunners  fired,  and  when  they  rose  again  be- 
held the  damage  they  had  done. 

For  one  hour  this  terrible  conflict  was  kept  up  with 
unmitigated  fierceness.  At  ten  the  enemy's  fire  ceas- 
ed, and  Captain  Blakely  leaning  over  the  quarter,  hail- 
ed them  in  a  voice  louder  than  the  roaring  ocean— 
11  Have  you  surrendered  V*  No  human  voice  replied— 
but  a  few  long  eighteens  thundered  back  the  emphatic 
"  No  1"  A  fresh  broadside  was  now  poured  into  the 
enemy,  and  as  the  fire  was  not  returned,  BlakeJy  hail- 
ed a  second  time ;  "  Have  you  struck  7"  A  faint  "  Ay, 
ay,"  now  came  over  the  waters,  and  a  boat  was  at 
once  lowered  to  take  possession  of  the  prize.  As  the 
cotter  touched  the  waves,  the  look-out  man  cried, 
"  Sail  O !  close  aboard !"  The  smoke  having  blown 
away,  another  vessel  was  seen  nearing  the  Wasp. 
The  cutter  was  therefore  run  up  to  the  davits,  and  the 
crew  sent  again  to  their  guns. 

The  Wasp  was  now  in  readiness  to  receive  the  se- 
cond antagonist  ;  but  two  more  sails  heaving  in  sight 
astern,  the  conqueror  was  forced  to  leave  his  shattered 
prize.  The  helm  of  the  Wasp  was  therefore  put  up, 
and  the  ship  ran  off  free,  in  order  to  repair  her  rigging 
and  to  draw  the  nearest  vessel  of  the  enemy  away 
from  his  consorts. 

The  second  stranger  continued  in  chase  of  the  Wasp 
until  he  got  quite  near,  when  he  shot  across  her  stern, 
gave  her  a  parting  broadside,  and  beat  up  toward  his 
consort,  whose  signal  guns  of  distress  now  echoed  in 
melancholy  murmurs  along  the  midnight  deep.  The 
Wasp  left  her  prize  in  such  haste,  as  to  be  ignorant  of 
bis  name  and  force.  When  the  sea  gives  up  its  dead, 
and  the  crew  of  the  Avon  and  the  little  band  of  Blake- 
ly shall  muster  together  at  the  final  judgment,  then, 
and  then  only,  shall  the  conqueror  know  his  vanquish- 
ed foe. 

The  Wasp  was  soon  lost  amid  the  darkness  of  the 
night,  while  the  Castilian,  the  vessel  that  came  to  the 
assistance  of  the  enemy  and  its  consorts,  hovered 
around  the  wreck  of  the  piize,  and  endeavored  to  save 
the  crew. 

As  the  morning  watch  was  called,  the  Avon  gave  a 
sudden  roll  to  leeward,  then  settling  swiftly  by  the 
stern,  she  sank  with  a  gurgling  sound,  while  her  dead 
men  floated  in  ghastly  and  bloody  forms  upon  the 
summer  sea.  With  heavy  hearts  the  English  cruisers 
lowered  their  ensigns  half  mast,  and  left  the  ocean 
tomb  of  their  sister,  firing  minute  guns,  in  memory  of 
the  brave. 

Having  repaired  her  damages,  which  were  princi- 
pally in  spars  and  rigging,  the  Wasp  continued  her 
cruise  to  the  westward,  and  on  the  12th  of  September 
fell  in  with  and  took  the  brig  Three  Brothers.  After 
scuttling  her,  she  overhauled  and  took  the  brig  Bac- 
chus. This  vessel  she  soon  sent  to  a  final  resting 
place  in  cold  water.  As  she  neared  the  Western  Is- 
land, an  armed  brig  hove  in  sight.  Crowding  on  all 
sail,  the  gallant  Blakely  fired  a  shot  across  her  bows, 
and  received  her  descending  flag  as  a  token  of  sub- 
mission. This  vessel  proved  to  be  the  Atalanta,  of  8 
pins  and  39  men.  Midshipman  Daniel  Geiecnger, 
now  a  post  captain  in  the  service,  was  put  on  board  as 
her  prize-master,  and  as  the  prize  slowly  parted  from 
the  conqueror  at  the  dim  hour  of  evening,  the  prize- 
master  and  his  crew  were  the  last  Americans  who  be 
held  the  Wasp  and  her  gallant  band,  and  lived  to  tell 
the  tale. 

On  the  9th  October  following,  the  Swedish  brig 


Adonis,  from  Rio,  bound  to  Falmouth,  was  boarded  by 
the  Wasp,  in  latitude  13  degrees  35  minutes,  north, 
longitude  30  degrees  10  minutes  west,  and  two  pas- 
sengers, Lieutenant  M'Knight,  and  master's  mate  Ly- 
man, late  of  the  gallant  Essex,  were  taken  from  her. 
The  Swede  then  pursued  his  course,  while  the  Ameri- 
can cruiser  continued  to  the  southward  under  easy 
sail.  At  four,  P.  M.,  her  top  soils  dipped  in  the  South- 
ern ocean — and  when  the  sun  set  she  was  seen  no 
more. 

Of  the  final  end  of  the  Wasp,  rumor  has  been  bnsy 
with  her  thousand  tongues.  At  one  lime  she  was  said 
to  have  been  lost  upon  the  desolate  coast  of  Africa, 
while  her  hardy  seamen  battled  with  the  Arabs  of  the 
desert.  At  another  time  6he  was  said  to  have  been 
sunk  in  a  gale  of  wind  off  the  Spanish  shore,  after  an 
action  with  an  Englsh  frigate.  At  one  time  she  was 
supposed  to  have  been  lost  in  the  ocean,  alone.  At 
another  blown  up  by  the  accidental  ignition  of  her 
magazine.  History  being  silent  upon  the  subject,  the 
pen  of  imagination  must  trace  her  last  moments. 

It  was  an  awful  night  in  the  South  Atlantic ;  tha 
waves  leapt  in  mighty  masses,  like  spectre  knights  in 
dusky  armor,  upon  their  coal  black  steeds ;  and  their 
fire- tipped  crests,  like  the  crimson  plumes  of  hell's 
battalion,  played  with  the  clouds  and  fluttered  in  the 
breeze.  Loud  rolled  the  thunder  of  Heaven,  and 
around  the  horizon  the  lightning-like  tongues  of  a 
thousand  adderB  forked  in  air,  or  wreathed  around  the 
magazines  of  hail  that  reared  their  Dale  blue  bodies 
upon  the  bosom  of  the  storm.  The  wind  swept  in  one 
unbroken  howl,  and  the  din  of  dashing  water  com- 
pleted the  dreadful  music  of  the  elementary  war. 

The  sails  of  the  mariner's  bark  were  nowhere  to  be 
seen.  It  seemed  as  though  man  had  left  the  ocean 
in  its  majesty  to  its  God,  while  the  clouds  and  dark- 
ness, the  whirlwind  and  the  water  spout,  the  light- 
ning and  the  deep  mouthed  thunder,  gave  terrific  evi- 
dence of  the  Creator.  But  hark  !  A  cannon  faintly 
echoes !  A  pale,  sepulchral  light  faintly  glares  upon 
the  deep — and  now,  wiih  the  velocity  of  a  wounded 
whale,  a  sloop  of  war  with  her  spars  twisted  and  bro- 
ken, her  bulwarks  partly  carried  away,  and  her"rudder 
gone,  comes  down  before  the  wind.  She  falls  off  from 
her  course ;  now  she  buries  her  head  in  foam,  and 
now  her  stern  seems  fast  disappearing  in  the  awful 
hollow  of  the  deep.  §ea  after  sea  rolls  over  her  lum- 
bered deck,  and  the  seamen  lashed  to  her  sides  seem 
waiting  the  hour  of  near  destruction.  The  commander 
at  the  wheel  with  his  brazen  trumpet  is  silent.  His 
bright  eye  flashes,  like  that  of  a  chained  eagle,  as  he 
scans  the  face  of  the  deep.  A  few  hours  more,  and  the 
vessel  must  founder  at  sea.  Her  banner  still  floats  in 
ribbands  at  her  peak ;  a  faint  light  gleams  from  her 
starboard  binnacle,  and  the  signal  bell  tolls  sadly  as 
the  vessel  is  thrown  from  broadside  to  broad  bide  upon 
the  sidelong  waves. 

The  storm  abates !  The  fierceness  of  the  blast  is 
gone!  The  sea  rolls  in  gentler  billows,  and  the* 
Heavens  shower  darkness  instead  of  forked  fire.  A 
temporary  rudder  is  rigged :  a  storm  staysail  is  set  r 
the  wreck  of  spars  is  cleared  away,  and  the  jib  and  jib- 
boom  are  cut  adrift  together.  The  rolling  guns  are 
choked  with  hammocks  from  the  nettings,  and  the 
ports  are  closed. 

"Ha,  my  brave  fe'lows,"  thundered  the  commander, 
"we  are  safe,  Rally,  Tilllnghast  and  Baury,  nobly 
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have  you  stood  the  test  of  this  war  of  nature.  All 
hands  save  ship !" 

"All  hands,"  shout  the  first  Lieutenant. 

"  Tumble  up,  tumble  up,"  cries  the  boatswain's  mate 
below. 

And  now  the  weary  crew  are  upon  the  deck.  Those 
who  are  lashed,  cut  their  seizing  as  if  by  magic. 
Grasping  axes,  the  officers  spring  to  the  top  and  work 
with  the  undaunted  men.  The  shattered  topmasts  are 
replaced,  new  sails  are  bent,  and  already  the  distressed 
bark  begins  to  wear  the  appearance  of  a  ship  of  war. 
But,  hark!  from  the  northwest  a  rushing  sound  is 
heard !  A  bright  bow  rears  itself  from  the  edge  of  the 
horizon !  And  from  the  centre  of  that  arch  of  fire,  a 
flash  of  lightning,  followed  by  an  instantaneous  crash, 
blinds  the  eyes  of  the  anxious  leader  and  his  busy 
crew.  In  a  moment  more  the  fierce  norther  strikes 
the  ship  aback ;  from  the  top  of  a  giant  billow  it  hurls 
her  down.  A  huge  abyss  yawns  to  receive  her— and 
with  her  mainmast  blazing  with  the  lightning's  fire, 
and  her  tattered  stars  gleaming  in  the  lurid  glare, 
down,  down  to  the  ocean  sepulchre  sinks  the  gallant 
Wasp,  with  her  Immortal  Blakely  and  his  Match- 
Lxss  Chew. 


LAY  OF  THE  LUNATIC. 

BT  CAROLINE  M.  SAWYER. 

Pallid  queen  of  silent  evening — 

Empress  of  the  sky, 
Gazing  down  in  silent  beauty 

From  thy  throne  on  high- 
Fairer  than  aught  else  created 

Art  thou  to  mine  eye ! 

Softly  now  thy  lonely  shimmer 

O'er  the  plain  is  cast, 
Where  the  trees,  like  spectres,  swaying 

In  the  sighing  blast, 
Point  their  dark  and  formless  shadows 

Ever  to  the  past ! 

To  my  spirit  strange  it  seemeth, 

As  I  gaze  on  thee, 
That  dim,  haunting  shapes  and  visions 

Come  so  oft  to  me ; 
Like  pale,  gliding  spectres  rising 

From  Oblivion's  sea  1 

Oft  times  when  thy  beams  are  sleeping 

On  the  silent  hill, 
And  I  steal  away,  to  wander 

By  the  glancing  rill, 
Till  its  soft,  low,  liquid  murmur 

Ail  my  spirit  fill, 

Moves  a  pale  form  ever  by  me 

With  a  noiseless  tread, 
And  her  long,  fair  tresses  hanging 

Motionless  and  dead, 
And  a  veil  of  shining  silver 

Drooping  round  her  head ! 

Bat  why  gazes  she  thus  on  met 

With  her  cold  blue  eyes, 
Till  the  words  I  strive  to  utter 

Melt  away  in  sighs, 
And  with  strange,  fond  yearnings  in  me, 

All  my  spirit  dies  1 


Why,  too,  as  I  strive  to  fold  her 

In  my  eager  clasp, 
Doth  an  unsubstantial  shadow 

Only  meet  my  grasp, 
While  a  shivering  awe  creeps  o'er  me, 

And  my  pale  lips  gasp  ? 

Wherefore,  then,  with  fearful  laughter 

Doth  the  plain  resound, 
And  a  crowd  of  gibbering  faces 

Hem  me  all  around, 
Till  I  reel,  and  faint  and  falter, 

To  the  dewy  ground  1 

It  is  said  that  vagrant  spirits, 

Frequent,  'neath  thy  ray, 
Come  in  strange,  mad  sport  to  gambol 

All  the  night  away, 
Vexing,  with  fantastic  tortures, 

Helpless  sons  of  clay  t 

Is  it  sol    Oh,  stretch  thine  aegis 

My  scared  sight  before!— 
Bid  the  cold-eyed  lady  leave  me, 

And  return  no  more, 
Lest  yon  gathering  cloud  of  madness 

Wrap  me  evermore ! 
For  the  Rover— New  York,  July,  1844. 


TOO  HANDSOME  FOR  ANYTHING. 

BT  E.  L.  BULWKR. 

Ms.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy  was  one  of  those  models 
of  perfection  of  which  a  human  father  and  mother  can. 
produce  but  a  single  example — Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy 
was  therefore  an  only  son.  He  was  such  an  amazing 
favorite  with  both  parents  that  they  resolved  to  ruin 
him ;  accordingly,  he  was  exceedingly  spoiled,  never 
annoyed  by  the  sight  of  a  book,  and  had  as  much 
plumcake  as  he  could  eat.  Happy  would  it  have  been 
for  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy  could  he  have  always  eaten 
plum-cake  and  remained  a  child.  "  Never,"  says  the 
Greek  tragedian,  "  reckon  a  mortal  happy  till  you  have 
witnessed  his  end."  A  most  beautiful  creature  was 
Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy !  Such  eyes— such  hair— such 
teeth— such  a  Ggure — such  manners,  too— and  each 
an  irresistible  way  of  tying  his  neckcloth!  When  he 
was  apout  sixteen,  a  crabbed  old  uncle  represented  to 
his  parents  the  propriety  of  teaching  Mr.  Ferdinand 
Fitzroy  to  read  and  write.  Though  not  without  some 
difficulty",  he  convinced  them  ;  for  he  was  exceedingly 
rich,  and  riches  in  an  uncle  are  wonderful  arguments 
respecting  the  uurture  of  a  nephew  whose  parents  have 
nothing  to  leave  him.  So  our  hero  was  sent  to  schooL 
He  was  naturally  (I  am  not  joking  now)  a  very  sharp, 
clever  boy ;  and  he  came  on  surprizingly  in  his  learn- 
ing. The  schoolmaster's  wife  liked  handsome  chil- 
dren. "What  a  genius  will  Master  Ferdinand  Fitz- 
roy be,  if  you  take  pains  with  him  1"  said  she  to  her 
husband. 

"Pooh,  my  dear,  it  is  of  no  use  to  take  pains  with 
him.1* 

"And  why,  love?" 

"  Because  he  is  a  great  deal  too  handsome  ever  to  be 
a  scholar." 

"  And  that's  true  enough,  my  dear !"  said  the  school- 
Blaster's  wife. 

So,  because  he  was  too  handsome  to  be  a  scholar 
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Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy  remained  the  lag  of  the  fourth 
form! 

They  took  our  hero  from  school.  "  Whit  profession 
shall  he  follow  V  said  his  mother. 

"My  first  cousin  is  the  Lord  Chancellor,"  said  his 
father,  "  let  him  go  to  the  bar." 

The  Lord  Chancellor  dined  there  that  day :  Mr.  Fer- 
dinand Fitzroy  was  introduced  to  him ;  his  Lordship 
taas  a  little,  rough-faced,  beetle-browed,  hard-featured 
man,  who  thought  beauty  and  idleness  the  same  thing 
— and  a  parchment  skin  the  legitimate  complexion  for 
a  lawyer. 

"  Send  him  to  the  bar !"  said  he ;  "no,  no,  that  will 
never  do !  Send  him  into  the  army;  he  is  much  too 
handsome  to  become  a  lawyer." 

"  And  that's  true  enough,  my  Lord !"  said  the  mo- 
ther. So  they  bought  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy  a  cornet- 
cy  in  the Regiment  of  Dragoons. 

Things  are  not  learned  by  inspiration.  Mr.  Ferdi- 
nand Fitzroy  had  never  ridden  at  school,  except  when 
he  was  hoisted ;  he  was,  therefore,  a  very  indifferent 
horseman;  they  sent  him  to  the  riding- school,  and 
every  body  laughed  at  him. 

"He  is  a  d d  ass  !"  said  Cornet  Horsephiz,  who 

was  very  ugly;  "A  horrid  puppy!"  said  Lieutenant 
St.  Squ intern,  who  was  still  uglier ;  "  If  he  does  not 
ride  better,  he  will  disgrace  the  regiment !"  said  Cap- 
tain Rival  hate,  who  was  very  good-looking;  "If  he 
does  not  ride  better,  we  will  cut  him  !"  said  Colonel 
Everdrill,  who  was  a  wonderful  martinet ;  "  I  say,  Mr. 
Bumpemwell  (to  the  riding-master,)  make  that  young- 
ster ride  less  like  a  miller's  sack." 

"  Pooh,  sir,  he  will  never  ride  better." 

"  And  why  the  d 1  will  he  not  1 " 

"  Bless  you,  Colonel  he  is  a  great  deal  too  handsome 
for  a  cavalry  officer !" 

"  True !"  said  Cornet  Horsephiz. 

"Very  true!"  said  Lieutenant  St.  Squintem. 

"  We  must  cut  him  !"  said  the  Colonel. 

And  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy  was  accordingly  cut. 

Our  hero  was  a  youth  of  susceptibility— he  quitted 

the Regiment,  and  challenged  the  Colonel.    The 

Colonel  was  killed ! 

14  What  a  terrible  blackguard  is  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitz- 
roy 1"  said  the  Colonel's  relations. 

"  Very  true  !"  said  the  world. 

"  The  parents  were  in  despair !  They  were  not  rich 
hut  our  hero  was  an  only  son,  and  they  sponged  hard 
upon  the  crabbed  old  uncle. 

"He  is  very  clever,"  said  they  both,  "and  may  do 
yet." 

So  they  borrowed  some  thousands  from  the  uncle, 
and  bought  his  beautiful  nephew  a  seat  in  Parliament. 

Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy  was  ambitious,  and  desirous 
of  retrieving  his  character.  He  fagged  like  a  dragon 
— conned  pamphlets  and  reviews—got  Ricardo  by  heart 
— and  made  notes  on  the  English  constitution. 

He  rose  to  speak. 

"What  a  handsome  fellow !"  whispered  one  mem- 
ber. 

"Ah,  a  coxcomb  !"  said  another. 

"Never  do  for  a  speaker !"  said  a  third,  very  audibly. 

And  the  gentlemen  on  the  opposite  benches  sneered 
and  heared !  Impudence  is  only  Indigenous  in  Milesia, 
and  an  orator  is  not  made  in  a  day.  Discouraged  by 
his  reception,  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy  grew  a  little  em- 
barrassed. 

"Told  you  so  1"  said  one  of  bis  neighbors. 


"  Fairly  broke  down  1"  said  another. 
"Too  fond  of  his  hair  to  have  anything  in  his  head," 
said  a  third,  who  was  considered  a  wit. 

"  Hear,  hear!"  cried  the  gentlemen  on  the  opposite 
benches. 

Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy  sat  down— he  had  not  shone; 
but  in  justice,  he  had  not  failed.  Many  a  first- rata 
speaker  had  begun  worse ;  and  many  a  country  mem- 
ber had  been  declared  a  phoenix  of  promise  upon  half 
his  merit. 

Not  so  thought  the  hero  of  the  corn  laws. 

"  Your  Adonises  never  make  orators !"  said  a  crack 
speaker  with  a  wry  nose. 

"  Nor  men  of  business  either,"  added  the  chairman 
of  a  committee  with  a  face  like  a  kangaroo's. 

"  Poor  devil !"  said  the  civilest  of  the  set.  "  He'a 
a  deused  deal  too  handsome  for  a  speaker !  By  Jove, 
he  is  going  to  speak  again— this  will  never  do ;  we  must 
cough  him  down !" 

And  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy  was  accordingly  cough* 
ed  down. 

Our  hero  was  now  seven  or  eight-and- twenty,  hand- 
somer than  ever,  and  the  admiration  of  all  the  young 
ladies  at  Almack's. 

"  We  have  nothing  to  leave  you,"  said  the  parents, 
who  had  long  spent  their  fortune,  and  now  lived  on 
the  credit  of  having  once  enjoyed  it.  "  You  are  tha 
handsomest  man  in  London ;  you  must  marry  an  heir- 
ess." 

"I  will,"  said  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy. 

Miss  Helen  Convolvulus  was  a  charming  young 
lady,  with  a  hare- Up  and  six  thousand  a-year.  To> 
Miss  Helen  Convolvulus  then  our  hero  paid  his  ad- 
dresses. 

Heavens  !  what  an  uproar  her  relations  made  about 
the  matter.  "Easy  to  see  his  intentions,"  said  one; 
"  a  handsome  fortune-hunter,  who  wants  to  make  tha 
best  of  his  person !"  "Handsome  is  that  handsoma 
does,"  says  another;  "he  was  turned  out  of  the  army, 
and  murdered  his  Colonel!"  "Never  marry  a  beau- 
ty," said  a  third  ;  "  he  can  admire  none  but  himself.** 
"Will  have  so  many  mistresses,"  said  a  fourth; 
"  Make  you  perpetually  jealous,"  said  a  fifth  ;  "  Spend 
your  fortune,"  said  a  sixth ;  "  And  break  your  heart,**, 
said  a  seventh. 

Miss  Helen  Convolvulus  was  prudent  and  wary. 
She  saw  a  great  deal  of  justice  in  what  was  said  ;  and 
was  sufficiently  contented  with  liberty  and  six  thou* 
sand  a  year,  not  to  be  highly  impatient  for  a  husband; 
but  our  heroine  had  no  aversion  to  a  lover ;  especially 
to  so  handsome  a  lover  as  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy. 
Accordingly  she  neither  accepted  nor  discarded  htm  ; 
but  kept  him  on  hope,  and  suffered  him  to  get  into  debt 
with  his  tailor,  and  his  coach-maker,  on  the  strength 
of  becoming  Mr.  Fitzroy  Convolvulus.  Time  went 
on,  and  excuses  and  delays  were  easily  found ;  how- 
ever, our  hero  was  sanguine,  and  so  were  his  parents. 
A  breakfast  at  Chiswick  and  a  putrid  fever  carried  off 
ihe  latter,  within  one  week  of  each  other ;  but  not  till 
they  had  blessed  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy,  and  rejoiced 
that  they  had  left  him  so  well  provided  for. 

Now,  then,  our  hero  depended  solely  upon  the  crab- 
bed old  uncle  and  Miss  Helen  Convolvulus ;  the  for- 
mer though  a  baronet  and  a  satirist,  was  a  banker  and 
a  man  of  business:  he  looked  very  distastefully  at 
the  Hyperian  curls  and  white  teeth  of  Mr.  Ferdinand 
Fitzroy.  * 
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"If  I  make  you  my  heir,"  said  he,  "1  expect  you 
Will  continue  the  bank." 

"  Certainly,  sir !"  said  the  nephew. 

"Humph !"  grunted  the  uncle,  "a  pretty  fellow  for 
banker!" 

Debtors  grew  pressing  to  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fltzroy, 
and  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy  grew  pressing  to  Miss  He- 
len Convolvulus.  "  It  is  a  dangerous  thing,"  said  she, 
timidly,  "  to  marry  a  man  so  admired,  will  you  always 
be  faithful'*" 

"By  heaven  !  "cried  the  lover— 

"Heigho!"  sighed  Miss  Helen  Convolvulus,  and 
Lord  Rufus  Pumilion  entering,  the  conversation  was 
changed. 

But  the  day  of  (he  marriage  was  fixed ;  and  Mr. 
Ferdinand  Fitzroy  bought  a  new  curricle.  By  Apollo, 
how  handsome  he  looked  in  It!  A  month  before  the 
wedding  day  the  uncle  died.  Miss  Helen  Convolvulus 
was  quite  tender  in  her  condolences — "  Cheer  up,  my 
Ferdinand,"  said  she,  "for  your  sake,  I  have  discard- 
ed Lord  Rufus  Pumilion !" 

"Adorable  condescension!"  cried  our  hero;  "but 
Lord  Rufus  Pumilion  is  only  four  feet  two,  and  has  hair 
like  a  peony." 

"  All  men  are  not  so  handsome  as  Mr.  Ferdinand 
Fitzroy !"  was  the  reply. 

Away  goes  our  hero,  to  be  present  at  the  opening  of 
his  uncle's  will. 

"  I  leave,"  said  the  testator,  (who,  I  have  before  said, 
was  a  bit  of  a  satirist,)  "my  share  of  the  bank,  and 
the  whole  of  my  fortune,  legacies  excepted,  to"— 
(here  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy  wiped  his  beautiful  eyes 
with  a  cambric  handkerchief,  exquisitely  brodt)  "  my 
natural  son,  John  Spriggs,  an  industrious,  pains-ta- 
king youth,  who  will  do  credit  to  the  bank.  I  did  once 
intend  to  have  made  my  nephew  Ferdinand  my  heir; 
but  so  curling  a  head  can  have  no  talent  for  accounts. 
I  want  my  successor  to  be  a  man  of  business,  not 
beauty ;  and  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy  is  a  great  deal  too 
handsome  for  a  banker ;  his  good  looks  will,  no  doubt, 
win  him  any  heiress  in  town.  Meanwhile,  I  leave 
him,  to  buy  a  dressing-case,  a  thousand  pounds." 

"  A  thousand  devils !"  said  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy, 
banging  out  of  the  room.  He  flew  to  his  mistress. 
She  was  not  at  home.  "Lies,"  says  the  Italian  pro- 
verb, "have  short  legs;"  but  truths,  if  they  are  un- 
pleasant, have  terribly  long  ones!  The  next  day  Mr. 
Ferdinand  Fitzroy  received  a  most  obliging  note  of 
dismissal. 

"I  wish  you  every  happiness,"  said  Miss  Helen 
Convolvulus,  in  conclusion — "  but  my  friends  are  right ; 
you  are  much  too  handsome  for  a  husband  1" 

And  the  wjek  after,  Miss  Helen  Convolvulus  be- 
came Lady  Rufus  Pumilion. 

"Alas  1  sir,"  said  the  bailiff,  as,  a  day  or  two  after 
the  dissolution  of  Parliament,  he  was  jogging  along 
with  Mr.  Ferdinand  Fitzroy,  in  a  hackney-coach,  bound 
to  the  King's  Bench,  "  Alas !  sir,  what  a  pity  it  is  to 
take  so  handsome  a  gentleman  to  prison !" 


GREAT  COMMERCIAL  HOUSE. 

The  gentleman  who  resides  in  New  York  city  as  a 
partner  in  the  great  house  of  Brown,  Brothers  &  Co., 
Is  the  son  of  Alexander  Brown,  a  native  of  the  county 
of  Antrim,  and,  If  we  are  not  misinformed,  was  born 
-at  Bally  man  a,  England.  He  is  one  of  four  brothers, 
who,  with  their  father,  spent  the  early  part  of  their 


life  in  Yorkshire,  England.  In  1800,  Mr.  Alexander 
Brown  left  England,  and  came  with  his  family  to 
the  United  States,  and  settled  in  the  town  of  Balti- 
more. There  he  established  a  mercantile  house,  un- 
der the  firm  of  Alexander  Brown  &  Sons,  and  soon  ex- 
tended the  sales  of  British  manufactured  goods  so  for, 
that  it  was  deemed  requisite  for  one  of  the  sons  to  re- 
turn to  England  and  establish  a  house  in  Liverpool. 
This  duty  devolved  on  William,  the  eldest.  It  was  ^p 
1808,  so  that  he  had  been  altogether  eight  years  in 
America.  The  selling  of  American  produce  In  Eng- 
land, and  the  purchase  and  exportation  of  British  man- 
ufactured goods  for  the  American  markets,  was  the 
first  line  of  business.  This  was  soon  mingled  with  an 
extensive  agency  trade,  which  means  that  other  mer- 
chants consigned  cargoes  of  goods  to  the  houses  of 
Messrs  Brown  in  Liverpool  and  Baltimore,  from  Amer- 
ica and  from  England  respectively,  and  drew  advances 
of  money  upon  such  goods,  without  wailing  for  the 
ultimate  sales.  In  process  of  time  the  commerce  be- 
tween Liverpool  and  America,  through  the  agency  of 
the  Liverpool  house,  became  so  great,  or  rather  it 
should  be  said,  that  the  commerce  of  England  with 
the  four  quarters  of  the  globe  ran,  so  much  through  the 
agency  of  this  house,  that  the  buying  and  selling  of 
good 8,  either  as  principals  or  as  agents,  was,  in  a  greet 
measure,  departed  from  and  the  negotiations  of  bills, 
or  rather  the  transferring  of  payments  from  one  coun- 
try to  another,  on  account  of  other  buyers  and  sellers, 
was  chiefly  attended  to.  In  1836  the  transactions  of 
this  house  amounted  to  10,000,000/.  During  the  pros- 
tration of  American  credit  in  England,  the  house  was 
in  some  anxiety,  but  the  bank  of  England  came  to  its 
relief,  sustained  it  by  a  loan  of  a  million,  which  was 
not  all  drawn  for,  and  it  went  through  triumphantly. 
Mr.  Brown,  resident  in  New  York,  is  one  of  our  great- 
est sellers  of  foreign  exchange,  and  is  highly  esteemed 
as  a  man  of  business.  He  married  a  second  wife  In 
the  town  of  Watervliet,  Albany  county,  New  York,  a 
Miss  Coe,  the  daughter  of  a  respected  clergyman  of 
Troy.— PhiL  Sal.  Cour. 


LIGHTS  AND  SHADOWS. 

Death  is  always  a  fearful  thing! 

A  messenger  of  wo 
To  the  aged  and  the  young, 

The  lofty  and  the  low. 
But  at  the  noon  of  life, 

Ere  the  sun  leans  to  the  west, 
It  is  indeed  an  awful  thing — 

A  most  unwelcome  guest. 

For  oh  I  how  little  then 

Are  we  prepared  to  part 
With  those  endeared  to  us 

By  the  goodness  of  the  heart — 
By  many  happy  years 

Of  mutual  love  and  joy, 
That  fondly  and  confidingly 

Were  passed  without  alloy. 

Julian  had  loved  his  wife 

As  the  apple  of  his  eye ; 
Their  hearts  had  beat  in  unison, 

And  the  thought  that  she  could  die 
Had  never  crossed  his  mind, 

Or  if  it  had,  was  driven 
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Like  a  land-bird  o'er  the  ocean 
Before  the  gales  of  heaven. 

Imagine  then  his  sorrow 

When  he  learned  that  she  was  dead ! 
Speechless  and  tearless  long  he  stood 

Beside  her  narrow  bed ; 
He  kissed  the  death-sealed  lips, 

And  the  cold  form  gently  pressed, 
That  so  often  and  so  fondly 

In  life  he  had  caressed. 

On  his  knees  he  sank  beside  her, 

And  felt  his  heart-strings  break, 
As  the  fond  hope  passed  away, 

That  she  might  yet  awake. 
fie  thought  of  all  her  kindness, 

Her  devotion  unto  him, 
And  of  her  pure  seraphic  eyes, 

Now  pallid,  cold  and  dim. 

And  to  make  him  still  more  wretched, 

And  his  sorrow  more  profound, 
That  lovely  form  before  him 

Showed  many  a  secret  wound ; 
And  words  that  he  had  spoken 

Unkindly  and  in  haste, 
Came  up  before  his  memory, 

No  more  to  be  effaced. 

The  wheels  of  life  ceased  moving, 

His  heart  forgot  to  beat; 
His  very  soul  forsook  him, 

And  reason  fled  her  seat ; 
But  tears,  sweet  tears,  came  rushing 

In  a  cool  and  soothing  stream — 
And  the  kisses  of  a  loving  wife 

Awoke  him  from  a—dream ! 

Let  husbands  from  his  suffering, 

This  serious  lesson  learn : 
Ne'er  slight  a  mild  and  kind  rebuke, 

Or  recklessly  return 
Harsh  words  for  pure  affection ; 
'    For  soon  may  come  the  day 
When  neither  tears  nor  sorrow 

Can  wash  those  crimes  away.       a.  t 
*br  Vu  Rovtr-ElUrslU,  N.  Y.,  July,  1344. 


THE  WEEPING  ROCKS. 
A  Legend  of  Hoosic  Valley. 

Hear  WUIIamston  there  it  a  remarkable  pile  of  rocks,  which 

continually  drop  water  from  their  aides  —Bancroft*!  Hist. 

I  was  strolling  one  sunday  afternoon  of  June,  with 
my  fishing-rod  in  hand,  beside  one  of  those  streamlets 
which  come  with  a  bounding  rush  down  the  mountain 
side,  when  suddenly,  among  a  group  of  hemlocks,  I 
met  an  aged  man,  with  a  hoary  head,  and  venerable 
beard  clinging  around  his  breast.  I  bent  my  head 
with  the  respect  due  to  his  gray  hairs ;  he  smiled,  and 
with  a  kind  look,  taking  me  by  the  hand,  he  said : 

"Come  with  me,  my  son !  and  I  will  tell  thee  a  tale 
of  the  olden  time. v 

Gladly  I  followed  the  footsteps  of  the  aged  wander- 
er; he  led  me  through  a  wild  ravine,  till  we  came  to 
a  lonely  pile  of  rocks,  moss  clad,  with  here  and  there 
a  few  stinted  shrubs,  struggling  for  existence  in  the 
barren  crevices.    Although  it  was  summer,  yet  from 


every  craggy  point,  slowly  fell  great  round  drops  of  wa- 
ter like  falling  tears. 

The  old  man  seated  himself  beneath  one  of  these) 
overhanging  rocks ;  I  placed  myself  at  his  feet,  and 
while  the  rock- tears  cooled  his  brow,  and  rolled  down 
his  gray  beard,  he  told  me  this  story  of  years  long  pass- 
ed away. 

11  When  the  ringing  stroke  of  the  white  settler's  axe 
was  first  heard  among  the  woods,  and  the  long,  red 
feather  of  the  wild  Indian  warrior  waved  in  these  sha- 
dy dells,  Onecho  was  chief  of  the  Mukhekaneewa. 
Upon  these  weeping  rocks  his  throne  of  woodland 
pomp  was  placed ;  his  rich  regalia  shone  with  bright 
stones,  with  gaily  spotted  skins,  and  long  eagle  plumes. 
No  Eastern  king  ever  owned  such  pride  of  state  as 
graced  the  regal  throne  of  this  monarch  of  the  West. 
Skilled  in  the  wily  art  of  the  red  man,  unflinching  in 
endurance,  savage  in  eye,  and  heart,  and  hand,  he 
ruled  his  tribe  with  unconquerable  sway.  His  war- 
riors were  numerous  as  the  stars;  their  pine  bough 
tents  were  thickly  hung  around  with  gory  scalp-locks; 
their  darts  were  red  with  the  blood  of  their  foes;  but 
none  could  chant  the  death-song  or  raise  the  war-cry 
—none  could  bend  the  unerring  bow,  or  hurl  the  point- 
ed spear,  like  the  chieftain  ol  their  tribe,  Onecho— the 
dread  of  his  foes. 

The  chieftain  heard  the  white  man's  gun  amid  his 
native  woods— he  heard  the  strokes  of  his  axe,  and 
the  mournful  echoes  of  the  falling  oaks— he  saw  the 
affrighted  deer  fly  to  the  deep  shades  of  the  forest— he 
saw  his  forefather's  graves,  trod  down  by  lowing  herds 
and  leveled  by  spades— sadly  and  sternly  he  heard 
and  saw.  The  strangers  increased  in  number,  and  the 
eye  of  the  savage  chief  grew  fiercer— darkly  he  brood- 
ed over  the  present— fearfully  he  thought  of  the  future. 
Prom  the  summit  of  these  rocks  he  gazed  around  the 
valley— he  saw  bright  spots  where  the  sunlight  shone 
on  the  earth  which  had  been  shaded  from  its  warmth 
for  centuries,  by  venerable  trees  which  had  fallen  ere 
time  had  decayed  their  trunks,  or  withered  their  foli- 
age—beside the  woodland  fountains  where  once  the 
black  haired  maidens  of  his  tribe  were  wont  to  meet 
their  dark  browed  lovers,  he  heard  the  laugh  of  blue 
eyed  girls,  and  the  soft  accents  of  love  whispered  In  a 
strange  and  unknown  tongue.  He  seemed  with  a 
prophetic  eye  to  read  danger  and  destruction  to  his 
race. 

Long  Onecho  thought— at  length  he  bade  his  old 
men  light  the  council  fire,  and  his  younger  men  dig 
up  the  tomahawk  of  war— garbed  in  the  robe  of  battle 
with  the  blood  red  paint  lining  his  swarthy  cheeks  and 
limbs,  he  stood  before  his  people,  and  told  them  of  the 
threatened  danger. 

( Sons  of  the  brave— the  footsteps  of  the  stranger  are 
everywhere  planted  upon  our  soil— the  deadly  lightning 
of  their  guns  has  affrighted  the  game— the  wild  deer 
and  the  shaggy  bear  no  longer  seek  the  darts  of  our 
hunters— see,  children  of  the  good  Manito,  our  wise 
men  have  lit  their  council  fire— see  far  in  the  north 
where  yonder  Aurora's  blaze  in  the  sky— see,  they  are 
the  council  fires  of  our  departed  warriors,  who  are 
watching  us  in  the  Spirit  land.  Shall  the  foot  of  the 
white  man  still  trample  the  graves  of  our  fathers  1 
Shall  his  axe  yet  longer  cut  down  the  pride  of  our 
forests?  Shall  he  build  his  dwellings  longer  on  our 
hill  sides?  I  heard  in  my  dreams  the  voice  of  the 
Grpat  Spirit— he  bade  me  call  the  Mukhekaneew's  to 
the  council  post,  and  bid  them  sweep  the  stranger 
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from  our  forest  wild,  and  drive  them  far  toward  the 
great  waters  of  the  east.' 

Then  rose  along  the  vale  the  Indian's  gathering  cry 
of  war — and  the  swarthy  warriors  whirled  round  the 
council  post,  in  the  fierce  and  wild  war  dance  of  their 
tribe— offerings  were  laid  on  their  rude  altars  to  the 
Great  Spirit— while  with  brandished  tomahawk's,  and 
fiendish  yells,  they  doom  the  stranger  whites  to  death. 

Among  the  families  who  had  found  a  resting  place 
in  this  inland  wilderness,  was  that  of  Mr.  Carrington. 
He  dwelt,  alone  with  his  daughter,  in  a  solitary  log 
building,  near  where  the  waters  of  Green  River  min- 
gle with  the  darker  flow  of  the  Hoosic.  A  lovelier 
flower  was  never  transplanted  from  the  gardens  of 
England,  to  bloom  in  the  wilderness  of  our  tree-clad 
west,  than  Mary  Carrington.  Light  as  the  forest  doe 
Hi  motion — graceful  as  the  tall  reed  that  bent  to  the 
lightest  wind — with  eyes  blue  as  the  heaven  of  Au- 
gust— and  a  brow  clear  and  white  as  the  driven  snow, 
she  won  a  blessing  from  the  old  man  who  met  her  in 
her  forest  strolls,  and  caused  many  a  sigh  in  the  hearts 
of  the  youth  who  gazed  upon  her,  half  hid  behind 
some  lofty  tree,  as  with  a  bounding  step  she  passed  by 
them — and  the  wild  red  men  in  their  expressive  tongue, 
were  wont  to  call  her  ( The  Timid  Fawn.' 

Night  had  settled  over  the  forest,  and  the  lights  of 
the  settlement  had  gone  out  one  by  one,  till  all  was 
dark  and  still.  The  silent  hours  of  night  flew  by,,  and 
the  red  light  of  morning  was  just  gilding  the  eastern 
hills,  when  the  dwellers  of  that  lonely  outpost  were 
aroused  by  the  dread  and  fearful  war  whoop  of  the  In- 
dian. Unprepared,  and  not  fearing  an  attack,  they  fell 
an  easy  prey  to  the  savage.  The  tomahawk  and  knife 
were  glutted  with  blood — their  habitations  were  burn- 
ed. Mr.  Carrington  was  killed  before  his  own  door, 
and  his  daughter  borne  away  captive— and  when  the 
sun  arose  full  over  the  hills,  he  looked  upon  a  scene  of 
desolation  and  death.  Men,  women  and  children  stif- 
fened in  their  gore,  among  the  smouldering  ruins  of 
their  once  loved  and  peaceful  homes.  Not  unfrequent 
were  such  scenes  in  the  early  history  of  New  England 
—and  it  becomes  us  to  cherish  with  a  deep  and  holy 
reverence,  the  privileges,  and  institutions,  that  were 
won  and  founded  amid  toil,  and  danger,  and  death. 

Again  the  red  men  of  the  wood  lit  the  council  fire, 
and  chaunted  around  its  rising  flame  the  song  of  vic- 
tory—again the  stern  Onecho  rose  to  speak. 

1  Warriors  of  our  race— the  Great  Spirit  has  given 
HB  a  bloodless  triumph— I  have  counted  my  warriors 
and  none  are  lost  from  the  number.  Shall  the  Muk- 
hekaneew's  be  ungrateful  to  the  Manito  ?  Shall  we 
not  offer  him  a  sacrifice,  and  pray  for  his  continued 
smile  ?  Behold  warriors  the  sole  relic  of  the  stran- 
ger's race— the  Timid  Pawn— with  drooping  head,  and 
pallid  cheek,  she  stands  like  a  rose  withered  by  the 
frost  of  autumn— let  us  offer  her  to  propitiate  the  Great 
Spirit ;  warriors,  is  such  your  will?' 

A  wild  yell  proclaimed  assent— among  all  the  tribe 
none  were  found  to  lift  their  voices  for  •  The  Timid 
Fawn.'  And  they  led  her  forth  to  the  dark  rocks — 
the  red  hand  of  Onecho  was  clasped  in  her  long  hair, 
and  the  sacrificial  knife  waved  above  her  devoted  head 
*— but  she  shed  no  tear — she  heaved  no  sigh— she  had 
s^en  her  father  perish— she  had  been  dragged  from  his 
bloody  body— she  was  the  last  of  her  race— and  she 
did  not  wish  to  live. 

The  knife  of  the  savage  chief  sought  her  breast— 
the  wild  supplicating  song  of  the  Mukhekaneews  as- 


cended to  the  Great  Spirit.  The  blood  of '  The  Timid 
Pawn'  moistened  these  cold  rocks  and  trickled  down 
their  sides— and  ever  since  they  have  dropped  from 
their  mossy  crevices,  these  bright  tear  drops,  as  if  they 
wept  the  fate  of  one  so  beautiful  and  young — a  rude 
and  unchisled  fountain  of  grief,  continually  mourn- 
ing over  this  last  resting  place  of  beauty  and  loveli- 
ness—this altar  and  tomb  of  the  doomed  daughter  of 
despair." 

The  old  man  rose— kindly  he  laid  his  hand  upon  my 
head,  and  leaving  a  blessing,  departed.  He  bent  hi» 
course  toward  the  far  west,  where  the  sun's  light,  was 
laying  on  the  hills— meet  emblem  of  his  life's  own 
light,  soon  doomed  to  set  in  the  silent  tomb. 

With  a  less  buoyant  heart  I  sought  my  room,  and 
long  since  has  the  vision  of  that  fair  haired  daughter 
of  the  Saxon,  with  the  red  knife  in  her  breast,  and  the 
form  of  that  aged  man,  mingled  with  my  dreams,  the 
companions  of  the  solitude%and  loneliness  of  night. — 
Chenltba.  North  Adams  Transcript. 

LINES  IN  A  LADY'S  ALBUM- 

BY  LAWRIHOB  LABHII, 

O  lady,  at  thy  virgin  shrine 

Friendship  her  fairest  wreaths  shall  twine, 

And  kind  words  shall  be  spoken ; 
Yet  'mid  the  throng  that  onward  press 
To  yield  thee  homage,  and  caress, 

Accept  a  stranger's  token. 

We  never  met— we  never  may — 
Till  dawns  that  vast,  eternal  day, 

And  Time,  the  tyrant,  dies; 
Yet  not  the  less  for  thee  doth  start 
The  kindliest  feeling  of  my  heart, 

Though  couched  in  sober  guise. 

Thou  may'st  be  fair — perchance  thou  art; 
One  jewel  thou  hast— a  woman's  heart — 

On  earth  the  dearest  treasure ; 
Blight  seize  the  heart  would  do  thee  wrong, 
And  may  the  Pates  its  years  prolong 

To  fill  Despair's  deep  measure! 

Oh,  may  thy  span  of  life  be  bright 
And  cloudless  as  a  starry  night- 
All  earthly  joy 8  possessing; 
Nor  scorn  the  tribute  which  I  bring, 
Though  humble  be  the  offering — 
Accept  a  stranger's  blessing! 
For  the  Rover— New  York,  July,  1844. 


COUSIN  AGATHA. 

BT    MR8.    SlflCA    C.    EMBURY. 

"  O  what  a  goodly  outside  falsehood  hath."— Sbakspkb. 

"  I  have  been  thinking,  Henry,  that  I  should  like 
to  invite  cousin  Agatha  to  spend  the  winter  with  us: 
what  do  you  say  to  my  plan  ?" 

"  Really,  Alice,  I  can  say  nothing  about  it,  since  I 
know  nothing  of  the  lady." 

"Oh,  I  had  forgotten  that  you  had  never  seen  her; 
she  is  only  distantly  related  to  ue,^)ut  being  left  an 
orphan  at  an  early  age,  she  became  an  inmate  of  oar 
family  and  continued  to  reside  with  ns  until  she  mar- 
ried. Agatha  is  several  years  my  senior,  and  entered 
society  while  I  was  yet  in  the  school-room ;  she  mar- 
ried rather  in  opposition  to  the  wishes  of  my  parents, 
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as  they  approved  neither  of  the  profession  nor  the 
character  of  her  husband,  who  was  an  officer  in  the 
army,  and  known  to  be  a  man  of  dissolute  habits. 
Poor  thing !  she  has  fully  paid  the  penalty  of  her  folly 
during  seven  years  of  poverty  and  discomfort.  Her 
husband  has  been  sent  from  one  frontier  station  to  an- 
other, until  the  health  of  both  was  destroyed,  and  at 
the  time  of  his  death  they  were  both  at  Sackett's 
Harbor." 

"  Then  she  is  a  widow  1" 

"  Yes,  her  vile  husband  died  about  a  year  since,  and 
cousin  Agatha  is  released  from  bondage,  but  reduced 
to  actual  penury.  I  received  a  letter  from  her  yester- 
day, the  first  she  has  written  since  my  marriage,  and 
she  alludes  most  touchlngly  to  her  desolate  condition 
aa  contrasted  with  my  happiness." 

"And  that  letter,  I  suppose,  induced  yon  to  think  of 
inviting  her  to  spend  the  winter  with  us?" 

"  It  did,  Harry ;  for  I  felt  as  if  it  was  almost  selfish 
in  me  to  be  so  happy  when  my  early  friend  was  pining 
in  loneliness  and  poverty." 

"  I  love  the  kindliness  of  feeling  which  prompts  you 
to  such  acts,  dear  Alice,  but  to  confess  the  truth,  I 
would  rather  relieve  your  cousin's  distresses  in  any 
other  wav." 

"  But  there  is  no  other  way  of  doing  so,  Henry— she 
would  not  accept  pecuniary  aid  from  us :  why  do  you 
object  to  her  visit  1 

"  Because  we  are  so  happy  that  I  dread  any  interrup- 
tion to  the  calm  current  of  our  life." 

M Thank  you,  dear  Harry,  I  cannot  find  it  in  my 
heart  to  scold  you  for  your  selfishness,"  said  the  young 
wife,  aa  she  laid  her  hand  on  her  husband's  arm; 
"  But  really,"  she  continued,  "  cousin  Agatha  would 
be  the  last  person  in  the  would  to  disturb  our  tran- 
quility. She  is  full  of  gentleness  and  sentiment ;  a 
creature  of  warm  and  affectionate  impulses,  and  she 
would  deUght  in  adding  to  our  enjoyments.  You 
know  my  health  will  confine  me  to  the  house  this 
winter,  and  you  may  find  the  long  evenings  hang 
heavy  upon  your  hands  " 

"Not  in  your  society,  Alice." 

"  I  am  glad  you  think  so,  Harry ;  but  when  1  am 
languid  and  dispirited  from  indisposition  you  would 
find  cousin  Agatha  a  charming  companion;  besides, 
she  would  relieve  me  from  some  of  the  cares  of  house- 
keeping." 

••  Well,  my  dear,  you  offer  so  many  good  reasons  in 
favor  of  her  coming,  that  I  can  find  no  argument  against 
It,  but  I  have  a  sort  of  a  presentment  that  she  will  not 
be  agreeable." 

"  Oh,  Harry,  how  can  you  think  so  ?  if  you  could 
see  her  you  would  change  your  opinions  very  soon* 
for  her  pictoresque  appearance  would  charm  your  art- 
istical  taste." 

«« Is  she  very  beautiful  1" 

"  No,  but  she  is  just  the  person  to  please  a  painter, 
for  there  is  so  beautiful  a  combination  of  light  and 
shade  in  her  face.  She  has  those  gray  eyes  which. 
when  fringed  with  long,  dark  lashes,  are  so  full  of 
varied  expression,  and  her  hair,  Wack  as  the  raven's 
wing,  falls  in  heavy  natural  ringlets  that  put  to  shame 
the  skill  of  a  coifeur." 

"May  she  not  be  altered  since  you  saw  her,  Alice  ?" 

"True,  I  had  forgotten  that  more  than  five  years 
have  passed  since  we  last  met ;  but,  even  if  her  person 
haa  changed,  her  heart,  I  am  sure,  hat  not,  and  when 


you  know  her  you  will  thank  me  for  my  pertinacity  in 
thus  wringing  your  reluctant  consent  to  her  visit." 

"  If  you  think  it  will  add  to  your  enjoyments,  Alice, 
invite  her  by  all  means." 

Alice  Wentworth  had  been  a  wife  scarcely  two  years, 
and  her  married  life  had  been  a  scene  of  uninterrupted 
happiness.  Nothing  would  have  induced  her  to  risk 
the  disturbance  of  her  tranquility,  but  remembering  the 
companion  of  her  early  years  as  one  who  had  been  the 
confidant  of  all  her  childish  joys  and  sorrows,  she 
looked  upon  her  presence  as  the  completion  of  her 
plans  of  enjoyment.  Her  husband's  scruples  she  na- 
turally attributed  to  unfounded  prejudice  which  an  ac- 
quaintance with  her  cousin  could  not  fail  to  overcome, 
and,  therefore,  following  the  dictates  of  kindly  feeling, 
she  determined  to  cheer  the  bereaved  widow  by  an  af- 
fectionate letter  of  invitation. 

Some  three  weeks  after  she  had  despatched  her  mis- 
sive, at  an  early  hour,  on  a  cold  autumnal  morning,  a 
carriage  drove  up  to  the  door,  and  a  loud  ring  announc- 
ed the  expected  gurst.  Alice  had  not  yet  finished  her 
morning  toilet,  and  Mr.  Wentworth  hastened  down  to 
receive  the  lady ;  but  scarcely  had  he  got  through  the 
awkwardness  of  a  self-introduction  when  his  wife  en- 
tered full  of  impatience  to  embrace  her  early  friend. 
Duiing  the  mutual  raptures  of  their  meeting,  he  had 
leisure  to  scrutinize  the  new  inmate  of  his  family,  and 
certainly  his  impressions  were  anything  but  favorable. 
Cousin  Agatha  had  taken  a  violent  cold,  her  counten- 
ance was  disfigured  by  a  swollen  cheek,  and  her  eyes 
were  bleared  and  inflamed  by  a  severe  attack  of  in- 
fluenza, while  the  effect  of  steamboat  slumbers  and 
steamboat  toilet  did  not  tend  to  the  improvement  of 
her  appearance.  Indeed  Harry  Wentworth  could 
scarcely  refrain  from  laughter  when  he  contrasted  hia 
wife's  enthusiastic  description  with  the  reality  before 
him.  But  Alice,  with  ready  hospitality,  conducted  her 
cousin  to  her  apartment,  and  to  that  room  the  wearied 
traveler,  overcome  with  illness  and  fatigue,  was  con- 
fined during  the  several  succeeding  days. 

"  When  will  your  friend  be  presentable,  Alice  1"  ask- 
ed Mr.  Wentworth  one  evening  as  he  threw  himself 
upon  a  sofa,  after  tea,  "  since  she  has  been  here  you 
have  not  sat  with  me  a  half  hour,  for  your  whole  time 
seems  devoted  to  nursing." 

"  I  hope  she  will  be  well  enough  to  meet  you  at  din- 
ner tomorrow,  Harry ;  the  swelling  has  left  her  face 
and  she  begins  to  look  like  herself.  What  amuses 
you  so  much  ?"  she  asked,  as  her  husband  burst  into 
a  loud  laugh. 

"  I  was  thinking  of  the  force  of  contrast,  Alice ;  you 
are  an  excellent  painter,  dear,  but  you  draw  your  tints- 
too  exclusively  from  fancy ;  who  could  have  recognized 
your  pictercsque  beauty  with  soft  gray  eyes  and  raven 
curls  in  the  dowdyish-looking  woman  with  red  nose 
and  redder  eyes  whom  I  welcomed  as  cousin  Agatha?" 

"For  shame,  Harry,  you  ought  not  to  judge  of  her 
by  her  appearance  at  that  time." 

"Perhaps  not;  but  first  impressions  are  the  most 
durable,  and  I  shall  never  see  any  beauty  in. your  cou- 
sin, for  even  if  she  should  hereafter  appear  to  advan- 
tage when  dressed  for  display,  I  shall  never  forget  how 
she  looked  in  her  traveling  dishabille ;  one  thing  you 
may  be  sure  of,  Alley,  you  will  never  have  cause  to  be- 
jealousof  your  picUretque  cousin." 

"I  don't  mean  to  be  jealous  of  any  one,  Harry,  but 
I  shall  be  much  mistaken  if  you  do  not  learn  to  admire 
cousin  Agatha." 
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"  Then  you  may  prepare  yourself  for  a  disappoint- 
ment, Alice ;  I  do  not  think  I  should  feel  perfectly  sat- 
isfied wiih  any  one  who  had  thus  broken  In  upon  our 
tranquil  happiness,  and  even  if  I  were  disposed  to  like 
your  cousin  elsewhere  she  would  not  please  me  in  our 
quiet  home.  Besides,  I  was  disappointed  in  my  idea 
of  her  personal  beauty,  and  her  manners  appeared  to 
me  abrupt  and  inelegant." 

"Harry,  you  never  were  more  mistaken  in  your 
life?" 

"  Well,  well— it  will  be  difficult  to  convince  me  of 
my  error."  A  slight  rustle  at  the  door  was  heard  as 
Mr.  Wentworth  finished  his  ungallant  speech,  and  the 
next  moment  cousin  Agatha  entered. 

"  1  thought  I  would  endeavor  to  make  my  way  to 
the  drawing-room  instead  of  depriving  you  any  longer 
of  the  society  of  your  Alice,"  said  she  as  she  languidly 
sank  into  the  softly^cushioncd  chair  which  Mr.  Went- 
worth drew  forward  for  her  accommodation.  Of  course 
the  usual  congratulations  followed,  and  as  the  invalid 
dropped  the  heavy  shawl  from  her  shoulders,  Alice 
glanced  toward  her  husband  in  the  hope  that  he  would 
not  fail  to  observe  the  symmetry  of  her  petite  figure. 
He  was  too  great  an  admirer  of  beauty  to  fail  in  such 
notice,  yet  still  he  could  see  little  to  claim  admiration 
In  her  face.  Her  complexion  was  not  clear;  her 
mouth,  though  well  formed  and  adorned  with  superb 
teeth,  was  large,  and  her  eyes  were  dim  from  recent 
illness,  while  her  curls  were  hidden  beneath  one  of 
those  fairy  fabrics  of  gossamer  and  ribbon  which  often 
display  the  taste  of  the  wearer  at  the  expense  of  a 
crowning  beauty.  But,  ere  the  evening  had  expired 
Mr.  Wentworth  was  forced  to  acknowledge  that  he 
had  formed  too  hasty  an  opinion  of  her  manners,  for 
"whatever  brusqucrie  he  might  have  observed  on  the 
morning  of  her  arrival,  he  was  certainly  struck  now 
by  the  easy  elegance  and  graceful  dignity  of  her  de- 
portment. 

From  this  time  cousin  Agatha  laid  aside  the  char- 
acter of  an  invalid,  and  quietly  taking  her  place  at  the 
table  and  fireside,  seemed  to  have  no  other  wish  than 
to  make  herself  useful.  Devoted  in  her  attentions  to 
Alice,  she  took  little  notice  of  Mr.  Wentworth,  except 
to  receive  his  courteous  civility  with  profound  grati- 
tude. He  was  nothing  more  to  her  than  the  husband 
of  her  friend,  and  while  she  exhibited  the  deepest  in- 
terest in  the  development  of  Alice's  mind  and  feelings, 
she  seemed  scarcely  to  observe  the  fine  taste,  the 
elegant  scholarship,  and  the  nobleness  of  sentiment 
which  characterized  Mr.  Wentworth.  Alice  suffered 
no  small  degree  of  mortification  from  this  evident 
coldness  between  those  whom  she  was  so  anxious  to 
behold  friends.  She  could  not  bear  to  find  Agatha  so 
totally  blind  to  the  perfections  of  her  beloved  Henry, 
and  she  was  almost  as  much  annoyed  at  her  husband's 
indifference  to  the  graces  of  her  cousin. 

18  You  are  pained  because  I  do  not  sufficiently  ad- 
mire your  husband,  Alice,"  said  Agatha  one  day,  when 
-they  were  alone,  "  but  surely  you  would  not  hare  me 
estimate  him  as  highly  as  you  do?" 

"  I  would  not  have  you  love  him  quite  as  well,  but  I 
would  have  you  appreciate  his  exalted  qualities." 

"  My  dear  coz,"  said  Agatha,  with  a  slightly  sar- 
castic smile,  "do  not,  I  pray  you,  make  it  one  of  the 
conditions  of  our  friendship  that  I  should  see  through 
your  eyes.  Mr.  Wentworth  is  a  fine  scholar,  a  toler- 
able amateur  painter,  and  a  most  ardent  lover  of  his 
pretty  wife;  is  that  not  sufficient  praise  7" 


Alice  felt  uncomfortable,  though  she  could  scajreeJf 
tell  why,  at  this  and  similar  remarks  from  cousin 
Agatha.  She  had  been  accustomed  to  consider  bet 
husband  a  being  of  superior  worth  and  endowments, 
but  there  was  something  in  her  cousin's  manner  of 
uttering  commendation  of  him,  which  seemed  to  Imply 
contempt  even  while  it  expressed  praise.  In  the  in- 
nocence of  her  heart,  Alice  several  times  repeated  cou- 
sin Agatha's  sayings  to  her  husband,  and  they  were 
not  without  their  effect  upon  him.  The  self-love  which 
exists,  more  or  less,  in  every  heart,  was  by  no  means 
a  negative  quality  in  the  character  of  Mr.  Wentworth. 
He  knew  bis  wife  overrated  his  talents,  but  he  loved 
her  the  better  for  her  affectionate  flattery,  and  cousin 
Agatha's  apparent  ignorance  of  his  character  mortified 
and  vexed  him.  He  began  to  think  that  his  pre- 
judices had  prevented  him  from  showing  himself  in  a 
proper  light,  and  his  wounded  vanity  led  him  to  re- 
double his  attentions  to  his  guest.  Heretofore  he  had 
never  thought  of  her  except  when  in  her  company; 
but  now,  the  certainty  that  she  was  as  yet  blind  to  his 
merits,  made  her  an  object  of  interest.  He  was  not  a 
very  vain  man,  but  his  wife's  idolatry  had  gratified 
even  while  he  was  fully  aware  of  its  extravagance,  and 
he  was  proportionably  annoyed  by  the  perfect  coldness 
with  which  cousin  Agatha  regarded  him.  She  seem- 
ed to  think  him  a  very  good  sort  of  a  man,  bat  not  at 
all  superior  to  the  common  herd,  and  he  was  deter- 
mined to  convince  her  of  her  mistake.  Agatha  had 
succeeded  in  her  first  design :  she  had  aroused  him 
from  the  torpor  of  indifference. 

Cousin  Agatha  was  a  most  invaluable  assistant  to  a 
young  housekeeper,  for  she  had  a  quick  hand,  a  ready 
invention,  and  exquisite  taste,  so  that  whether  a  pod- 
ding was  to  be  concocted,  a  dress  trimmed,  or  a  party 
given,  she  was  equally  useful.  Alice  had  learned  the 
duties  of  housekeeping  theoretically  and  was  now  only 
beginning  to  put  them  in  practice,  as  every  yoong 
wife  must  do,  for  whatever  she  may  know  in  the  home 
of  her  childhood,  she  still  finds  much  to  be  learned  in 
organizing  and  arranging  a  new  household.  Coasts 
Agatha,  on  the  contrary,  had  been  trained  from  her 
childhood  to  do  all  these  things,  for  the  dependent 
orphan  had  early  learned  to  earn  her  bread  by  her  owa 
usefulness.  In  the  course  of  her  married  life  she  had 
been  compelled  to  practice  the  thousand  expedients 
which  pride  and  poverty  teach  to  a  quick-witted  wo- 
man, and  it  is  not  surprizing,  therefore,  that  her  mail 
should  far  surpass  that  of  the  gentle  and  self-distrust- 
ing Alice.  Doubting  her  own  knowledge  only  because 
Agatha  was  near  to  advise,  the  young  wife  applied  to 
her  on  all  occasions,  until  at  length  the  regulation  of 
domestic  affairs  was  entirely  in  her  hands,  and  Alice 
was  left  only  to  assist  in  the  execution  of  Agatha's 
plans.  Cousin  Agatha  was  always  buried  in  some 
pretty  feminine  employment.  She  had  very  beautiful 
hands  and  her  long  taper  fingers  were  always  engaged 
in  some  delicate  needle-work  or  an  elegant  piece  of 
tapestry.  Did  it  ever  occur  to  you,  my  fair  reader, 
that  a  pretty  hand  never  appears  to  such  advantage  as 
when  busied  with  the  needle  1  The  piano  extends  the 
fingers  until  the  hand  sometimes  resembles  a  bird's 
claw ;  the  pencil  or  pen  contracts  it  until  half  its  beauty 
is  concealed  :  but  needle- work,  with  the  various  turn- 
ings and  windings  necessary  to  its  accomplishment, 
displays  both  hands  in  perfectly  natural  positions  and 
in  every  variety  of  grace.  This  fact  was  not  unknown 
to  cousin  Agatha  j  she  had  no  accomplishments,  bat 
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the  was  rarely  teen  without  the  tiniest  of  gold  thim- 
bles upon  her  slender  finger. 

Slowly  and  by  scarcely  perceptible  degrees,  Agatha 
seemed  to  learn  the  full  value  of*  the  prize  which  her 
friend  had  drawn  in  the  lottery  of  life.  His  fine  talents 
seemed  to  dawn  upon  her  with  daily  increasing  vivid- 
ness, his  amateur  sketches  became  more  and  more 
characterized  by  gentys,  his  musical  taste  developed 
Itself  surprizingly,  and  ere  many  weeks  had  elapsed, 
Alice  had  the  satisfaction  of  repeating  to  her  husband 
many  a  heart-warm  compliment  breathed  into  the  ear 
of  the  happy  wife  by  cousin  Agatha,  in  her  hours  of 
confidential  communing  with  her  friend.  Nor  was 
Mr.  Wentworth  slower  in  discovering  the  latent  charms 
of  his  guest.  Restored  to  her  former  health,  and  as- 
sociating as  the  guest  of  Mr.  Wentworth,  in  a  pleasant 
circle  of  society,  cousin  Agatha  threw  aside  the  weeds 
of  widowhood,  and  appeared  in  all  the  attractive  co- 
quetry of  tasteful  and  becoming  dress.  Her  luxuriant 
tresses  were  once  more  allowed  to  shadow  her  low 
feminine  brow,  and  fall  upon  her  graceful  neck,  or,  if 
bound  up  in  conformity  with  fashion,  the  very  restraint 
was  studiously  arranged  in  such  a  manner  as  to  dis- 
play their  rich  redundancy.  Her  gray  eyes  sometimes 
seemed  actually  flashing  with  light,  and  again  were 
filled  with  the  soft  liquid  lustre  of  intense  sensibility ; 
and  then  her  smile,  displaying  her  brilliant  teeth  and 
lighting  up  her  whole  face,  had  the  effect  of  a  sudden 
sunbeam  upon  a  darkened  landscape.  The  charm  of 
Agatha's  face  was  its  vivid  and  varied  expression ;  the 
grace  of  her  person  was  the  effect  of  long  and  carefully 
studied  art.  Not  a  look,  not  a  gesture,  not  even  a 
movement  of  her  fringed  eyelids,  but  was  the  result  of 
frequent  practice.  There  was  a  perfection  of  grace  in 
ber  attitudes  that  seemed  like  Nature's  self.  Her 
bead  always  assumed  a  pretty  position,  her  curls  al- 
ways seemed  to  drop  in  their  proper  place,  her  drapery 
always  fell  in  becoming  folds,  and  no  one  observed 
that  she  was  particular  in  avoiding  cross  lights,  es- 
pecially careful  not  to  face  a  broad  glare  of  sunshine, 
and  remarkably  fond  of  placing  herself  at  the  arm  of  a 
sofa,  so  as  to  obtain  a  fine  back  ground  for  the  exhibi- 
tion of  her  attitudes.  Harry  Wentworth  wondered 
how  he  could  ever  have  thought  her  ugly.  And  then 
her  manners :  what  could  be  more  gentle,  more  femin- 
ine, more  fascinating  than  the  tenderness  of  her  tones 
and  the  sweetness  of  her  deportment  1  She  seemed 
to  look  upon  gentlemen  as  if  she  felt  all  a  woman's 
helplessness,  and  was  willing  to  consider  man  as  a 
•'  chevalier  eons  peur  el  eons  reproche,"  born  to  be  her 
natural  protector.  There  was  something  so  pleasing 
In  the  soft  eyes  which  she  lifted  to  the  face  of  her 
sterner  sex,  that  few  could  resist  their  charm,  and  act- 
ually Harry  Wentworth  was  not  one  of  those  few. 

Long  before  the  time  fixed  for  the  termination  of 
Agatha's  visit,  Alice  had  urged  her  to  prolong  her 
stay,  and,  when  Mr.  Wentworth  added  his  earnest  en- 
treaties, she  was  induced  to  promise  that  she  would 
set  no  other  limit  to  its  duration  than  such  as  circum- 
stances might  create.  But  as  week  after  week  fleeted 
by,  Alice  began  to  doubt  whether  she  had  acted  wisely 
in  making  this  request.  She  was  ashamed  to  acknow- 
ledge even  to  herself  the  feeling,  but,  somehow  or 
other,  she  was  not  quite  as  happy  as  she  had  been  be- 
fore cousin  Agatha's  coming.  She  attributed  it  to  the 
nervous  irritability  from  which  she  was  now  suffering, 
and  endeavored  to  think  that  when  she  should  once 
more  recover  her  health,  she  would  find  her  former 


enjoyment  in  Agatha's  society.  But  Agatha  some- 
times made  such  singular  remarks ;  they  were  uttered 
with  the  utmost  simplicity  and  naivete,  her  smile  was 
full  of  sweetness,  her  tones  like  the  summer  breeze 
when  she  spoke,  and  yet  the  import  of  her  words  was 
excessively  cutting  and  sarcastic.  There  was  often 
an  implied  censure  in  her  manner  of  replying  to  Alice 
— not  in  the  words  themselves,  but  rather  in  their 
application,  which  the  young  wife,  sick  and  dispirited, 
felt  perhaps  too  keenly.  Alice  was  uncomfortable  and 
yet  she  scarcely  could  tell  why.  A  shadow  was  rest- 
ing upon  her  path,  and  she  felt,  although  she  saw  it 
not,  that  there  was  a  cloud  in  her  sunny  sky.  The 
idea  that  she  was  no  longer  absolutely  essential  to  her 
husband's  comfort  sometimes  crossed  her  mind.  Du- 
ring the  many  hours  which  she  was  obliged  to  spend 
in  her  own  apartment,  she  found  that  Henry  was  ful- 
ly occupied  with  his  game  of  chess  or  his  favorite 
book  in  company  with  cousin  Agatha,  and  though  it 
seemed  only  a  realization  of  her  own  wishes,  yet  she 
was  not  prepared  to  find  herself  so  entirely  thrown  in- 
to the  back-ground  of  the  family  picture. 

At  length  Alice  became  a  mother,  and  in  the  new 
emotions  awakened  in  her  bosom,  she  forgot  her  vague 
feelings  of  discomfort.  Mr.  Wentworth  was  too  proud 
and  happy  to  think  of  anything  but  his  boy,  and  when 
Alice  beheld  him  bending  over  their  cradled  treasure 
with  a  feeling  of  almost  awe  as  well  as  love,  she  won- 
dered how  she  could  ever  have  felt  unhappy  for  a  mo- 
ment. Cousin  Agatha  seemed  to  share  all  their  joy, 
and  in  the  presence  of  the  father  she  fondled  and  ca- 
ressed the  child  as  gracefully  as  possible. 

"Do  you  not  think,  Alice,"  said  she  one  dsy,  as  she 
sat  with  the  babe  lying  on  her  lap,  while  Wentworth 
bent  fondly  over  it,  "do  you  not  think  your  sweet  lit- 
tle Harry  resembles  poor  Charles  Wilson  1" 

"  No,  indeed  I  do  not,"  exclaimed  Alice,  quickly, 
while  the  blood  mounted  to  her  pallid  cheek  and  brow. 

"  Well,  I  certainly  see  a  strong  likeness ;  there  is  the 
same  peculiar  dimple  in  the  chin,  which  neither  you 
nor  Mr.  Wentworth  have,  and  even  the  color  of  bis 
eyes  remind  me  of  Charles,"  said  cousin  Agatha. 

"His  eyes  are  like  his  father's,"  said  Alice,  "and 
nothing  is  more  common  than  to  see  on  the  face  of  a 
child  a  dimple  which  entirely  disappears  in  later  life." 

"  Well,  Alice,  dear,  I  did  not  mean  to  awaken  any 
painful  reminiscences  by  my  remark ;  I  did  not  know 
you  were  so  sensitive  on  the  subject."  These  words 
were  uttered  in  the  blandest  tones,  and  the  sweet  smile 
which  accompanied  them  was  as  beautiful  as  a  sun- 
beam on  a  troubled  sea ;  but  Alice  felt  both  pained  and 
vexed.  Agatha  had  recurred  to  the  only  unpleasant 
recollections  of  her  whole  life,  and  she  could  not  de- 
termine whether  it  had  been  done  by  design  or  was 
merely  the  result  ofjhoughtlessness.  The  remark 
had  not  been  without  its  effect  upon  Mr.  Wentworth. 
He  saw  with  surprize  the  evident  vexation  of  his  wife 
at  the  mention  of  Charles  Wilson's  name,  and  while 
he  feared  to  ask  an  explanation  from  her  in  her  present 
feeble  state  of  health,  he  determined  to  satisfy  his  ca- 
riosity by  appealing  to  cousin  Agaiha. 

"Did  you  never  hear  cf  Charles  Wilson  1"  exclaim- 
ed Agatha,  in  great  apparent  surprize,  when,  a  few 
hours  afterward,  he  asked  the  question. 

"  Never  until  I  heard  you  mention  him,"  was  the 
reply. 

"  Then  I  ought  not  to  tell  you  anything  about  him, 
because  I  cannot  betray  the  confidence  of  a  friend." 
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•'Bat  as  a  frend  I  entreat  you  to  tell  me." 

"  It  is  impossible,  Mr.  Wentworth :  what  Alice  has 
thought  best  to  conceal  I  certainly  will  not  disclose ; 
strange  that  she  should  not  have  told  you ;  there  cer- 
tainly ought  to  be  the  most  perfect  confidence  between 
husband  and  wife." 

"  Agatha,  you  have  excited  such  a  painful  interest 
in  the  secret,  whatever  it  is,  that  I  must  know  it." 

"  You  will  not  betray  me  to  Alice  if  I  tell  you?" 

"Certainly  not,  if  secresy  be  the  only  condition  on 
which  I  can  learn  the  truth." 

"And  you  promise  not  to  think  harshly  of  poor 
Alice?" 

"It  would  be  strange  if  I  should  think  other  than 
well  of  one  whose  purity  of  heart  is  so  well  known  to 
me." 

"  Well,  then,"  replied  the  insidious  woman,  with  a 
slight,  a  very  slight  sneer  on  her  lip,  "  since  you  have 
such  undoubting  faith  in  your  wife  there  can  be  no 
harm  In  telling  you.  But  really  we  are  making  a  great 
affair  of  a  very  trifling  occurrence.  Charles  Wilson 
was  a  clerk  to  Alice's  father,  and  while  she  was  yet 
at  school,  he  made  love  to  her  in  the  hope  of  enticing 
her  Into  a  clandestine  marriage.  Alice  was  only  about 
fifteen,  and  like  all  girls  of  her  age  was  delighted  with 
a  first  lover.  He  lived  in  the  house  with  us,  and  of 
course  enjoyed  many  opportunities  of  meeting  her,  bo 
that  before  we  knew  anything  about  it,  an  elopement 
was  actually  planned.  I  happened  to  discover  it,  and 
as  my  duty  required  it,  I  made  it  known  to  her  parents. 
The  consequence  was  that  Wilson  was  dismissed  and 
Alice  sent  to  boarding-school;  I  dare  say  she  has 
thanked  me  for  it  since,  though  then  she  could  not  for- 
give me.  You  look  pained  Mr.  Wentworth.  I  hope  my 
foolish  frankness  has  not  made  you  unhappy.  I  real- 
ly thought  it  such  a  childish  affair  that  1  felt  no  hesi- 
tation in  alluding  to  it  to-day,  supposing  that  Alice 
had  lost  all  sensitiveness  about  it,  and  I  was  never  more 
surprized  than  by  her  evident  agitation.  However,  I 
confess  I  was  wrong;  I  ought  to  have  known  that  an 
early  disappointment  is  not  easily  forgotten  even  in 
the  midst  of  happiness." 

"How  long  since  this  happened?"  asked  Mr.  Went- 
worth. 

"Just  before  I  was  married — I  suppose  about  eight 
years  ago ;  I  wonder  Alice  did  not  tell  yon  the  whole 
story,  but  she  is  such  a  timid  creature  that  I  suppose 
she  could  not  summon  courage  enough  to  be  perfectly 
frank  with  you." 

Wentworth  made  no  reply,  but  the  poisoned  arrow 
had  reached  its  mark.  His  confidence  in  his  wife  was 
shaken ;  he  had  not  been  the  first  love  of  her  young 
heart— she  had  loved  and  been  beloved— she  had  plight- 
ed her  faith  even  in  girlhood,  and  the  creature  whom 
he  believed  to  he  as  pure  in  heart  as  an  infant,  had 
narrowly  escaped  the  degradation  of  a  clandestine  mar- 
riage with  an  inferior.  He  was  shocked  and  almost 
disgusted ;  he  felt  heartsick,  and  even  the  sight  of  his 
child,  connected  as  it  now  was  with  the  similitude  of 
the  early  lover,  was  painful  to  him.  He  recalled  a 
thousand  trifling  circumstances  which  would  pass  by 
unheeded  but  for  cousin  Agatha's  kind  attempts  to  ex- 
plain Alice's  meaning,  and  all  now  corroborated  his 
suspicions  of  his  wife's  perfect  sincerity.  The  more 
he  discussed  the  matter  with  Agatha,  the  more  dis- 
satisfied did  he  become  with  Alice :  and  in  proportion 
as  she  fell  in  his  estimation  the  frank  and  noble  cha 
xacter  of  Agatha  arose.    There  was  a  high-toned  sen- 


timent about  her,  a  sense  of  honor  and  an  intensity  of 
feeling  which  added  new  charms  to  her  expressive 
countenance  and  graceful  manners.  Wentworth  was 
not  in  love  with  Agatfia,  but  he  was  a  little  out  of  love 
with  his  wife,  and  the  constant  presence  of  such  a  fas- 
cinating woman,  at  such  a  moment,  was  certainly 
somewhat  dangerous.  More  than  once  he  caught 
himself  regretting  that  Alice  was  not  more  like  her 
cousin,  and  long  before  Alice  was  well  enough  to  leave 
her  apartment,  he  had  become  quite  reconciled  to  her 
absence  from  the  drawing-room.  Alice  felt  his  in- 
creasing neglect,  but  she  dared  not  allow  herself  to  at- 
tribute it  to  its  true  cause.  Cousin  Agatha  was  so  kind, 
so  attentive  to  her,  and  studied  so  much  the  comfort 
of  Mr.  Wentworth,  that  she  almost  hated  herself  for 
the  growing  dislike  which  she  was  conscious  of  feeling 
toward  her. 

One  day,  about  two  months  after  the  birth  of  her 
babe,  Alice,  who  had  been  suffering  from  a  slow  fever, 
felt  so  much  better  that  she  determined  to  surprize  her 
husband  by  joining  him  at  dinner.  Wrapping  a  shawl 
about  her,  she  slowly  proceeded  down  stairs,  and  find- 
ing the  drawing-room  door  partly  open,  entered  so  si- 
lently as  not  to  disturb  the  occupants  of  the  apartment. 
Mr.  Wentworth  was  lying  on  a  sofa,  while  cousin  Aga- 
tha sat  on  a  low  Ottoman  beside  him,  with  one  band 
threading  the  mazes  of  his  bright  hair,  while  the  other 
was  clasped  in  his.  The  face  of  Agatha  was  hidden 
from  her,  but  the  wretched  wife  beheld  the  eyes  of  her 
husband  upturned  toward  it  with  the  most  vivid  ex- 
pression of  fondness  and  passion.  Her  very  sonl  grew 
sick  as  she  gazed ;  she  turned  to  glide  from  the  room 
and  fell  senseless  on  the  threshold.  Weeks  had  elaps- 
ed ere  she  recovered  her  consciousness.  The  sudden 
shock  which  her  weakened  nerves  had  sustained,  pro- 
duced inflammation  of  the  brain,  and  for  many  an 
anxious  day  her  husband  watched  beside  her  sick  bed, 
dreading  lest  every  hour  should  be  her  last.  She  hry 
in  a  state  of  stupor,  and  her  first  sign  of  returning 
consciousness  was  the  shiver  that  ran  through  her 
frame  when  the  voice  of  cousin  Agatha  struck  upon 
her  ear. 

Mr.  Wentworth  was  conscience  stricken,  whenr 
aroused  by  the  sound  of  her  fall,  he  had  beheld  Alice 
lying  lifeless  on  the  floor.  He  uttered  not  a  word  of 
inquiry,  but  he  readily  divined  the  cause  of  her  condi- 
tion, and,  as  he  bore  her  to  her  apartment,  he  almost 
hated  himself  for  the  brief  delirium  in  which  his  sen- 
ses had  been  plunged.  He  could  not  be  said  to  love 
Agatha,  but  her  fascinations  had  not  been  without 
their  effect  upon  his  ardent  nature.  He  did  not  at- 
tempt to  analyze  his  feelings,  but  yielding  to  the  spell 
which  enthralled  him,  abandoned  himself  to  the  enjoy- 
ment of  her  blandishments.  Hour  after  hour  had  he 
spent  in  listening  to  the  false  sentiment  which  fell 
from  her  lips  in  the  most  honeyed  accents,  evening  af- 
ter evening  had  he  consumed  in  attending  her  to  par- 
ties of  pleasure,  day  after  day  had  been  bestowed  upon 
the  completion  of  her  portrait,  while  Alice  was  left  to 
the  solitude  of  her  sick  room.  But  now  when  he  be- 
held her  stricken  down  at  his  very  feet,  the  scales 
seemed  to  fall  from  his  eyes,  and  his  Infidelity  of  heart 
appeared  to  him  in  all  its  true  wickedness.  The  toils 
which  the  insiduous  Agatha  had  woven  about  hint 
were  broken  as  If  by  magic,  and  his  wife,  his  long-suf- 
fering, wronged  Alice  was  dearer  to  him  than  all  the 
world  beside.  He  watched  her  with  all  the  kindness 
of  early  affection,  and  well  did  he  understand  her  ab- 
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horrent  shudder  at  the  presence  of  Agatha.  His  de- 
moted affection  and  the  adieus  of  cousin  Agatha,  who 
.now  found  it  necessary  to  terminate  her  visit,  had  no 
*mall  share  in,  restoring  Alice  to  convalescence. 

Alice  was  slowly  regaining  health  and  strength;  the 
faint  tint  of  the  wild-rose  was  once  more  visible  on 
her  Jhin  cheek,  and  her  feeble  step  had  again  borne 
•her  to  the  room  so  fraught  with  painful  remembrances. 
But  far  different  were  the  feelings  with  which  she  now 
revisited  that  neglected  apartment.  Cousin  Agatha 
was  gone,  she  was  once  more  alone  with  her  husband, 
-and  with  true  womanly  affection  she  willingly  forgot 
his  past  errors  in  his  present  tenderness.  But  there 
-were  some  things  yet  to  be  explained  before  perfect 
confidence  could  exist  between  them.  The  serpent 
had  been  driven  from  their  Paradise,  but  its  trail  had 
been  left  on  many  a  flower;  the  shadow  of  distrust 
a  till  lay  dark  on  the  pleasant  paths  of  domestic  peace, 
and  yet  both  shrank  from  uttering  the  mystic  word 
which  might  chase  its  gloom  forever.  But  the  mo- 
ment of  explanation  came.  A  letter  from  cousin  Aga- 
tha was  placed  in  the  hands  of  Alice,  and  repressing 
the  shudder  with  which  she  looked  upon  it,  she  pro- 
ceeded to  peruse  it ;  but  scarcely  had  she  read  three 
lines,  when,  with  an  exclamation  of  surprize,  she  han- 
ded it  to  her  husband,  and  telling  him  it  interested 
him  no  less  than  hereeli;  begged  him  to  read  it  aloud. 
It  was  as  follows : 
"My  swect  Cousin, 

"I  write  to  repeat  my  thanks  for  the  exceeding 
kindness  and  hospitality  which  I  received  while  an 
inmate  of  your  family.  I  feel  especially  bound  to  do 
this,  because,  as  1  am  on  the  point  of  embarking  for 
France,  I  may  be  unable  for  several  years  to  offer  my 
acknowledgements  in  person.  You  are  doubtless  sur- 
prized, but  you  will  pet  haps  be  still  more  so  when  I 
tell  you  I  am  going  to  join  my  hvutband.  Our  mar- 
riage took  place  more  than  a  year  since,  but  we  thought 
it  prudent  to  conceal  it  both  on  account  of  my  then 
recent  widowhood,  and  because  my  husband  was  not 
then  of  age.  His  guardian  was  opposed  to  his. union 
with  your  penniless  cousin,  and  he  was  sent  off  on  a 
European  tour  to  avoid  me ;  but  we  were  secretly  mar- 
ried before  his  departure,  and  as  he  has  now  attained 
his  majority,  he  has  written  to  me  to  meet  him  in  Pa- 
ris, where  I  hope  to  find  that  domestic  felicity  which 
I  failed  to  derive  from  my  former  unhappy  connection. 
By  the  way,  my  dear  Alice,  I  fancied,  when  I  was  at 
your  house,  that  there  was  some  little  coldness  exist- 
ing between  you  and  your  husband.  I  sincerely  hope 
that  I  was  mistaken  and  that  it  was  my  love  for  you 
which  rendered  me  too  observant  of  the  little  differ- 
ences which  frequently  occur  in  married  life.  I  think 
Mr.  Wentworth  was  piqued  about  your  early  engage- 
ment with  Charles  Wilson  ;  you  had  better  explain 
the  matter  to  him,  and  he  will  probably  find  as  little 
cause  for  his  jealousy  as,  I  assure  you,  there  was  for 
yours.  Don't  pout,  dear  Alice,  you  certainly  irtre  a 
little  jealous  of  me,  but  I  only  fliited  harmlessly  with 
your  husband  pour  passer  Ic  terns;  and  perhaps  a  lit- 
tle out  of  revenge.  I  wanted  to  try  whether  a  '  little 
dowdyish  red-nosed  womart  could  have  any  ai tractions 
for  him." 

"By  Jupiter !  she  must  have  been  listening  at  the 
door  when  I  was  discussing  the  subject  of  her  ill-looks 
just  after  her  arrival,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Wentworth." 

"  Yea,  and  mortified  vanity  will  account  for  her  well 
gcactised  •eductions,  Harry,"  said  Alice ;  "  but  let  us 


hear  the  end  of  this  precious  epistle."    Mr.  Went- 
worth resumed: 

"  I  hope  he  has  fallen  into  his  old  habits  again  and 
is  as  fond  and  lover-likens  i  found  him  on  my  arrival. 
One  piece  of  advice  I  must  give  you,  my  sweet  Alice ; 
do  not  trust  him  too  much  with  those  who  have  great* 
er  powers  of  fascination  than  his  little  wife,  for  believe 
me,  he  possesses  a  very  susceptible  nature.  Do  not 
be  such  a  good  spouse  as  to  show  him  my  letter.  Re- 
member I  write  to  you  with  my  usual  impudent  frank- 
ness. Kiss  little  Harry  for  me  and  remember  me  most 
kindly  to  your  amiable  husband. 

"  Ever  your  devoted  friend  and  cousin, 

"  Agatha." 

" P.  S.  Can  I  send  you  any  nicknackery  from  Paris  f 
I  shall  be  quite  delighted  to  be  of  service  to  you." 

"  Well,  that  is  as  characteristic  a  letter  as  I  ever 
read,"  exclaimed  Wentworth  as  he  flung  it  on  the  ta- 
ble; "how  adroitly  she  mingles  her  poison  with  her 
8 wee t meats;  and  how  well  she  has  managed  to  affix 
a  sting  In  the  last:  I  wonder  whom  she  has  doped 
into  a  marriage." 

"  Some  foolish  boy,  doubtless,  for  she  speaks  of  him 
as  being  just  of  age,  while  she  will  never  again  see  her 
thirtieth  summer,"  said  Alice  ;  "  but  what  does  aha 
mean  Harry  about  my  early  engagement  with  Charles 
Wilson  1    He  was  a  clerk  to  my  father." 

"She  told  me  a  long  story  Alice  about  a  proposed 
elopement  between  you  and  this  said  Charles  Wilson 
which  had  been  prevented  by  her  interference." 

"  Good  Heavens !  Harry  how  she  must  have  mis- 
represented the  affair.  Wilson  was  in  papa's  employ 
and  probably  fancied  it  would  be  a  good  speculation 
if  he  could  marry  bis  employer's  daughter.  He  be- 
came exceedingly  troublesome  to  me  by  his  civilities, 
and  finally  made  love  to  me  in  plain  terms,  when  I 
communicated  the  whole  affair  to  cousin  Agatha,  and 
begged  her  to  tell  papa  of  it,  because  I  was  such  a 
child  that  I  was  ashamed  to  tell  him  myself.  She  did 
so,  and  Wilson  was  dismissed  ;  but  I  was  then  only  a 
school  girl." 

"  You  seemed  so  agitated  when  she  recurred  to  the 
subject  that  1  readily  believed  her  story." 

"  I  was  vexed,  Harry,  because  she  insinuated  that 
there  was  a  likeness  between  our  dear  boy  and  that 
vulgar  fellow." 

"  How  I  have  been  deceived  by  a  fiend  in  the  form 
of  an  angel,"  exclaimed  Wentworth ;  "  we  should  hsve 
been  saved  much  suffering  if  she  had  never  entered 
our  doors." 

"Indeed  we  should,  Harry,  and  I  shall  never  cease 
to  reproach  myself  for  my  folly  in  introducing  such  a 
serpent  Into  our  Elysium." 

"Your  motives  were  kind  and  good,  Alice;  and 
though  it  has  been  to  you  a  severe  lesson  in  the  de- 
ceitfulness  of  the  world,  and  to  me  a  still  more  pain- 
ful one  in  the  deceltfulness  of  my  own  heart,  yet  I 
trust,  that  to  both  of  us  it  may  not  be  without  its  sa- 
lutary influences." 

TO  CARA. 

BT  JOHN  XSE8B. 

Autumn  has  passed,— when  the  setting  sun 

Ripened  the  fruit  it  looked  upon; 

The  peach  dyed  with  blushes  its  pallid  hue, 

And  the  smiling  grapes  the  leaves  peeped  through; 

But  thou  art  a  fairer  fruit  by  far 

Than  ever  vu  shone  on  by  sun  or  alar; 
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The  tinge  on  thy  check  doth  c :>  ne  and  go 
Like  light  through  a  cloud  on  a  field  of  snow. 

Winter  has  passed,— his  dying  tone 

Was  heard  in  the  spirit  storm's  dying  moan ; 

His  cheerful  fires  have  gone  to  decay, 

And  his  robe  of  white  hath  melted  away; 

But  thy  heart  will  still  in  its  gentleness  glow 

While  the  current  of  life  in  thy  veins  doth  flow ; 

The  robe  of  thy  soul  is  purer  still, 

Nor  forms  nor  harbors  one  thought  of  ill. 

Spring  has  passed,  and  has  left  behind 

Perfumed  gardens  to  scent  the  wind, 

And  beautiful  flowers,  that  bless  the  eyes 

With  visions  of  a  lost  paradise ; 

But  thou  art  lovelier  far  than  these, 

And  owest  no  charm  to  sun  or  breeze ; 

Their  lifeless  colors  can  never  vie 

With  the  spirit  that  speaks  in  thy  laughing  eye. 

Summer  has  come,  whon  the  burning  sky 
Changes  all  labor  to  apathy ; 
Our  wearied  limbs  from  the  parching  heat, 
In  the  forest  shades  seek  a  cool  retreat ; 
80  when  the  soul  feels  misfortune's  fire 
Where'er  it  fancies  all  hopes  aspire, 
With  the  mantle  of  Mercy  o'ershadowing  it,  thou 
Wilt  chase  all  despair  from  the  fevered  brow. 
For  the  Rover—  Brooklyn,  July,  1844. 

THE  BLTND  MAN'S  BRIDE - 

BY  MBS,  NOKTON. 

When  first,  beloved,  in  vanquished  hours 

The  blind  man  sought  thy  love  to  gain, 
They  said  thy  cheek  was  bright,  as  flowers 

New  freshen'd  by  the  summer  rain  : 
They  said  thy  movements,  swift  yet  soft, 

Were  such  as  make  the  winged  dove 
Seem,  as  it  gently  soars  aloft, 

The  Image  of  repose  and  love. 

They  told  me,  too,  an  eager  crowd 

Of  wooers  praised  thy  beauty  rare, 
But  that  thy  heart  was  all  too  proud 

A  common  love  to  meet  or  share. 
Ah !  thine  was  neither  pride  nor  scorn, 

But  in  thy  coy  and  virgin  breast 
Dwelt  preference,  not  of  passion  born, 

The  love  that  haih  a  holier  rest !; 

Days  came  and  went :— thy  step  I  heard 

Pause  frequent,  a3  it  pass'd  me  by; 
Days  came  and  went :— thy  heart  was  stirred 

And  answered  to  my  stifled  sigh ! 
And  thou  didst  make  a  humble  choice, 

Content  to  be  thy  blind  man's  brides 
Who  loved  thee  for  thy  gentle  voice, 

And  owned  no  joy  on  earth  beside. 

And  well  by  that  sweet  voice  I  knew 

(Wiihout  the  happiness  of  sight) 
Thy  years,  as  yet,  were  glad  and  few, 

Thy  smile  most  innocently  bright. 
I  knew  how  full  of  love's  own  grace 

The  beauty  of  thy  form  must  be; 
And  fancy  idolized  the  face 

Whose  loveliness  I  could  not  see! 

Oh  I  hippy  were  those  days,  beloved! 


I  almost  ceased  for  light  to  pine, 
When  through  the  summer  vales  we  roved, 

Thy  fond  hand  fondly  link'd  In  mine. 
Thy  soft  "  Good  night !"  still  sweetly  cheered 

The  unbroken  darkness  of  my  doom ; 
And  thy  "  Good  morrow,  love !"  endeared 

The  sunrise  which  returned  In  gloom! 

At  length,  as  years  rolled  swiftly  on, 

They  spoke  to  me  of  Time's  decay— 
Of  roses  from  thy  smooth  cheek  gone, 

And  ebon  ringlets  turn'd  to  gray. 
Ah !  then  I  blest  the  sightless  eyes 

Which  could  not  feel  the  deepening  shade^ 
Nor  watch  beneath  succeeding  skies 

Thy  withering  beauty  faintly  fade. 

/  saw  no  paleness  on  thy  cheek, 

No  lines  upon  thy  forehead  smooth, — 
But  sUll  the  blind  man  heard  thee  speak. 

In  accents  made  to  bless  and  soothe, 
Still  he  could  feel  thy  guiding  hand 

As  through  the  woodlands  wild  we  ranged,— 
Still  in  the  summer  light  could  stand, 

And  know  thy  heart  and  voice  unchanged. 

And  still,  beloved,  when  life  grows  cold. 

We'll  wander  'neath  a  genial  sky, 
And  only  know  that  we  are  old, 

By  counting  happy  years  gone  by : 
For  thou  to  me  art  still  as  fair 

As  when  those  happy  years  began,— 
When  first  thou  cam'st  to  soothe  and  share 

The  sorrows  of  a  sightless  man ! 

Old  Time,  who  changes  all  below, 

To  wean  men  gently  for  the  grave, 
Hath  brought  us  no  increase  of  wo, 

And  leaves  us  all  he  ever  gave : 
For  I  am  still  a  helpless  thing, 

Whose  darkened  world  is  cheer'd  by  theef 
And  thou  att  she  whose  beauty's  Spsing 

The  blind  man  vainly  yearned  to  see  ! 


EAItLY  IMPPvI83TONS. 
You  can  hardly  be  aware  how  deep  may  be  the  im- 
pression which  you  make  on  the  mind  of  your  child, 
even  in  a  very  few  moments  of  time.  For  one,  I  can 
truly  say,  I  have  never  met  with  any  loss  so  great,  as 
that  of  losing  the  care  and  instructions  of  my  mother 
during  my  childhood,  in  consequence  of  her  having 
lost  her  reasons.  But  I  can  recollect  that  when  a  very 
little  child,  1  was  standing  at  the  open  window,  at  the 
close  of  a  lovely  summer's  day.  The  large,  red  sun 
was  just  sinking  away  behind  the  western  hills;  the 
sky  was  gold  and  purple  commingled ;  the  winds  were 
sleeping,  and  a  soft  solemn  stillness  seemed  to  hang 
over  the  earth.  I  was  watching  the  sun  as  he  sent 
his  yellow  rays  through  the  trees,  and  felt  a  kind  of 
awe,  though  I  knew  not  wherefore.  Just  then  my 
mother  came  to  me.  She  was  raving  with  frenzy— 
for  reason  had  long  since  left  its  thione — and  her,  a 
victim  of  madness.  She  came  up  to  me,  wild  with 
insanity.  I  pointed  to  the  glorious  sun  in  the  west— 
and  in  a  moment  she  was  calm !  she  took  my  little 
hands  within  hers,  and  said  that  'the  great  43od  made 
1  he  sun  stars,  the  world— everything:— that  he  it  was 
who  made  her  little  boy,  and  gave  him  an  immortal 
spirit  1  that  yonder  sun,  and  the  green  fields  and  the 
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world  itself  will  one  day  be  burned  up;  bat  that  the 
spirit  of  her  child  will  then  be  alive— for  he  must  live 
when  Heaven  and  earth  are  gone;  that  he  must  pray 
to  the  great  God,  and  love  and  serve  him  forever ! 

She  let  go  my  hands — madness  returned— she  hur- 
ried away  ;  I  stood  with  my  eyes  filled  with  tears,  and 
my  little  bosom  heaving  with  emotions  which  I  could 
not  have  described ;  but  I  can  never  forget  the  im- 
pressions which  that  conversation  of  my  poor  mother 
left  upon  me !  Oh !  what  a  blessing  would  it  have 
been,  had  the  inscrutable  providence  of  God  given  me 
my  mother  who  could  have  repeated  these  instructions, 
accompanied  by  her  prayers,  through  all  the  days  of 
my  childhood !  But,  >(  even  so  Father,  for  so  it  seem- 
eth  good  in  thy  sight !"— Rev.  John  Todd. 


THE  ROVER  OMNIBUS. 

B1IEF  HISTORY  OF  M0BM0N1SM. 

Tine  tragical  fate  of  poor  Joe  Smith,  the  great  Mor- 
mon Prophet,  gives  at  this  moment  a  strong  interest 
to  his  history  and  career.  The  following  is  the  best 
condensed  account  of  his  rise  and  progress  we  have 
ever  met  with.  It  has  been  lying  among  our  gathered 
scraps  for  nearly  a  year,  and  was  taken,  if  we  recollect 
light,  from  some  paper  published  in  Ohio. 

"This  imposture  had  its  origin  in  Ontario  county, 
New  York,  In  1830.  The  ostensible  projector  was  an 
idle,  worthless  fellow,  by  the  name  of  Joseph  Smith— 
the  real  inventors  of  the  delusion,  have  had  adroitness 
enough  to  "  keep  dark"  as  yet.  Smith  pretended  that 
he  had  found  some  golden  or  brass  plates,  like  the 
leaves  of  a  book,  hid  la  a  box  in  the  earth,  to  which 
he  was  directed  by  an  Angel,  in  1327 ;  that  the  writing 
on  them  was  in  the  "  Reformed  Egyptian  language," 
that  he  was  inspired  to  interpret  the  writing,  or  en- 
graving, by  putting  a  plate  in  his  hat,  putting  two 
smooth  flat  stones,  which  he  found  in  the  box,  in  thf 
hat,  and  putting  his  face  therein— that  he  could  not 
write,  but  as  he  translated,  one  Oliver  Cowdry  wrote 
it  down.  The  next  step  was  to  operate  upon  a  super- 
stitious and  credulous  farmer,  by  the  name  of  Martin 
Harris,  and  Induce  him  to  sell  his  farm,  worth  it  is 
said  tliree  thousand  dollars,  to  raise  funds  to  print  the 
book! 

Harris  was  a  professor  of  religion,  and  believed  much 
in  dreams,  and  supernatural  communications  and  was 
easily  persuaded  to  believe  Smith's  story  about  the 
plates  and  the  Angel.  To  confirm  his  faith,  and  get 
his  money,  they  pretended  to  show  him  some  of  the 
plates,  and  got  severnl  other  persons  by  name  of  Whit- 
mir,  and  Smith's  relations,  to  certify  to  the  plates. 
The  probability  is  that  Smith,  who  had  been  a  book- 
pedlar,  and  was  frequently  about  printiog  establish- 
ments, had  procured  some  old  copper  plates  for  en- 
gravings, which  he  showed  for  his  golden  plates. 

It  is  pretended  that  the  "  Book  of  Mormon,"  was 
translated  by  Joseph  Smith  from  these  plates. 

Of  the  falsehood  of  this,  the  book  Itself  contains  the 
most  unquestionable  evidence.  On  the  truth  or  falsity 
of  Smith's  pretended  inspiration  and  of  the  charcater 
of  this  "  Book  of  Mormon,"  rests  the  whole  scheme. 
If  the  Book  in  general  is  a  fable— with  the  extravagant 
stories,  then  Joe  Smith  Junior,  is  a  base  impostor— n 
worthless  fellow,  and  all  his  followers  are  most  wretch- 
edly deceived  and  deluded. 

I  have  not  space,  nor  is  it  necessary,  to  give  any- 
thing like  a  regular  account  of  ita  contents.    Ita  com- 


position is  the  work  of  three  kinds  of  authors,  each 
peculiarly  and  distinctly  marked. 

1.  It  contains  many  extracts,  and  sometimes  whole 
chapters  from  our  common  Bible,  both  the  Old  and 
New  Testament,  word  for  word  as  it  is  in  our  common 
translation.  But  it  is  sciipture  perverted,  because  it 
is  mixed  up  with  the  most  extravagant  and  monstrous 
fictions — and  low,  vulgar,  cant  expressions. 

2.  A  series  of  extravagant  and  romantic  histories 
about  two  sorts  of  people,  that  at  two  remote  periods 
of  time,  ore  supposed  to  have  crossed  the  Atlantis 
Ocean,  and  lived  on  this  continent. 

One  class  came  here  shortly  after  the  confusion  of 
tongues  at  Babe),  lived  here  for  many  generations,  be- 
came very  warlike  and  fought  till  at  last  every  man, 
woman  and  child  was  killed  off!  1  The  Kilkenny  cats 
only  fought  till  nothing  was  left  but  the  tips  of  their 
tails,  but  the  u  JarediUs,"  unmerciful  wretches,  fought 
up  tails  and  all." 

But  this  is  not  more  extravagant  than  the  manner 
in  which  this  race  first  came  to  the  American  con- 
tinent. They  built  eight  small  barges  both  air  and 
water  tight,  had  the  identical  stones  which  Joseph 
Smith  now  uses  to  translate  by,  for  lights,  and  partly 
by  skimming  the  surface,  and  partly  by  diving  like 
ducks,  they  crossed  the  ocean,  with  their  families, 
docks,  herds,  fowls,  and  "  all  manner  of  provisions," 
in  344  days  1 

The  second  race  of  men  migrated  here  about  six 
hundred  years  before  the  birth  of  Christ,  from  Jerusa- 
lem, and  became  the  ancestors  of  the  present  race  of 
Indians.  They  were  of  the  tribe  of  Joseph,  and  con- 
stituted the  Mormons. 

The  extravagant  fictions  of  this  portion  of  the  story, 
outdo  the  Arabian  Night's  Entertainment,  or  the  stories 
of  Sinbad  the  Sailor. 

They  might  pass  for  wild  romances,  however,  were 
it  not  for  the  blasphemous  assertion  that  Jesus  Christ, 
after  ascending  to  Heaven  from  Mount  Olivet,  descend- 
ing again  on  this  continent,  chose  here  twelve  apostles, 
organized  a  church,  and  stayed  sometime  on  earth 
again. 

The  family  of  Levi,  who  first  came  over,  had  a 
quarrel,  and  became  divided  into  two  parties  under  the 
name  of  Lamanites  and  Naphitca.  The  Lamanites  be- 
came corrupt  and  idolatrous — the  Nephites  were  slain 
except  Moroni,  the  "last  of  the  Mormons,"  who  bu- 
ried the  plates  for  the  special  purpose  of  having  Joseph 
Smith  find  theml 

The  Book  of  Mormon  pretends  to  have  been  written 
during  a  space  of  1030  years,  by  twelve  different  au- 
thors, the  last  of  which,  Moroni,  gives  the  story  of  the 
"  Jareditcs,"  who  came  over  in  the  little  barges,  under 
the  ocean,  before  the  days  of  Abraham. 

THE  OBIGIX  OP  THESE  WBITING8. 

About  20  years  since,  a  singular,  eccentric  gentle- 
man, by  the  name  of  Spaulding,  in  the  north  eastern 
part  of  Ohio,  was  engaged  in  writing  a  series  of  ro- 
mances, the  prolific  fruits  of  his  own  fertile  imagination, 
about  the  early  settlement  of  America.  He  was  a  man 
of  some  talent,  of  much  eccentricity  of  character,  and 
in  poor  circumstances.  He  went  to  Pittsburg  to  get 
his  book  printed,  but  soon  died,  and  the  manuscripts 
were  supposed  to  be  mislaid  or  lost.  From  a  number 
of  circumstances  it  appears  now  evident  that  Joseph 
Smith,  Junior,  got  poss^stion  of  them,  and  hence  the 
legends  in  the  Book  of  Mormon !  Smith  had  the  cun- 
ning with  others  to  turn  the  whole  to  a  religious  ao- 
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count,  impose  upon  the  credulous,  superstitious  and 
visionary,  and  became  the  prophet  and  leader  of  a  new 
sect. 

Hence,  3d,  the  preface,  conclusion,  and  occasionally 
a  few  sentences  interspersed  through  it,  are  the  gen- 
uine writings  of  the  Impostor  Smith  and  his  coad- 
jutors. 

SOBER  8ECOND   THOUGHTS. 

Few  things  have  struck  us  more  in  the  action  of 
public  opinion,  than  the  complete  change  of  sentiment 
which  took  place  in  regard  to  the  operations  against 
the  mob  in  the  uniform  companies  of  Philadelphia. 
We  are  unfortunately  so  much  in  the  habit  in  this 
country  of  borrowing  from  Europe  some  stale  political 
cry,  or  catchword,  which  has  no  real  reference  to  our 
state  of  society,  that  the  mere  mention  of  "  The  Mili- 
tary" firing  upon  "  citizens"  was  enough  to  call  out  a 
sort  of  Manchester  indignation  against  the  defenders 
of  the  law.  The  real  good  sense  of  Americans,  how 
ever,  was  not  to  be  ultimately  blinded  by  the  absurd 
cry  against  "  the  armed  soldiery,"  and  they  soon  re- 
cognized these  "  soldiery"  as,  in  fact,  a  part  of  them- 
selves ;  aa  citizens  identified  just  as  much  with  them- 
selves in  feeling  and  interest  aa  the  class  of  firemen 
or  that  ftem  which  a  jury  of  their  peer*  is  empanelled. 

In  this  same  way  the  refusal  of  General  Cadwalla- 
der  to  make  prisoners,  which,  when  first  mentioned, 
gave  great  offence,  soon  received  its  proper  interpreta- 
tion. The  general  was  called  upon  by  his  duty  to  en- 
force authority— not  to  act  the  part  of  a  catchpole.  If 
prisoners  were  to  be  taken,  the  civil  posae  needed  no 
aid  of  the  military.  If  the  civil  posse  is  powerless, 
law  for  the  moment  is  prostrated,  the  military  called 
out  to  assert  its  dignity  must  act  in  an  executive  ca- 
pacity against  the  offenders  at  the  bidding  of  the  civil 
magistracy,  and  it  has  no  right,  by  making  prisoners, 
to  recognize  the  lawless  assemblage  as  the  acknow- 
ledged faction  of  an  organized  revolution.  If  it  can 
make  prisoners,  it  can  also  treat  with  a  body  of  rioters, 
which  would  endanger  the  state  in  ways  too  evident 
to  make  it  necessary  to  enlarge  upon. 


THE  CHILD'S  REVERIE. 

BT  ARTHUR  MORRILL. 

Sweet  innocent !  where  are  thy  thoughts  fondly  stray- 
ing 1 
What  scene  of  enchantment  is  Fancy  displaying, 
What  joys  and  what  sorrows  before  thee  arraying, 

To  fill  thee  with  gladness? 
Dost  dream  that  in  some  fragrant  bower  thou'rt  play- 
ing, 

A  stranger  to  sadness  ? 

Sweet  child!  what  new  joy  to  thy  heart  is  appealing, 
What  innocent  wish  through  *].y  oosom  is  stealing, 
What  trace  of  past  pleasure  is  Mem'ry  revealing-— 

What  bright  spell  hath  bound  thee  7 
Dost  dream  that  at  Pleasure's  rich  shrine  thou  art 
kneeling, 

With  fairies  around  thee  1 

Ah!  ne'er  hast  thon  drcam'd  that  the  season  is  nigh, 
When  pleasure  aa  now  will  not  brighten  thine  eye- 
When  sorrow  and  sadness  shall  cause  thee  to  sigh, 

And  whelm  thee  in  gloom ; 
When  thy  innocent  joys  one  by  one  will  ail  die, 

Alas!  in  thy  bloom. 


Still  smile,  gentle  one— for  thy  smile  is  as  btight 
As  the  vision  which  now  is  deluding  thy  sight 
I  would  that  thy  thoughts  might  be  always  as  light 

And  happy  as  now — 
Nor  time  ever  bring  to  thy  pure  heart  a  blight, 
Or  a  cloud  to  thy  brow. 
For  the  Rover— New  York,  July,  1844. 
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BT  W.  O.  BRTAXT. 

I  gazed  upon  thy  glorious  sky, 

And  the  green  mountains  round, 
And  thought,  that  when  I  came  to  lie 

Within  the  silent  ground, 
'Twere  pleasant,  that,  in  flowery  June, 
When  brooks  sent  up  a  cheerful  tune, 

And  groves  a  joyful  sound, 
The  sexton's  hand,  my  grave  to  make, 
The  rich,  green  mountain  turf  should  break. 

A  cell  within  the  frozen  mound, 

A  coffin,  borne  through  street, 
And  icy  clouds  above  it  rolled, 

While  fierce  the  tempest  beat- 
Away  !— I  will  not  think  of  these — 
Blue  be  the  sky  and  soft  the  breeze, 

Earth  green  beneath  the  feet, 
And  be  the  damp  mound  gently  prest 
Into  my  narrow  place  of  rest. 

There,  through  the  long,  long  summer  hoars, 

The  golden  light  should  lie, 
And  thick  young  herbs  and  groups  of  flowers 

Stand  in  their  beauty  by; 
The  oriole  should  build  and  tell 
His  love  tale  close  beside  my  cell ; 

The  idle  butterfly 
Should  rest  him  there;  and  there  be  heard 
The  housewife  bee  and  humming-bird. 

And  what,  if  cheerful  shouts,  at  noon, 

Come  from  the  village  sent, 
Or  songs  of  maids,  beneath  the  moon, 

With  fairy  laughter  blent. 
And  what,  if  in  the  evening  light, 
Betrothed  lovers  walk  in  sight 

Of  my  low  monument — 
I  would  the  lovely  scene  around 
Might  know  no  sadder  sight  nor  sound. 

I  know,  I  know,  I  should  not  see 

The  season's  glorious  show, 
Nor  would  its  brightness  shine  for  me, 

Nor  its  wild  music  flow; 
But  if,  around  my  place  of  sleep, 
The  friends  I  love  come  here  to  weep, 

The}  might  not  haste  to  go, 
Soft  airs,  and  songs,  and  light,  and  bloom, 
Should  find  them  lingering  by  my  tomb. 

These  to  their  softened  hearts  should  bear 

The  thought  of  what  has  been, 
And  speak  of  one  who  came  to  share 

The  gladness  of  the  scene. 
Whose  part  in  ail  the  pomp  that  fills 
The  circuit  of  the  summer  hills, 

Is  that  his  grave  is  green, 
And  deeply  would  their  hearts  rejoice 
To  hear  agaU  bit  taring  voice. 
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.,  —  _.u  ....«  ..  UM.  uv.v.uuucu  «uu  1  iue  open  window  witu  a  pipe  In  bis  month,  his  white 
unsubdued  spirits  they  beheld  the  dark  clouds  of  op- 1  locks  gently  waring  in  the  wind.    He  had  become  too 
preaslon  settling  upon  them.   Let  us  walk  with  them  J  deaf  to  hear  much  of  ordinary  conversation,  but  hi* 
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Commsbck  of  the  Prairies,  or  the  Journal  of  a  Santa 
Fe  Trader,  during  eight  expeditions  across  the  great 
western  prairies,  and  a  residence  of  nearly  nine  years 
in  Northern  Mexico ;  illustrated  with  maps  and  en- 
gravings. By  Josiah  Gregg;  two  volumes.  New  York, 
Henry  G.  Langley,  8  Astor  House. 

This  is  one  of  the  most  interesting  and  valuable 
works  of  the  season.  It  is  got  up  in  two  neatly  printed 
volumes  of  something  over  three  hundred  pages  each, 
handsomely  bound  in  cloth  and  gilt.  It  is  illustrated 
by  several  fine  steel  engravings,  and  several  others  on 
wood,  executed  in  the  first  style  of  the  art,  together 
with  a  large  and  elegant  map  of  the  Indian  Territory, 
Northern  Texas,  and  New  Mexico,  showing  the  great 
western  prairies.  We  have  not  time  nor  room,  in  a 
work  like  ours,  to  go  into  a  long  or  critical  notice  of 
the  volumes  before  us,  but  we  have  no  hesitation  in 
recommending  them  as  replete  with  interesting  nar- 
rative and  valuable  information. 

One  of  the  plates  in  this  work  is  presented  to  the  view 
of  the  reader  in  this  week's  Rover.  Another  of  the 
plates,  and  a  very  interesting  one,  represents  "  Dog 
Town,"  giving  a  view  of  a  settlement  of  prairie  dogs; 
another,  the  march  of  the  Caravan ;  another,  an  Indian 
alarm,  &c. 

We  learn  from  the  preface  that  Mr.  Gregg  also,  as 
well  as  Kendall  and  others,  has  suffered  from  the  pirati- 
cal depredations  of  that  freebooter,  Captain  Marryat. 
Some  portions  of  these  volumes  were  communicated 
in  1841  and  42,  in  letters  from  Mr.  Gregg  to  the.  Gal- 
veston Daily  Advertiser  and  the  Arkansas  Intelligen- 
cer ;  which  letters  have  been  taken,  word  for  word, 
without  any  acknowledgement  and  incorporated  into 
Captain  Msrryat's  late  work  entitled  "  Monsieur  Vio- 
let." Surely  the  impudence  of  these  English  writers 
knows  no  bounds. 


THE  FIRST  BLOOD  OF  THE, REVOLUTION. 

BT    BEBA    SMITH 

Two-thirds  of  a  century  have  passed  away  since 
our  fathers  stood  up  in  their  might  to  throw  off  the 
yoke  of  British  oppression.  And  now  that  they  have 
gone  down  to  the  grave,  how  few  among  us  under- 
stand or  realize  the  stern  difficulties  they  encountered, 
and  the  severe  hardships  they  endured,  in  those  days 
that  tried  men's  souls.  We  look  into  the  pages  of  his- 
tory indeed,  and  feel  a  glow  of  patriotism  as  we  read 
their  heroic  achievements,  shed  a  tear  of  gratitude  that 
our  country  was  blessed  with  the  wisdom,  the  labors, 
and  the  goodness  of  Washington,  and  perhaps  bestow 
an  indignant  smile  upon  the  folly  and  madness  of  Lord 
North.  But  we  do  not  look  upon  those  days  and  those 
scenes  as  our  fathers  looked  upon  them.  We  see  them 
as  through  a  glass,  darkly ;  they  beheld  them  face  to 
face. 

Let  us  for  a  few  moments  go  back  to  those  memora- 
ble times,  and  stand  side  by  side  with  our  fathers,  and 
•ur  mothers  too,  and  see  with  what  determined  and 
'unsubdued  spirits  they  beheld  the  dark  clouds  of  op- 
pression settling  upon  them.  Let  us  walk  with  them 
Volvmi  Ill-No  20. 


in  their  fields,  and  sit  with  them  at  their  firesides,  and 
see  how  those  iron  men  bared  their  bosoms  to  every 
shaft  of  oppression,  and  how  those  patriotic  women 
cheered  them  on  by  their  zealous  co-operation  and  pa- 
tient endurance. 

On  the  eleventh  day  of  May,  1774,  toward  the  close 
of  the  day,  Mr.  Jonathan  Buker,  of  Lexington,  in  the 
Province  of  Massachusetts  Bay,  came  riding  up  to  his 
house  with  a  speed  somewhat  more  rapid  than  was  his 
usual  habit,  dismounted,  drew  the  saddle  and  bridle 
from  his  horse,  and  instead  of  hanging  them  up,  as  he 
was  generally  careful  to  do,  he  threw  them  into  the 
shed  and  entered  the  house.  His  two  sons,  Joshua 
and  Levi,  with  their  round  jackets  hanging  upon  the 
rail  fence,  and  their  shirt  sleeves  rolled  up  to  the  el- 
bows, were  occupied  in  ploughing  a  potatoe  patch  a 
few  yards  from  the  door,  and  seeing  the  arrival  of  their 
father,  they  left  the  plough  in  the  furrow  and  went  in. 
Mrs.  Buker  was  sitting  with  an  apron  full  of  fox-berry 
leaves,  which  her  little  daughter  had  just  brought  from, 
the  woods,  and  which  she  was  picking  over  for  tea. 

"That's  right,"  said  Mr.  Buker,  "make  much  of 
the  fox-berry  leaves,  for  it'll  be  a  long  time,  I  guess, 
before  we  shall  have  anything  to  do  with  India  tea 
again." 

"  Why,  has  anything  more  happened  in  Boston  V 
said  Mrs.  Buker;  "is  there  any  more  news  from 
homer' 

"Yes,  the  Parliament  has  been  at  its  dark,  dirty 
work  again,"  said  Mr.  Buker;  "they  mean  to  make 
us  all  hewers  of  wood  and  drawers  of  water  here  in  the 
colonies,  to  support  them  in  their  idleness  at  home. 
But  let  'em  go  on ;  let  'em  try  their  worst ;  they'll 
find  before  they  get  through,  that  the  people  of  these 
colonies  weren't  made  to  be  slaves." 

"Well,  what  is  it?"  said  Mrs.  Buker;  "do  let  us 
hear ;  telling  on't  wont  make  it  no  worse." 

"They  have  passed  an  act,"  sal  J  Mr.  Buker,  "to 
shut  up  the  harbor  of  Boston,  and  atop  all  vch  neb  from 
going  In  or  out  there  to  trade.  Not  a  single  dollar's 
worth  of  goods  can  be  brought  in  or  carried  out  of  Bos- 
ton by  water  after  the  first  day  of  next  month.  The 
Boston  folks  are  in  a  sad  pickle  about  it,  and  don't 
know  what  to  do,  nor  which  way  to  turn.  It'll  be  all 
the  same  as  shutting  of  'em  up  to  I carvo  to  death,  for 
they  can't  live  there  if  their  trad<  is  all  eiopt  -t  they 
must  all  suffer  and  die  in  a  heap,  or  leave  the  place. 
Some  of  'em  are  for  giving  right  up,  and  letting  Par- 
liament have  their  own  way,  if  they'll  only  let  their 
trade  go  on.    But  most  of  'em  say,  no,  they'll  die  first." 

"  Well,  I  hope  they'll  stick  to  that,"  said  Joshua, 
coloring  deeply ;  "  I  hope  they'll  resist  that  act  of  Par- 
liament to  the  bat's  end ;  I'm  ready  for  one  to  go  and 
help  'em  fight  it  out." 

"Oh  dear,  I  hope  it'll  never  come  to  that,"  said  Mrs. 
Buker,  with  a  heavy  sigh,  "but  if  it  should,  I'd  rather 
see  my  children  die,  standing  up  for  their  rights,  than 
to  see  'em  live  to  become  the  slaves  of  the  king  and 
Parliament." 

"  What  is  it?"  said  the  trembling  voice  of  old  Mr. 
Ichabod  Buker,  the  grandfather,  who  was  seated  by 
the  often  window  with  a  pipe  in  his  mouth,  his  white 
locks  gently  waving  in  the  wind.  He  had  become  too 
deaf  to  hear  much  of  ordinary  conversation,  but  hi* 
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sharp  black  eye  was  still  undiramed,  and  he  had  watch- 
ed .the  countenances  of  the  family  till  he  was  sure 
something  of  unusual  interest  was  the  topic  of  conver- 
sation. "  What  is  it?"  said  the  old  man,  bending  his 
head  forward,  and  placing  his  hand  behind  his  ear. 

Levi  approached  his  grandfather  to  answer  his  eager 
inquiry,  and  putting  his  mouth  close  to  his  ear,  told 
him  in  a  loud  voice,  that  "  Parliament  had  passed  an 
act  to  shut  up  the  harbor  of  Boston." 

"  Whatl"  said  the  old  man,  drawing  his  head  back 
and  taming  his  eyes  upon  Levi— "she t  up  the  harbor 
of  Boston  ?    How  are  they  going  to  work  to  do  that  ?" 

"Why,  they've  passed  an  act,"  said  Levi,  "that 
fhere  sha'n't  be  any  more  vessels  go  in  or  out  of  Bos- 
ton harbor  to  trade  after  the  first  day  of  next  month ; 
and  they  are  going  to  send  over  their  ships  of  war  and 
soldiers  to  put  the  act  in  force." 

"Well,  well,  If  it  comes  to  that,"  said  the  old  man, 
nl  shall  have  to  try  once  more  in  my  old  age  to  see  if 
1  can  handle  a  musket.  I  don't  s'pose  I  could  walk  to 
BoBton,  but  I  could  ride  down  in  the  wagon,  and  if 
Boston  is  invaded,  I  will  go." 

As  he  finished  this  sentence,  he  rose  from  his  chair, 
struck  his  staff  upon  the  floor  with  considerable  ener- 
gy, and  directed  his  tottering  steps  to  the  other  corner 
of  the  room,  where  the  family  group  were  seated. 

"Jonathan,  said  he,  "aint  all  the  country  going 
down  to  help  Boston,  if  the  Parliament  sends  over 
troops  to  shot  up  the  harbor?  I'm  eighty-one  years 
old,  but  as  old  as  I  be,  if  it  comes  to  that  I'll  go  my- 
self. My  eyesight's  good  yet,  and  I  can  take  aim  as 
well  as  ever  I  could,  and  though  I  couldn't  march 
about  after  the  enemy  much,  I  could  sit  in  your  bro- 
ther Nathan's  store,  and  fire  out  of  his  back  window, 
which  you  know  looks  right  out  upon  the  harbor. 
What  does  Nathan  say  about  it?  Dont  he  want  me 
to  come  right  down  ?'* 

"Oh,  no,  father;  you  are  too  old  and  feeble  to  take 
any  part  in  these  things.  You  ought  to  try  to  keep 
quiet,  and  not  let  yourself  get  excited  about  them.  Be- 
sides, there  wont  be  any  fighting  to  be  done  at  present. 
Nathan  says,  Mr.  Samuel  Adams  told  him  it  wouldn't 
be  best  for  the  Boston  folks  to  make  any  resistance  to 
the  act,  but  let  it  go  into  operation,  and  it  would  do 
more  to  unite  the  colonies  in  one  firm  band  to  maintain 
their  rights,  than  anything  that's  ever  happened.  You 
couldn't  do  Nathan  any  good,  if  you  was  to  go  down 
to  Boston.  He'll  be  out  here  to  see  us  soon  after  the 
port  bill,  as  they  call  it,  goes  into  effect;  for  all  busi- 
aess'll  be  stent,  and  he  wont  have  anything  else  to  do. 
But  he's  got  two  vessels  ready  to  load,  and  he  wants 
to  get  'em  loaded  and  off  before  the  first  of  June.  I'm 
afraid  he'll  have  a  tough  match  to  do  it,  for  everybody 
was  round  yesterday,  after  the  news  come,  to  engage 
ail  the  help  they  could  find.  I  promised  to  send  Joshua 
and  Levi  down  to-morrow,  with  the  cart  and  oxen,  to 
help  him  till  he  gets  his  vessel  loaded." 

Ill  the  midst  of  this  conversation,  Miss  Triphenia 
Baker,  or  Trify,  as  the  family  used  to  call  her,  who 
had  been  on  an  errand  to  one  of  the  neighbors  half  a 
ttiile  distant,  came  io,  full  of  news  from  Boston,  and 
with  almost  breathless  earnestness  said, 

"Mr.  JNilee  has  jest  got  home,  and  says  Boston  is 
all  in  an  uproar,  because  the  harbor's  going  to  be  shet 
up  in  two  or  three  weeks,  and  he's  got  to  go  right  back 
to-morrow  with  his  team,  to  work  for  his  brother  a 
fortnight*  and  Miss  Niks  says  she  shall  he  dreadful 


lonesome,  and  wants  mother  to  come  over  the  first 
day  she  can,  and  spend  the  afternoon  with  her." 

"  Well,  I  guess  I  sha'n't  go,"  said  Mrs.  Buker,  ra- 
ther decidedly. 

"Why  not?"  said  Mr.  Buker,  looking  a  little  sur- 
prized j  "  you  always  used  to  be  rather  fond  of  going  to 
see  Miss  Niles.    What's  turned  up  now  ?" 

"Well,  nothin'  in  particular,"  said  Mrs.  Buker; 
"  only  I  don't  feel  as  if  I  cared  much  about  seeing  of 
her." 

At  this  moment,  Mr.  Buker  glanced  at  his  daughter 
Trify,  and  a  smile  was  playing  over  her  face,  that  seem- 
ed to  look  as  though  she  knew  something  more  about 
her  mother's  reasoning  in  the  matter,  than  had  been 
conveyed  in  the  reply  just  given.  He  turned  again  to 
his  wife,  and  renewed  his  expostulations. 

"Now,  mother,"  said  he,  " I  know  something  has 
happened,  jest  as  well  as  can  be,  and  I  insist  upon 
knowing  what's  broke  out  between  Miss  Niles  and 
you." 

"  Well,  it's  nothin'  at  all  in  the  world,"  said  she, 
"  only  I  strongly  expect  Miss  Niles  drinks  bo  ugh  fen 
tea,  and  if  I  knew  she  did,  I'd  never  set  my  foot  in  her 
house  again." 

"If  that's  the  case,"  said  her  husband,  "it's  so 
much  the  stronger  reason  why  you  ought  to  go  and 
see  her,  and  find  out  the  truth  about  it.  If  if  s  a  fact 
that  she  does  drink  India  tea,  it's  our  doty  to  report 
her  to  the  committee,  and  let  'em  make  an  example  of 
her.    But  what  makes  you  think  she  drinks  tea?" 

"  Why,  the  two  last  times  I  was  over  to  their  house, 
I  smelt  bough  ten  tea,  if  ever  I  smelt  it  in  my  life.  They 
were  jest  done  supper ;  and  says  I,  '  Miss  Niles,  what 
do  you  drink  for  tea,  now  ?'  She  colored  a  little,  and 
says  she,  '  Some  of  us  drink  sage,  and  some  of  us  drink 
fox-berry.'  But  I  could  smell  the  bough  ten  tea  then, 
and  it  gave  me  such  a  hankering  after  It,  I  didn't  get 
over  it  for  two  days.  And  last  week,  when  the  parson 
was  coming  to  take  tea  with  us,  I  sent  over  and  bor- 
rowed her  block  tin  teapot,  because  mine  had  the  nose 
melted  off;  and  when  I  rensed  it  out,  as  true  as  you're 
alive,  Mr.  Buker,  there  was  a  fair  leaf  of  boughten  tea 
come  out  of  the  nose.  I  showed  it  to  Trify,  and  she 
knew  it  in  a  minute.  I  thought  then  I  wouldn't  say 
nothin'  about  it,  for  I  was  in  hopes  our  troubles  in  Par- 
liament was  goingto  be  settled  pretty  soon.  But  since 
they've  broke  out  anew,  and  things  is  growing  worse 
and  worse,  I  wont  try  to  screen  her  no  longer.  If  she 
will  drink  tea  in  such  times  as  these,  the  committee 
ought  to  know  it." 

"That's  right,"  said  her  husband;  "now  you  talk 
like  a  Buker.  I  hope  you'll  follow  up  Miss  Nile*  till 
she's  fairly  brought  to  justice.  The  boys  will  have  te 
be  off  to-morrow  morning,  and  I  shall  go  again  my- 
self the  next  day,  after  I've  seen  to  putting  things  to 
rights  a  little  here  at  home ;  and  then  you'll  have  a 
good  chance  for  a  week  or  two,  to  watch  Miss-  Niles. 
I'd  go  over  and  spend  the  afternoon  with  her,  and  see 
if  you  can  find  out  the  truth  of  the  matter." 

The  next  morning,  by  sunrise,  Joshua  and  Levi  were 
on  the  road  to  Boston,  with  the  cart  and  oxen,  and  the 
day  after  they  were  followed  by  their  father  on  horse- 
back. The  very  same  afternoon,  Mrs.  Buker,  whose 
patriotism  would  not  let  her  rest,  called  on  her  two 
neighbors,  Mrs.  Brown  and  Mrs.  Hill,  to  go  over  with 
her  and  spend  the  afternoon  with  Mrs.  Niles.  On  the 
wey,  Mrs.  Buker  revealed  confidentially  to  Mrs.  Brown 
and  Mrs.  Hill  her  sutpfciojs*  with  regard  to  Mrs.  Rika? 
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at  which  both  of  those  ladies  uttered  an  exclamation 
of  patriotic  horror,  and  declared  if  that  were  the  case, 
she  ought  to  be  exposed  at  once.  On  their  arrival, 
Mrs.  Niles  said  she  was  dreadful  glad  to  see  them,  for 
she  was  awful  lonesome,  and  she  took  them  right  in- 
to the  "fore-room,"  where  they  had  a  couple  of  hours 
of  comfortable  chat.  Their  conversation  naturally 
turned  upon  the  gloomy  state  of  public  affairs  and  the 
Important  crisis  that  seemed  inevitably  approaching. 
Mrs.  Buker  said  she  verily  believed  a  war  would  come 
of  it  yet,  for  she  didn't  think  the  colonies  would  ever 
give  up  to  Parliament,  and  for  her  part  she  hoped  they 
never  would.  She  had  rather  wear  home-made  gowns 
and  drink  fox-berry  tea  as  long  as  she  lived,  than  to 
leave  her  children  under  a  yoke  of  bondage  to  Parlia- 
ment. Mrs.  Brown  and  Mrs.  Hill  said  that  was  their 
opinion  exactly,  and  appealed  to  Mrs.  Niles  for  her  sen- 
timents, who  said,  "as  tor  home-made  gowns,  she 
had  jest  as  lieve  wear  'em  as  not,  or  anything  else  the 
committee  might  tell  her  to  wear ;  but  she  must  con- 
fess it  was  a  dreadful  trial  for  her  to  do  without  tea. 
There  was  such  a  comfort  in  a  good  strong  dish  of 
shushon,  she  did  wish  Ihe  committee  would  take  off 
the  restriction  on  it."  The  other  ladies  here  glanced 
at  each  other  with  such  significant  looks,  that  Mrs. 
Niles  colored.  She  left  the  room  for  a  short  time,  and 
presently  returned  and  invited  the  ladies  into  the  other 
room  to  supper.  In  a  few  moments  they  were  seated 
round  a  snug  table  bountifully  supplied  with  substan- 
tial farmer  comforts.  On  the  centre  stood  a  large  plate 
of  wheat  biscuit,  made  from  flour  as  white  as  snow, 
and  baked  to  a  delicate  brown,  that  rendered  them  at 
once  eripsy  and  delicious.  This  plate  was  flanked  on 
one  side  by  another  of  smaller  dimensions,  holding  a 
generous  slice  of  fresh  sweet  butter,  and  on  the  other 
by  a  corresponding  plate  of  rich  new-milk  cheese; 
while  farther  advanced  toward  the  outskirts  of  the  ta- 
ble, smoked  a  couple  of  custard  pies,  warm  from  the 
oven,  and  glowing  with  all  the  richness  that  milk  and 
eggs  could  give. 

"Well,  there,"  said  Mrs.  Brown,  as  she  divided  a 
biscuit,  and  placed  a  piece  of  batter  upon  the  warm 
surface,  "how  is  it  you  make  your  biscuit  so  nice?— 
Seems  to  me  they  are  the  nicest  I  ever  see." 

"They  are  beautiful,"  said  Mrs.  Hill,  "perfectly 
beautiful." 

Mrs.  Buker  gave  her  testimony  to  the  same  point, 
adding  an  extra  compliment  to  the  cheese.  In  the 
mean  time  Mrs.  Niles  had  filled  her  tea- cups  and  pla- 
ced them  before  her  guests.  Mrs.  Brown  and  Mrs. 
Hill  almost  simultaneously  took  a  sip;  but  Mrs.  Bu- 
ker raised  her  cup  only  halfway  to  her  mouth,  when 
she  suddenly  stopt,  looked  at  it  for  a  moment,  and  then 
returned  it  to  the  table.  Mrs.  Brown  and  Mrs.  Hill 
each  took  another  sip,  a  little  deeper  and  more  scruti- 
nizing than  the  first 

"  Why,  this  isn't  fox-berry,"  said  Mrs.  Brown,  "nor 
sage  neither." 

"  So  it  seems  to  me,"  said  Mrs.  Hill ;  and  both  of 
those  ladies  took  another  very  delicate  sip. 

11  Now,  Mrs.  Niles,"  said  Mrs.  Brown,  "  you  halnt 
£een  a  giving  us  boughten  tea,  have  you?" 

"I  shouldn't  think  you  would  need  to  ask,  after 
drinking  half  a  cup  full,"  said  Mrs.  Buker.  "  For  my 
part,  I  could  tell  it  clear  across  the  room  by  the  smell." 

"Well,  to  tell  the  truth,"  said  Mrs.  Niles,  "it  is  as 
good  a  dish  of  shushon  as  I  could  ma  ke." 

This  direct  avowal  of  her  guilt  by  Mrs.  Niles,  drew 


from  the  other  three  ladies  an  exclamation  of  extreme 
horror. 

"  Whyi  Mrs.  Niles,"  said  Mrs.  Buker,  "  how  do  yott 
dare  to  break  over  the  rules  of  the  committee  in  thfe 
way  ?  Why,  you'll  jest  as  true  be  published  in  the 
papers  as  a  traitor  to  the  cause  of  the  country  as  you're 
alive." 

"I  don't  think  so,"  said  Mrs.  Niles,  very  calmly. 

"  Oh,  you  certainly  will,"  said  all  the  ladies  at  once ; 
"  folks  will  find  it  out,  if  you  go  on  in  this  way,  and 
you  will  certainly  be  exposed  and  published  in  the  pa- 
pers." 

"Well,  I'm  not  afraid  of  it,"  said  Mrs.  Niles. 

"Why  not?"  said  Mrs.  Buker;  "  1  think  it's  high 
time  you  was." 

"  Because  I  haven't  broke  over  any  of  the  rules  of 
the  committee,"  said  Mrs.  Niles,  firmly.  "  We  had 
ten  pounds  of  this  tea  in  the  house  when  the  rule* 
against  buying  and  using  India  tea  was  first  published. 
And  you  know  families  were  allowed  to  use  up  what 
they  had  in  the  house.  I  would  do  as  much,  and  un- 
dergo as  much  for  the  cause  of  the  country  as  anybo- 
dy ;  I  would  not  only  do  without  tea,  where  it  would 
do  any  good,  but  without  bread  too.  Yes,  I  would 
live  on  one  potatoe  a-day,  and  work  day  and  night,  as) 
long  as  my  strength  would  hold  out,  before  I'd  hate 
the  colonies  give  up  to  Parliament,  and  let  'em  tax  as) 
and  take  away  jest  what  they'd  a  mind  to  from  ua. 
I've  no  notion  of  buying  any  more  tea  till  these  troa* 
bles  are  settled ;  but  as  we  have  this  in  the  house,  we 
may  as  well  drink  it  once  in  a  while,  and  take  the  com- 
fort of  it,  and  give  a  cup  to  our  friends  when  they  come 
to  see  us,  as  to  let  it  lay  and  lose  its  strength  and  be 
wasted.  So  now,  ladies,  jest  drink  up  your  tea,  and 
not  worry  any  more  about  it." 

This  lucid  and  frank  exposition  of  the  matter  great)? 
relieved  the  consciences  of  Mrs.  Niles' s  visitors,  and 
theyall  began  to  sip  their  tea,  and  praise  its  delicto** 
flavor.  Even  Mrs.  Buker  said  she  didn't  think  she 
ever  drank  a  better  cup  of  tea  in  her  life.  After  taking 
five  cups  apiece,  all  round,  the  warmth  of  their  patriot* 
Ism  greatly  increased,  and  they  spent  an  hour  in  dis- 
cussing the  affairs  of  the  colonies  with  great  earnest- 
ness and  volubility,  and  promising  to  come  again  in  a 
few  dayB  and  get  another  cup  of  Mrs.  Niles's  good 
shushon,  the  visitors  bade  her  good  night,  and  departed 

What  occurred  for  the  next  fortnight,  or  how  often 
these  good  ladies  visited  Mrs.  Niles  to  help  her  keep 
her  good  shushon  from  spoiling,  our  history  does  not 
very  fully  record.  Mr.  Buker  did  not  return  home  till 
the  second  day  of  June,  haviog  remained  in  Boston 
with  his  two  sons  to  assist  his  brother  Nathan  in 
making  such  arrangements  in  his  business  as  the  time 
would  allow  before  the  port  bill  went  into  operation. 
His  neighbor  Brown  saw  him  ride  up  to  the  door,  and 
immediately  came  over  to  inquire  the  news. 

"  Well,"  said  Mr.  Brown,  "  how  does  things  look 
down  to  Boston?  Did  they  let  the  port  bill  go  ints> 
operation  yesterday  ?" 

"Yes,"  said  Mr.  Buker,  "there  wasn't  any  opposi- 
tion made  to  it,  nor  no  disturbance ;  but  it's  a  sad  time 
there,  I  can  tell  ye.  Everybody  seems  to  feel  as  though 
there  was  dreadful  times  ahead.  It  seemed  more  like 
Sunday  there  yesterday,  than  anything  else.  The 
bells  tolled,  and  the  day  was  kept  as  a  fast ;  and  the 
papers  said  nearly  all  the  co'onlos  had  appointed  the 
same  day  to  be  kept  as  a  public  fast,  on  account  of  the 
portUlL 
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"And  so  we've  got  a  new  governor,  too,  hav'n't 
we?"  said  Mr.  Brown.  "Well,  I  hope  he's  a  better 
one  than  Hutchinson  was.  What  do  folks  think  of 
Governor  Gage?" 

"  Oh,  he's  only  making  things  worse  and  worse," 
said  Mr.  Buker.  "When  the  General  Court  met  in 
Boston,  a  week  ago,  yesterday,  they  nominated  twenty* 
eight  counsellors,  and  sent  the  names  in  to  the  go- 
vernor, and  he  cut  off  thirteen  of  'em,  right  off  slap, 
and  the  best  ones  among  'em  too ;  all  them  that  had 
been  most  arnest  in  standing  up  for  the  rights  of  the 
colonies.  He  cut  off  Mr.  Bowdoin,  and  Mr.  Winthrop, 
and  Mr.  James  Otfs,  and  Mr.  John  Adams,  and  sich  as 
them." 

"  Well,  how  did  the  General  Court  8 tan  that?"  said 
Mr.  Brown;  "I  think  it  was  using  of  'em  rather 
shabby." 

"They  wouldn't  stan  it  no  how,"  said  Mr.  Buker. 
Mi  They  said  if  the  new  governor  was  going  to  try  to 
go  that  gate,  he  might  go  it  alone  for  all  them,  and 
they  wouldn't  touch  to  nominate  another  single  coun- 
sellor; and  they  didn't.  And  then  the  governor  got 
mad,  and  adjourned  the  General  Court  to  meet  at 
Salem  the  seventh  day  of  this  month." 

According^  the  intimation  here  given,  the  General 
Court  of  the  Province  of  Massachusetts  Bay  did  meet 
at  Salem  on  the  7th  of  June,  1774,  and  their  first  act 
was  the  appointment  of  a  committee  to  take  into  con- 
-  sideratioa  the  state  of  the  province.  The  leading  spirits 
of  this  ancient  province  had  made  up  their  minds  that 
a  crisis  had  arrived  in  public  affairs,  which  required 
the  adoption  of  something  more  than  half-way  meas- 
ures. They  determined  to  make  a  bold  effort  to  unite 
the  colonies  in  firm  and  uncompromising  opposition 
to  the  unjustifiable  and  oppressive  encroachments  of 
parliament.  In  short,  they  resolved  that  the  General 
Court  should,  in  its  legislative  capacity,  recommend  a 
congress  of  delegates  from  all  the  colonies  to  be  holden 
at  Philadelphia,  to  consult  on  measures  for  the  public 
good.  But  how  should  this  be  accomplished?  The 
proposition  would  be  new  and  startling  to  most  of  the 
members.  It  would  not  do  to  go  into  a  public  discus- 
sion of  the  subject,  for  Governor  Gage  would  at  once 
exercise  his  authority  and  dissolve  the  House.  The 
thing  must  be  kept  entirely  from  his  ears  and  the  ears 
of  his  partisans.  Samuel  Adams  and  James  Warren 
were  on  the  committee  appointed  to  consider  the  state 
of  the  province.  Their  report  was  prepared,  recom- 
mending a  continental  congress  to  be  holden  at  Phila- 
delphia on  the  first  of  September.  These  two  inde- 
fatigable and  sturdy  rebels  held  secret  conversations 
with  the  individual  members,  whom  it  would  do  'to 
trust,  explained  to  them  the  whole  matter,  and  can- 
vassed the  subject  till  they  were  sure  a  majority  of  the 
members  were  prepared  to  accept  their  report  at  once, 
without  discussion.  In  order  to  avoid  any  possibility 
of  delay  in  the  House,  they  had  made  all  the  arrange- 
ments for  appointing  the  delegates  to  the  congress, 
had  calculated  the  amount  of  the  expenses,  and  point- 
ed out  the  means  for  defraying  the  charges. 

At  length,  everything  being  in  readiness,  the  com- 
mittee on  the  state  of  the  province  announced  that 
they  had  a  report  to  make  to  the  House.  It  was  im- 
mediately voted  that  the  report  should  be  read  with 
closed  door*,  and  that  no  person  should  be  permitted 
to  enter  or  leave  the  House  during  the  reading.  When 
so  much  of  the  report  had  been  read  as  to  render  its 
tenor  obvious,  a  tool  of  the  governor  feigned  to  be 


seized  with  sudden  illness,  and  under  that  plea  was 
permitted  to  leave  the  House.  He  hastened  immedi- 
ately to  the  governor  and  informed  him  what  was 
going  on.  Whereupon  that  distinguished  functionary 
ordered  his  secretary  to  fly  with  all  possible  speed  to 
the  House  and  proclaim  it  at  once  dissolved.  In 
breathless  haste  the  secretary  reached  the  door,  and 
found  it  locked.  He  knocked,  and  called  aloud  for 
entrance  in  the  name  of  the  governor,  but  nobody  re- 
garded his  call.  Unable  to  obtain  admission,  he  at  last 
read  his  proclamation  of  dissolution  to  the  doorkeeper, 
and  retired.  He  then  went  into  the  council  chamber 
and  read  it  to  the  members  of  the  council,  and  pro- 
claimed the  General  Court  dissolved.  But  it  was  too 
late;  the  deed  had  been  done;  the  report  of  the  com- 
mittee had  been  accepted,  and  rebellion  had  success- 
fully raised  its  head  in  the  legislative  assembly. 

Prom  this  time  the  breach  between  General  Gage 
and  his  rebellious  subjects  grew  wider  and  wider.  He 
fortified  Boston  Neck,  at  that  time  the  only  avenue  to 
the  town  by  land,  and  kept  a  guard  upon  it,  who  con- 
stantly annoyed  the  inhabitants  by  vexatious  interrup- 
tions and  questions  whenever  going  out  or  returning 
to  town.  The  great  sufferings  of  the  people  of  Boston, 
in  consequence  of  the  suspension  of  all  their  business, 
sufferings  not  confined  to  them  alone,  but  felt  through 
the  whole  colony,  and  in  all  parts  of  the  country  that 
had  any  dealings  with  Boston,  aroused  the  whole 
country  to  the  height  of  indignation,  and  hastened  to 
prepare  it  for  the  great  crisis  that  was  approaching. 

All  the  colonies,  except  Georgia,  being  twelve  out  of 
thirteen,  followed  the  recommendation  of  the  Massa- 
chusetts General  Court,  and  appointed  delegates  to  a 
general  congress,  which  met  at  Philadelphia  on  the 
5th  of  September,  1774.  The  proceedings  of  this  dis- 
tinguished and  memorable  body  were  worthy  to  re* 
ceive,  and  have  received,  the  admiration  of  the  world. 
They  asserted  the  rights  of  the  colonies  boldly,  clearly, 
and  temperately,  pointed  out  their  grievances,  and  re- 
solved that  they  be  redressed.  The  proceedings  infused 
new  life  and  new  energies  into  the  people.  Their  re- 
commendations were  striclyand  enthusiastically  obey- 
ed, even  in  those  colonies  where  all  other  authorities 
seemed  to  be  disregarded.  The  local  authorities  in 
many  places  were  entirely  broken  up,  and  the  several 
colonies  began  to  form  Provincial  Congresses  for  the 
regulation  of  their  internal  affairs.  In  Massachusetts 
the  people  determined  to  hold  a  Provincial  Congress 
on  the  15th  of  October.  In  the  hope  of  preventing  the 
meeting  of  this  Congress,  General  Gage  issued  a  pro- 
clamation calling  on  the  members  of  the  General  Court  , 
to  meet  at  Salem  on  the  5th.  But  becoming  alarmed 
at  the  aspect  of  affairs,  and  fearing  the  General  Court 
would  be  too  much  for  him  to  manage,  he  issued  an- 
other proclamation  on  the  4th,  declaring  the  court  dis- 
solved. The  members,  however,  met  on  the  5th  and 
decided  that  the  last  proclamation  of  the  governor  was 
illegal.  They  resolved  themselves  into  a  Provincial 
Congress,  chose  John  Hancock  for  President,  and  ad- 
journed to  meet  at  Cambridge  on  the  17th  of  the  same 
month.  At  the  adjourned  meeting  they  voted  that 
one  fourth  part  of  the  militia  should  be  drafted  and 
held  as  minute  men.  They  appointed  a  committee  of 
safety,  and  another  of  supplies,  and  directed  them  to 
procure  military  stores  sufficient  for  an  arm/ of  twelve 
thousand  men. 

On  the  1st  of  February  1775,  the  Massachusetts 
Congress  met  again  at  Cambridge,  but  adjourned  soon 
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after  to  Concord  as  a  place  of  greatei  security.  Here 
they  directed  their  committee  to  increase  the  military 
stores  and  prepare  for  an  army  of  fifteen  thousand. 
Dark  clouds  were  gathering  thick  and  fast  over  the 
coantryt  and  all  were  expecting  the  storm  would  soon 
burst  upon  them.  A  slight  hope,  however,  was  en- 
tertained by  many  that  parliament,  during  its  winter 
session,  would  relax  its  oppressive  measures  toward 
the  colonies,  and  that  a  compromise  of  the  difficulties 
might  be  effected.  But  while  there  were  some  who 
indulged  this  hope,  all  seemed  determined  to  be  pre- 
pared for  the  worst  It  is  highly  probable,  too,  that 
General  Gage  was  expecting  some  conciliatory  meas- 
ures from  parliament,  for  he  seemed  disposed  to  lie 
upon  his  oars  all  winter  in  Boston,  without  making 
any  deddett  demonstration  of  his  intentions. 

About  the  5th  or  6th  of  April,  as  Mr.  Jonathan  Bu- 
Iter's  family  were  at  dinner,  Miss  Trify,  who  sat  facing 
the  window  that  looked  out  upon  the  road,  suddenly 
exclaimed, 

"  There  comes  a  carriage  right  up  to  the  door,"  and 
stepping  hastily  to  the  window,  she  continued,  "it's 
uncle  Nathan,  as  true  as  I  live,  and  aunt  and  the 
children." 

The  whole  family  hastened  to  the  door  to  meet  them. 
Even  old  Mr.  Ichabod  Buker  rose  from  the  table,  and 
hobbled  with  his  staff  as  far  as  the  door,  in  his  eager- 
ness to  grasp  the  hands  of  his  children,  and  to  inquire 
the  news  at  Boston.  As  soon  as  the  first  shaking  of 
ivafcds  had  passed  round,  Mr.  Jonathan  Buker  earnestly 
'In (gibed  ff  anything  had  happened  in  Boston,  or  if 
there  was  any  more  news  from  home. 

"  News  from  home  ?"  said  Mr.  Nathan  Buker,  "yes, 
there's  news  from  home  as  black  as  a  thunder  cloud. 
There  hasn't  nothing  happened  in  Boston  yet,  but  I 
shouldn't  be  willing  to  trust  my  family  there  a  week 
longer,  and  I've  brought  'em  out  here  to  leave  'em,  I 
don't  know  how  long;  I  must  go  back  myself  to-night, 
for  I  come  away  in  such  a  hurry  that  everything  is 
left  at  loose  ends." 

"Well,  what  is  the  news'?"  said  Mr.  Jonathan  Bu- 
ker impatiently.  (<  Is  there  any  thing  more  from  Par- 
liament?" 

"  Yes,"  said  Nathan,  "there  was  an  arrival  yester- 
day, that  brought  us  private  accounts  that  Parliament 
is  going  all  lengths  to  bring  our  noses  to  the  grindstone. 
They  have  passed  the  most  odious  and  oppressive  acts 
to  restrain  the  trade  of  nearly  all  the  colonies,  and  to 
cut  us  off  from  the  fisheries  on  Newfoundland,  and  I 
don't  know  what  all.  The  Governor  hasn't  got  the 
news  yet,  and  perhaps  he  won't  for  a  week  or  two, 
for  the  people  mean  to  keep  it  from  him  as  long  as 
possible,  so  as  to  give  'em  a  chance  to  arrange  their 
business  as  well  as  they  can,  for  they  know  as  soon  as 
he  gets  the  news  he'll  make  a  dab  somewhere,  but 
where  he'll  strike  nobody  knows.  A  great  many  of 
'em  are  preparing  to  move  out  of  Boston,  for  they're 
afraid  as  soon  as  the  Governor  gets  his  budget  from 
home,  he'll  begin  to  hang  them  up  by  the  neck." 

After  partaking  of  refreshments,  Mr.  Nathan  Buker 
started  again  for  Boston.  A  couple  of  weeks  of  anx- 
ious expectation  passed  away,  and  people  were  every 
where  making  preparations  to  meet  the  blow,  which 
they  were  sure  would  soon  fall  upon  them.  Every 
musket  in  the  colony  was  put  in  the  best  condition 
and  every  man  capable  of  bearing  arms  was  trained  to 
the  use  of  them. 

On  the  morning  of  the  19th  of  April,  just  as  the 


cock  crowed  for  day,  Mr.  Jonathan  Buker  was  arous- 
ed by  a  loud  knocking  at  the  door.  He  rose  and  look- 
ed from  the  window,  and  called  out  "  who's  there  V* 

The  well-known  voice  of  his  brother  Nathan  replied, 
"  It  is  I ;  tum  out  all  hands ;  the  enemy  are  on  the 
road,  and  will  be  here  in  an  hour." 

In  five  minutes,  the  whole  household  were  assem- 
bled in  one  room ;  and  Mr.  Nathan  Buker  informed 
them  hastily,  that  a  detachment  of  near  a  thousand  of 
the  British  troops  had  left  Boston  early  in  the  night, 
crossed  the  river,  and  landed  at  Phipps'  farm,  and  were 
now  on  the  road  into  the  country.  The  committee  of 
safety,  in  Boston,  had  watched  their  movements,  and 
from  the  best  information  they  could  get,  they  had  no 
doubt  their  aim  was  to  reach  Concord,  and  get  pos- 
session of  the  military  stores.  He  and  some  twenty- 
others,  had  been  riding  all  night  to  alarm  the  country.' 
In  five  minutes  more,  four  muskets  were  loaded  in 
that  room,  and  ready  to  do  battle.  Mr.  Jonathan  Bu-. 
ker  had  loaded  one,  his  two  sons  had  each  loaded  one, 
and  the  fourth  was  loaded  by  old  Mr.  Ichabod  Buker, 
who,  ever  since  the  shutting  up  of  the  harbor  of  Bos- 
ton, had  insisted  on  having  a  musket  at  his  command, 
and  had  frequently  been  out  to  practise  firing  at  a  mark* 

As  the  house  stood  near  the  road,  Mr.  Nathan  Ba- 
ker advised  that  the  women  and  children  should  de- 
part immediately  across  the  fields,  to  some  neighbors, 
who  lived  back  nearly  a  mile  from  the  road,  or  else  re- 
treat to  the  woods  on  the  back  of  the  hill,  where  they 
could  remain  secure  till  the  danger  was  past.  The 
women  chose  the  latter  position,  as  it  would  give  them 
a  view  of  Lexington  village,  where  it  was  thought 
probable  some  disturbance  might  occur.  Joshua,  wha 
belonged  to  the  minute  men,  shouldered  his  gun  and 
hastened  to  the  village,  to  be  ready  to  obey  the  orders 
of  any  officers  that  might  be  there  collected.  Mr, 
Nathan  Buker  mounted  his  horse,  and  rode  off  rapid- 
ly toward  Concord,  to  continue  to  spread  the  alarmA 
and  Mr.  Jonathan  Buker,  with  his  father  and  son  re- 
mained on  the  premises.  In  a  short  time,  they  heard 
the  drums  and  the  fifes  of  the  approaching  army ;  and 
soon  after,  the  whole  body  of  troops  came  in  sight, 
marching  in  regular  platoons,  and  stretching  for  half 
a  mile  along  the  road.  The  sun  was  just  rising,  and 
their  brightly  burnished  arms,  glancing  in  the  sun- 
beams, shone  with  great  brilliance.  As  the  officer,  who 
appeared  to  be  in  command,  came  against  the  house, 
Levi  exclaimed,  "  I  know  that  man ;  that's  Lieut.  Co- 
lonel Smith,  I  see  him  a  number  of  times  when  I  was 
in  Boston." 

"Well,  now  let  us  aim  right  at  him,"  said  old  Mr; 
Ichabod  Buker,  "  if  we  can  only  jest  knock  him  off  of 
his  horse,  it'll  put  'em  in  such  confusion  they'll  hard- 
ly get  to  Concord,"  and  as  he  said  this,  he  began  to 
point  his  gun  from  the  window.  But  Mr.  Jonathan 
Buker  hastily  caught  the  gun  from  his  hands  and  pre-, 
vented  the  discharge. 

"  What !"  said  the  old  man,  with  a  mingled  look  of 
surprize  and  anger,  "  a'n't  ye  going  to  fire,  Jonathan  1 
—are  ye  going  to  let  them  go  by  without  firing  1" 

Jonathan  told  him  it  would  never  do  to  fire  upbil 
the  king's  troops,  unless  they  fired  first ;  and  besides, 
should  a  gun  be  fired  In  their  present  condition,  it 
would  insure  their  own  instant  death.  They  remain- 
ed quiet  till  the  troops  had  all  passed  by,  and  in  a  few 
minutes,  when  there  had  been  about  time  enough  for 
them  to  reach  the  village,  they  heard  a  sharp  volley  of 
musketry,  followed  by  several  scattering  fires. 
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"There,"  said  Mr.  Jonathan  Buker,  "  I  believe  the 
first  great  blow  has  been  struck.  I  think  them  shots 
drawed  blood,  and  if  they  did,  blood  will  run  till  it 
Stakes  rivers  large  enough  to  swim  in." 

Presently,  the  wonien  came  running  from  the  hill, 
greatly  agitated. 

I  "  Oh,  they've  killed  some  of  'em,"  said  Mrs.  Buker, 
wringing  her  hands,  "I'm  sure  they've  killed  some  of 
»«m,  for  after  the  king's  troops  fired  and  turned  off  in- 
to the  road  to  Concord,  I  see  our  folks  take  up  as  many 
as  five  or  six  bodies  and  carry  'em  into  the  houses. 
And  oh,  where  is  Joshua  1  I'm  afraid  he's  one  of  the 
killed.  Let  us  run  right  down  to  the  village,  and  see 
If  we  can  find  out  what's  become  of  him.  Oh,  my 
poor  Joshua !  he  ought  not  to  a- gone." 

"  If  Joshua  has  fallen,"  said  Mr.  Buker,  solemnly, 
fhe  never  could  die  in  a  better  cause." 

While  they  were  speaking,  they  were  suddenly  re 
lleved  by  the  appearance  of  Joshua,  who  came  run- 
ning toward  the  house.  Mrs.  Buker  flew  to  meet 
him,  and  flinging  her  arms  round  his  neck  wept  like  a 
child,  exclaiming,  "A'n't  ye  hurt,  Joshua,  a'n't  ye 
hurt?" 

"Hurt?  No  mother,"  said  the  sturdy  rebel  boy; 
"but  this  is  no  time  to  stop  and  talk  about  it.  Capt. 
Jones  says  they'll  find  more  military  stores  at  Con- 
cord than  they'll  know  what  to  do  with,  and  it  won't 
t>e  long  before  they'll  be  coming  back  along  in  a  great- 
er hurry  than  they  went.  And  he  says  we  must  rally 
everybody  far  and  near,  minute  men  or  no  minute 
men,  and  get  all  the  guns  and  ammunition  ready  that 
we  can,  and  stand  behind  the  stone  walls  and  the  fen- 
ces and  trees,  and  give  'em  such  a  peppering  as  they 
come  back  along,  as  they  never'll  want  to  fire  at  an 
American  again.  I've  come  home  to  see  about  getting 
somebody  to  go  up  the  back  road  to  old  Mr.  Wilson's 
to  give  the  alarm,  for  nobody's  been  up  that  way  yet, 
and  there's  a  good  many  on  that  road  that  would  be 
xiown  with  their  guns  about  the  quickest,  if  they  knew 
What  was  going  on." 

"  I'll  go,"  said  Miss  Trify  Buker,  earnestly ;  "  it's 
bo  use  for  me  to  stay  here,  for  I  don't  know  how  to  fire 
guns,  but  I  can  ride  as  well  as  most  any  body." 

In  five  minutes  Mr.  Buker' s  horse  was  at  the  door, 
•addled  and  bridled,  and  Miss  Trify  was  mounted  and 
off  upon  a  quick  gallop.  And  now  from  every  direc- 
tion the  Provincials  came  pouring  along  "  in  hot  haste," 
toward  the  scene  of  action.  They  came  down  from 
the  hills,  and  up  from  the  vallies,  with  strong  hands 
and  strong  hearts  ready  for  the  conflict.  From  every 
cross  road  and  by-way  came  forth  old  farmers  on  horse- 
back and  young  farmers  on  foot  with  fire  in  their  eyes 
and  muskets  in  their  hands.  And  when  the  British, 
an  hour  or  two  after  their  gallant  achievement  at  Lex- 
ington, were  on  their  back  track  from  Concord,  they 
soon  found  they  had  a  fearful  gauntlet  to  run,  that  they 
bad  little  dreamed  of.  Even  the  strong  reinforcement 
that  met  them  at  Lexington  was  not  sufficient  to  re- 
Vive  their  courage,  and  the  whole  body  made  a  rapid 
and  somdwhat  irregular  retreat,  aided  in  no  small  de- 
gree by  "the  great  activity  of  Lord  Percy, 

"  Whose  brave  example  led  them  on, 
And  spirited  the  troops  to  run." 
While  they  were  passing  the  house  of  the  Bukers,  old 
Mr.  Ichabod  Buker,  stationed  behind  a  heavy  stone 
wall,  with  an  aperture  before  him  just  sufficient  to  poke 
bis  gun  through,  fuUy  satisfied  his  patriotic  indigna- 


tion by  keeping  up  a  constant  firing  till  the  last  oX 
the  train  was  beyond  the  reach  of  his  musket.  And 
when  the  killed  of  the  enemy  were  gathered  up  for  bu- 
rial, more  than  one  body  was  found  in  front  of  Mj.  Ba- 
ker's premises. 

THE  ACOBN. 

BT  SLIZABZTH  OAJCBS  SMITH. 

An  acorn  fell  from  an  old  oak  tree, 

And  lay  on  the  frosty  ground— 
"  Oh,  what  snail  the  fate  of  the  acorn  be !" 

Was  whispered  all  around, 
By  low-toned  voices,  chiming  sweet, 

Like  a  floweret's  bell  when  swung— 
And  grasshopper  steeds  were  gathering-fleet, 

And  the  beetle's  hoofs  up-rung— 

For  the  woodland  fays  came  sweeping  past 

In  the  pale  autumnal  ray, 
Where  the  forest  leaves  were  falling  fast, 

And  the  acorn  quivering  lay ; 
They  came  to  tell  what  its  fate  should  be, 

Though  life  was  unrevealed; 
For  life  is  holy  mystery, 

Where'er  it  is  conceal'd. 

They  came  with  gifts  that  should  life  bestow : 

The  dew  and  the  living  air— 
The  bane  that  should  work  its  deadly  wo— 

Was  found  with  the  fairies  there. 
In  the  gray  moss-cup  was  the  mildew  brough%     & 

And  the  worm  in  the  rose-leaf  roll'd, 
And  many  things  with  destruction  fraught, 

That  its  fate  were  quickly  told. 

But  it  needed  not ;  for  a  blessed  fate 

Was  the  acorn's  doomed  to  be— 
The  spirits  of  earth  should  its  birth-time  wait, 

And  watch  o'er  its  destiny. 
To  a  little  sprite  was  the  task  assigned 

To  a  bury  the  acorn  deep, 
Away  from  the  frost  and  searching  wind, 

When  they  through  the  forest  sweep. 

I  laugh'd  outright  at  the  small  thing's  toil, 

As  he  bow'd  beneath  the  spade, 
And  he  balanced  his  gossamer  wings  the  while 

To  peep  in  the  pit  he  made. 
A  thimble's  depth  it  was  scarcely  deep, 

When  the  spade  aside  he  threw, 
And  roll'd  the  acorn  away  to  sleep 

In  the  hush  of  dropping  dew. 

The  spring-time  came  with  its  fresh,  warm  air, 

And  its  gush  of  woodland  song ; 
The  dew  came  down,  and  the  rain  was  there, 

And  the  sunshine  rested  long ; 
Then  softly  the  black  earth  turn'd  aside, 

The  old  leaf  arching  o'er, 
And  up,  where  the  last  year's  life  had  dried, 

Came  the  acorn  shell  once  more. 

With  coiled  stem,  and  a  pale  green  hue, 

It  look'd  but  a  feeble  thing; 
Then  deeply  its  roots  abroad  it  threw, 

Its  strenght  from  the  earth  to  bring. 
The  woodland  sprites  are  gathering  round, 

Rejoiced  that  the  task  is  done— 
That  another  life  from  the  noisome  grooad 

Is  up  to  the  pleasant  sun. 


THE  ACORN. 


3U 


The  young  child  paseM  with  a  careless  tread, 

And  vague-like  fears  the  boy  surround, 

And  the  germ  had  well  nigh  crush'd, 

In  the  shadow  of  that  tree ; 

But  a  spider,  launch'd  on  her  airy  thread, 

So  growing  up  from  the  darksome  ground, 

The  cheek  of  the  stripling  brush'd. 

Like  a  giant  mystery. 

He  little  knew,  as  he  started  back, 

His  heart  beats  quick  to  the  squirrel's  tread 

How  the  acorn's  fate  was  hung 

On  the  withered  leaf  and  dry, 

On  the  very  point  in  the  spider's  track 

And  he  lifts  not  up  his  awe  struck  head 

Where  the  web  on  his  cheek  was  flung, 

As  the  eddying  wind  sweeps  by. 

The  autumn  came,  and  it  stood  alone, 

And  regally  the  stout  oak  stood, 

And  bow'd  as  the  wind  pass'd  by — 

In  its  vigor  and  its  pride ; 

The  wind  that  uttered  its  dirge-like  moan 

A  monarch  own'd  in  the  solemn  wood, 

In  the  old  oak  sere  and  dry ; 

With  a  sceptre  spreading  wide- 

And  the  hollow  branches  creak'd  and  sway'd, 

No  more  in  the  wintry  blast  to  blow, 

But  they  bent  not  to  the  blast, 

Or  rock  in  the  summer  breeze ; 

For  the  stout  oak  tree,  where  centuries  played, 

But  draped  in  green,  or  star-like  snow, 

Was  sturdy  to  the  last. 

Reign  king  of  the  forest  trees. 

A  schoolboy  beheld  the  lithe  young  shoot, 

And  a  thousand  years  it  firmly  grew, 

And  his  knife  was  instant  out, 

And  a -thousand  blasts  defied ; 

To  sever  the  stalk  from  its  spreading  root, 

And  mighty  in  strength,  its  broad  arms  threw 

And  scatter  the  buds  about  ; 

'  A  shadow  dense  and  wide. 

To  peel  the  bark  in  curious  rings, 

It  grew  where  the  rocks  were  bursting  out 

And  many  a  notch  and  ray, 

From  the  thin  and  heaving  soil- 

To  beat  the  air  till  it  whizzing  sings, 

Where  the  ocean's  roar,  and  the  88001*0  shout, 

Then  idly  cast  away. 

Were  mingled  in  wild  turmoil — 

His  hand  was  stayed— he  knew  not  why : 

Where  the  far-off  sound  of  the  restless  deep 

'Twas  a  presence  breathed  around— 

Came  up  with  a  booming  swell; 

A  pleading  from  the  deep-blue  sky, 

And  the  white  foam  dash'd  to  the  rocky  steep, 

And  up  from  the  teaming  ground. 

But  it  loved  the  tumult  well. 

It  told  of  the  care  that  had  lavish'd  been 

Then  its  huge  limbs  creak'd  in  the  midnight  air, 

In  sunshine  and  in  dew — 

And  join'd  in  the  rude  uproar  : 

Of  the  many  things  that  had  wrought  a  screen 

For  it  loved  the  storm  and  the  lightning's  glare, 

When  peril  around  it  grew. 

And  the  sound  of  the  breaker's  roar. 

It  told  of  the  oak  that  once  had  bow'd, 

The  bleaching  bones  of  the  sea-birds  prey 

As  feeble  a  thing  to  see ; 

Were  heap'd  on  the  rocks  below ; 

But  now,  when  the  storm  was  raging  loud, 

And  the  bald-head  eagle,  fierce  and  gray, 

It  wrestled  mightily. 

Look'd  offfrom  its  topmost  bough. 

There's  deeper  thought  on  the  schoolboy's  brow, 

Where  its  shadow  lay  on  the  quiet  wave 

A  new  love  at  his  heart, 

The  light  boat  often  swung, 

And  he  ponders  much,  as  with  footsteps  slow 

And  the  stout  ship,  saved  from  the  ocean-grave, 

He  turns  him  to  depart. 

Her  cable  round  it  flung. 

Up  grew  the  twig,  with  a  vigor  bold, 

Change  came  to  the  mighty  things  of  earth- 

In  the  shade  of  the  parent  tree, 

Old  empires  pass'd  away ; 

j£hd  the  old  oak  knew  that  his  doom  was  told, 

Of  the  generations  that  had  birth, 

When  the  sapling  sprang  so  free. 

0  Death !  where,  where  were  they  1 

Then  the  fierce  winds  came,  and  they  raging  tore 

Yet  fresh  and  green  the  brave  oak  stood, 

The  hollow  limbs  away ; 

Nor  dreamed  it  of  decay, 

And  the  damp  moss  crept  from  the  earthy  floor 

Though  a  thousand  times  in  the  autumn  wood 

Around  the  trunk,  time-worn  and  gray. 

Its  leaves  on  the  pale  earth  lay. 

The  young  oak  grew,  and  proudly  grew, 

A  sound  comes  down  in  the  forest  tree*, 

For  its  roots  were  deep  and  strong ; 

An  echoing  from  the  hill ; 

And  a  shadow  broad  on  the  earth  it  threw, 

It  floats  far  off  on  the  summer  breeze, 

And  the  sunshine  linger' d  long 

And  the  shore  resounds  it  shrill. 

On  its  glossy  leaf,  where  the  flickering  light 

Lo !  the  monarch  tree  no  more  shall  stand 

Was  flung  to  the  evening  sky ; 

Like  the  watch-tower  of  the  main — 

And  the  wild  bird  came  to  its  airy  height, 

The  strokes  fall  thick  from  the  woodman's  hand. 

And  taught  her  young  to  fly. 

And  its  falling  shakes  the  plain. 

In  acorn- time  came  the  truant  boy, 

That  stout  old  oak!— 'Twas  a  worthy  tree, 

With  a  wild  and  eager  look, 

And  the  builder  marked  it  out ; 

And  he  mark'd  the  tree  with  a  wondering  joy, 

And  he  smiled  its  angled  limbs  to  see, 

As  the  wind  the  great  limbs  shook. 

As  he  measured  the  trunk  about. 

He  look'd  where  the  moss  on  the  north  side  grew, 

Already  to  him  was  a  gallant  bark 

The  gnarled  arms  outspread, 

Careering  the  rolling  deep, 

(The  solemn  shadow  the  huge  tree  threw, 

And  in  sunshine,  calm,  or  tempest  dark, 

Am  it  tower' d  above  his  head : 

Her  way  she  will  proudly  keep. 
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The  chisel  clinks,  and  the  hammer  rings, 

And  the  merry  jest  goes  round ; 
While  he  who  the  longest  and  loudest  sings 

Is  the  stoutest  workman  found. 
With  jointed  rib,  and  trunnel'd  plank 

The  work  goes  gayly  on, 
And  light-spoke  oaths,  when  the  glass  they  drank, 

Are  heard  till  the  task  is  done. 

She  sits  on  the  stocks,  the  skeleton  ship, 

With  her  oaken  ribs  all  bare, 
And  the  child  looks  up  with  parted  lip, 

As  it  gathers  fuel  there—  • 

With  brimless  hat,  the  bare-foot  boy 

Looks  round  with  strange  amaze, 
And  dreams  of  a  sailor's  life  of  joy 

Are  mingling  in  that  gaze. 

With  graceful  waist,  and  carvings  brave, 

The  trim  hull  waits  the  sea— 
And  she  proudly  stoops  to  the  crested  wave, 

While  round  go  the  cheerings  three. 
Her  prow  swells  up  from  the  yeasty  deep, 

Where  it  plunged  in  foam  and  spray ; 
And  the  glad  waves  gathering  round  her  sweep 

And  buoy  her  in  their  play. 

Thou  wert  nobly  rea^d,  oh  heart  of  oak ! 

In  the  sound  of  the  ocean  roar, 
Where  the  surging  wave  o'er  the  rough  rock  broke 

And  bellow'd  along  the  shore— 
And  how  wilt  thou  in  the  storm  rejoice, 

With  the  wind  through  spar  and  shroud, 
To  hear  a  sound  like  the  forest  voice, 

When  the  blast  was  raging  loud ! 

With  snow-white  sail,  and  streamer  gay, 
She  sits  like  an  ocean  sprite, 

Careering  on  her  trackless  way, 
In  sunshine  or  dark  midnight : 

Her  course  is  laid  with  fearless  skill, 
For  brave  hearts  man  the  helm ; 

And  the  joyous  winds  her  canvas  fill- 
Shall  the  wave  the  stout  ship  whelm? 

On,  on  she  goes,  where  icebergs  roll, 

Like  floating  cities  by; 
Where  meteors  flash  by  the  northern  pole, 

And  the  merry  dancers  fly ; 
Where  the  glittering  light  is  backward  flung 

From  icy  tower  and  dome, 
And  the  frozen  shrouds  are  gayly  hung 

With  gems  from  the  ocean  foam. 

On  the  Indian  sea  was  her  shadow  cast, 

As  it  lay  like  molten  gold, 
And  her  pendant  shroud  and  towering  mast 

Seem'd  twice  on  the  waters  told. 
The  idle  canvas  slowly  swung 

As  the  spicy  breeze  went  by, 
And  strange,  rare  music  around  her  rung 

From  the  palm-tree  growing  nigh. 

Oh,  gallant  ship,  thou  didst  bear  with  thee 

The  gay  and  the  breaking  heart, 
And  weeping  eyes  look'd  out  to  see 

Thy  white-spread  sails  depart. 
And  when  the  rattling  casement  told 

Of  many  a  periTd  ship, 
The  anxious  wife  her  babes  would  fold, 

And  pray  with  trembling  lip. 


The  petrel  wheeled  in  her  stormy  flight ; 

The  wind  piped  shrill  and  high ; 
On  the  topmast  sat  a  pale  blue  light, 

That  flickered  not  to  the  eye : 
The  black  cloud  came  like  a  banner  downr 

And  down  came  the  shrieking  blast ; 
The  quivering  ship  on  her  beams  is  thrown, 

And  gone  are  helm  and  mast. 

Helmless,  but  on  before  the  gale, 

She  ploughs  the  deep-troughed  wave : 
A  gurgling  sound— a  phrenzied  wail— 

And  the  ship  hath  found  a  grave. 
And  thus  is  the  fate  of  the  acorn  told, 

That  fell  from  the  old  oak  tree, 
And  the  woodland  fays  in  the  frosty  mould 

Preserved  for  its  destiny. 


BEAU  BRUMMELL. 
The  following  sketch  of  this  prince  of  dandies  has  been 

condensed  for  the  Rover  from  Blackwood. 

Geobge  Bbyan  Brummell,  was  born  in  June,  1778. 
The  biographer  observes  characteristically,  that  the 
beau  avoided  the  topic  of  his  genealogical  tree  with  a 
sacred  mystery.  It  appears  that  he  avoided  with  equal 
caution  all  mention  of  the  startling  fact,  that  one  of 
his  Christian  names  was  Bryan.  It  never  escaped  his 
lips :  it  never  slipped  into  his  signature ;  it  was  never 
suffered  to  "  come  between  the  wind  and  his  nobility." 
If  it  had  by  any  unhappy  chance  transpired,  he  must 
have  fainted  on  the  spot,  have  fled  from  society,  and 
hid  his  discomfiture  in 

"  Deserts  where  no  men  abide." 

Brummell  was  a  dandy  by  instinct,  a  good  dresser 
by  the  force  of  original  genius ;  a  first-rate  tyer  of  cra- 
vats on  the  involuntary  principle.  When  a  boy  at 
Eton,  in  1790,  he  acquired  his  first  distinction  not  by 
"  longs  and  shorts,"  but  by  the  singular  nicety  of  his 
stock  with  buckle,  the  smart  cut  of  his  coat,  and  hi* 
finished  manners.  Others  might  see  glory  only  through 
hexameters  and  pentameters;  renown  might  await 
others  only  through  boasting  or  cricket ;  with  him  the 
color  of  his  coat  and  the  cut  of  his  waistcoat  were  the 
materials  of  fame.  Fellows  and  provosts  of  Eton 
might  seem  to  others  the  "  magnificoes"  of  mankind 
—the  colossal  figures  which  overtopped  the  age  by 
their  elevation,  or  eclipsed  it  by  their  splendor— the 
"  dii  majorum  gentium,"  who  sat  on  the  pinnacle  of 
the  modern  Olympus;  but  Brummell  saw  nothing 
great  but  his  tailor— nothing  worthy  of  respect  among 
the  human  arts  but  the  art  of  cutting  out  a  coat— and 
nothing  fit  to  ensure  human  fame  with  posterity  but 
the  power  to  create  and  bequeath  a  new  fashion. 

But  the  name  of  dandy  was  of  later  date ;  the  age 
had  not  attained  sufficient  elegance  for  so  polished  a 
title;  it  was  still  buck  or  macaroni;  the  latter  having 
been  the  legacy  of  the  semi-barbarian  age  which  pre- 
ceded the  eighteenth  century.  Brummell  was  called 
Buck  Brummell  when  an  urchin  at  Eton— a  prelim- 
inary evidence  of  the  honors  which  awaited  him  in  a 
generation  fitter  to  reward  his  skill  and  acknowledge 
his  superiority.  Dandy  was  a  thing  yet  to  come,  but 
which,  in  his  instance,  was  sure  to  come. 

"  The  force  of  title  could  no  further  go— 
The  *  dandy  was  the  heirloom  of  the  bean,' " 

Yet  even  in  boyhood  the  sly  and  subtle  style,  the 
Brummelliem  of  his  after  years,  began  to  exhibit  ittelt 
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A  party  of  the  boys  having  quarrelled  with  the  boat- 
men of  the  Thames,  had  fallen  on  one  who  had  rend- 
ered himself  obnoxious,  and  were  about  to  throw  him 
into  the  river.  BrummeH,  who  never  took  part  in 
those  affrays,  but  happened  to  pass  by  at  the  time, 
said:  "My  good  fellows,  don't  throw  him  into  the 
river ;  for,  as  the  man  is  in  a  high  state  of  perspiration, 
it  amounts  to  a  certainty  that  he  will  catch  cold." 
The  boys  burst  into  laughter,  and  let  their  enemy  run 
for  his  life. 

In  1794  he  was  gazetted  to  a  cornetcy  in  the  Tenth 
Hussars,  the  gift  of  its  colonel,  the  Prince  of  Wales. 
BrummeU's  own  account  of  his  origin  of  his  court 
connections  is,  that  when  a  boy  at  Eton,  he  had  been 
presented  to  the  prince,  and  that  his  subsequent  inti- 
macy grew  out  of  the  prince's  notion  on  that  occasion. 
But  a  friend  of  his  told  the  biographer  that  the  prince, 
hearing  of  the  young  Etonian  as  a  second  Selwyn, 
had  asked  him  to  his  table,  and  given  him  the  com- 
mission to  attach  him  to  his  service.  This  was  a  re- 
markable distinction,  and  in  any  other  hands  would 
have  been  a  card  of  fortune.  He  was  then  but  six- 
teen; he  was  introduced  at  once  into  the  highest 
society  of  fashion  ;  and  he  was  the  favorite  companion 
of  a  prince  who  required  to  be  amused,  delighted  in 
originality,  and  was  fond  of  having  the  handsomest 
and  pleasantest  men  of  the  age  in  his  regiment. 

Brummell,  though  an  elegant  appendage  to  the 
corps,  was  too  much  about  the  person  of  the  prince  to 
be  a  diligent  officer.  The  result  was,  that  he  was 
often  late  on  parade,  and  did  not  always  know  his  own 
troop.  However,  he  evaded  the  latter  difficulty  in 
genera],  by  a  contrivance  peculiarly  his  own.  One 
of  his  men  had  a  large  blue- tinged  nose.  When  Brum- 
mell arrived  late,  he  galloped  between  the  squadrons 
till  he  saw  the  blue  nose.  There  he  reined  up,  and 
felt  secure.  Once,  however,  it  happened  unfortunately 
that  during  his  absence  there  was  some  change  made 
in  the  squadrons,  and  the  place  of  the  blue  nose  was 
shifted.  Brummell,  on  coming  up  late  as  usual,  gal- 
loped in  search  of  his  beacon,  and  having  found  his  old 
friend  he  reined  up.  "Mr.  Brummell,"  cried  the 
colonel,  "you  are  with  the  wrong  troop."  "No,  no, 
said  Brummell,  confirming  himself  by  the  sight  of  the 
blue  nose,  and  adding  in  a  lower  tone :  "  I  know  better 
than  that;  a  pretty  thing* indeed,  if  I  did  not  know 
my  own  troop  1" 

His  promotion  was  rapid ;  for  he  obtained  a  troop 
within  three  years,  being  captain  in  1796.  Yet  within 
two  years  he  threw  up  his  commission.  The  ground 
of  this  singular  absurdity  is  scarcely  worth  inquiring 
into.  He  was  evidently  too  idle  for  anything  which 
required  any  degree  of  regularity.  The  command  of  a 
troop  requires  some  degree  of  attention  from  the  idlest. 
He  had  the  prospect  of  competence  from  his  father's 
wtalth ;  and  his  absolute  abhorrence  of  all  exertion 
was  probably  his  chief  prompter  in  throwing  away  the 
remarkable  advantages  of  his  position — a  position  from 
which  the  exertion  of  a  moderate  degree  of  intellectual 
vigor,  or  even  of  physical  activity,  might  have  raised 
him  to  high  rank  in  either  the  state  or  the  army. 

Of  course,  various  readings  of  his  resignation  have 
been  given ;  some  referred  it  to  his  being  obliged  to 
wear  hair-powder,  which  was  then  ceasing  to  be  fash- 
ionable; others,  more  probably,  to  an  original  love 
for  doing  nothing.  The  reason  which  he  himself  as- 
signed, was  comic  and  characteristic.  It  was  his  dis- 
gust at  the  idea  of  being  quartered,  for  however  short 


a  time,  in  a  manufacturing  town.  An  order  arrived 
one  evening  for  the  hussars  to  move  to  Manchester. 
Next  morning  early  he  waited  on  the  prince,  who,  ex- 
pressing surprize  at  a  visit  at  such  an  hour  from  him, 
was  answered :  "  The  fact  is,  your  royal  highness,  I 
heard  that  we  are  ordered  to  Manchester.  Now,  you 
must  be  aware  how  disagreeable  this  would  be  to  me ; 
I  really  could  not  go.  Think'.  Manchester!  Besides, 
you  would  not  be  there.  I  have,  therefore,  with  your 
permission,  determined  to  sell  out"  "Oh,  by  all 
means,  Brummell!"  said  the  prince;  "do  as  you 
please."  And  thus  he  stripped  himself  of  the  highest 
opportunity  in  the  most  showy  of  all  professions  before 
he  was  twenty-one. 

He  now  commenced  what  is  called  the  bachelor  life 
of  England ;  he  took  a  house  in  Chesterfield  street, 
May  Fair ;  gave  small  but  exquisite  dinners ;  invited 
men  of  rank,  and  even  the  prince,  to  his  table ;  and 
avoiding  extravagance— for  he  seldom  played,  and 
kept  only  a  pair  of  horses— established  himself  as  a 
refined  voluptuary. 

Yet  for  this  condition  his  means,  though  considers. 
.  able,  if  aided  by  a  profession,  were  obviously  inade- 
quate. His  fortune  amounted  only  to  L.30,000,  though 
to  this  something  must  be  added  for  the  sale  of  his 
troop.  His  only  resources  thenceforth  must  be  play, 
or  an  opulent  marriage. 

BrummeU's  dress  was  finished  with  perfect  skill, 
but  without  the  slightest  attempt  at  exaggeration. 
Plain  Hessian  boots  and  pantaloons,  or  top  boots  and 
buckskins,  which  were  then  more  the  fashion  than 
they  are  now ;  a  blue  coat,  and «  buff-colored  waist- 
coat—for he  somewhat  leaned  to  Foxite  politics  for 
form's  sake,  however  he  despised  all  politics  as  un- 
worthy of  a  man  born  to  give  the  tone  to  fashion— was 
his  morning  dress.  In  the  evening,  he  appeared  in  a 
blue  coat  and  white  waistcoat,  black  pantaloons  closely 
fitting,  and  buttoning  tight  to  the  ankle,  striped  silk 
stockings,  and  opera  hat.  We  may  thus  observe  how 
much  Brummell  went  before  his  age. 

The  prince,  at  this  period,  cultivated  dress  with  an 
ardor  which  threatened  to  dethrone  Brummell  himself, 
and  his  wardrobe  was  calculated  to  have  cost  L. 100,000. 
But  his  royal  highness  had  one  obstacle  to  encounter 
which  ultimately  drove  him  from  the  field,  and  re- 
stricted all  his  future  chances  of  distinction  to  wigs ; 
he  began  to  grow  corpulent.  A  scarcely  less  form- 
idable evil  arose  in  his  quarrelling  with  BrummeH. 
In  the  course  of  hostilities,  the  prince  pronounced  the 
beau  a  tailor's  block,  fit  for  nothing  but  to  hang  clothes 
on  ;  while  the  retaliation  cawe  in  the  shape  of  a  car- 
icature, in  which  a  pair  of  leather  breeches  is  exhibited 
lashed  up  between  the  bed-posts,  and  an  enormously 
fat  man  lifted  up  to  them,  is  making  a  desperate  strug- 
gle to  get  his  limbs  properly  seated  in  their  capacity : 
another  operation  of  a  still  more  difficult  nature,  the 
making  the  waistband  meet,  still  threatening  to  defy 
all  exertion. 

BrummeU's  style  was  in  fact  simplicity,  but  simpli- 
city of  the  most  studied  kind.  Lord  Byron  defined  it, 
"  a  certain  exquisite  propriety  of  dress."  "  No  per- 
fumes," the  Beau  used  to  say,  "  but  fine  linen,  plenty 
of  it,  and  country  washing."  His  opinion  on  this  sub- 
ject, however,  changed  considerably  in  after  time; 
for  he  used  perfumes,  and  attributed  a  characteristic 
importance  to  their  use.  Meeting  a  gentleman  at  a 
ball  with  whom  he  conversed  for  a  while,  some  of  the 
party  inquired  the  stranger's  name.    "Can't  possibly 
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tell,"  was  the  Beau's  answer.    "  But  he  it  evidently  a 
gentleman — his  perfumes  are  good." 

His  snuffboxes  were  numerous  and  costly.  But 
even  in  taking  snuff  he  had  his  style :  he  always 
•opened  the  box  with  one  hand,  the  left  The  prince 
imitated  him  in  this  tour  dt  grace. 

A  fashion  always  becomes  more  fashionable  as  it 
becomes  more  ridiculous.  People  cling  to  it  as  they 
pet  a  monkey,  for  its  deformity.  The  high  head- 
dresses of  France,  which  must  have  been  a  burden, 
made  the  tour  of  Europe,  and  endured  through  a  cen- 
tury. The  high  heels,  which  almost  wholly  precluded 
safe  walking,  lasted  their  century.  The  use  of  powder 
was  universal  until  it  was  driven  out  of  France  by 
republicanism,  and  out  of  England  by  famine.  The 
flour  used  by  the  British  army  alone  for  whitening 
their  heads  was  calculated  to  amount  to  the  annual 
provision  for  60,000  people.  Snuff  had  been  univer- 
sally in  use  from  the  middle  of  the  seventeenth  cen- 
tury; and  the  sums  spent  on  this  filthy  and  foolish  in- 
dulgence, the  time  wasted  on  it,  and  the  injury  done 
to  health,  if  they  could  all  have  been  thrown  into  the 
common  form  of  money,  would  have  paid  the  national 
debt  of  England.  The  common  people  have  their  full 
share  in  this  general  absurdity.  The  gin  drunk  in 
England  and  Wales  annually  amounts  to  nearly  twenty 
millions  of  pounds  sterling;  a  sum  which  would  pay 
all  the  poor  rates  three  times,  over,  and,  turned  to  any 
public  purpose,  might  cover  the  land  with  great  insti 
tutions — the  principal  result  of  this  enormous  expen- 
diture now  being  to  fill  the  population  with  vice, 
misery,  and  madness. 

In  the  matter  of  coats  Brummell  had  but  one  rival, 
the  prince,  whose  rank  of  course  gave  him  a  general 
advantage,  yet  whose  taste  was  clearly  held  inferior 
by  the  royal  artists  themselves.  A  baronet,  who  went 
to  Schweitzer's  to  get  himself  equipped  in  the  first 
style,  asked  him  what  cloth  he  recommended.  "  Why, 
sir,"  was  the  answer,  "  the  prince  wears  superfine, 
and  Mr.  Brummell  the  Bath  coaling.  Suppose,  sir, 
we  say  Bath  coating;  I  think  Mr.  Brummell  has  a 
trifle  the  preference."  BrummelPs  connection  with 
the  prince,  his  former  rank  in  the  hussars,  and  his  own 
agreeable  manners,  introduced  him  into  the  intercourse 
of  the  principal  nobility. 

The  Duke  of  Rutland  raised  a  corps  of  volunteers  on 
the  renewal  of  the  war  in  1803 ;  and  as  Brummell  had 
been  a  soldier  the  duke  gave  him  a  majority.  In  the 
course  of  the  general  inspections  of  the  volunteer 
-corps,  an  officer  was  sent  from  the  Horse  Guards  to 
review  the  duke's  regiment,  the  major  being  in  com- 
mand. On  the  day  of  inspection  every  one  was  on 
parade  except  the  major-commandant.  Where  is  Ma- 
jor Brummell,  was  the  indignant  inquiry  1  He  was 
not  to  be  found.  The  inspection  went  on.  When  it 
was  near  its  close,  Brummell  was  seen  coming  full 
gallop  across  the  country  in  the  uniform  of  the  Belvoir 
Hunt,  terribly  splashed.  He  apologized  for  himself 
by  saying,  that  having  left  Belvoir  quite  early,  he  had 
expected  to  be  on  the  parade  in  time,  the  meet  being 
close  at  hand.  However,  his  favorite  hunter  had 
landed  him  in  a  ditch,  where,  having  been  dreadfully 
shaken  by  the  fall,  he  had  been  lying  for  an  hour.  But 
the  general  was  inexorable,  and  Brummell  used  to  give 
the  worthy  officer's  speech  in  the  following  style— 

"  Sir,  this  conduct  is  wholly  inexcusable.  If  I  re- 
member right,  sir,  you  once  had  the  honor  of  holding 
•  captain's  commission  under  his  royal  highness  the 


Prince  of  Wales,  the  heir  apparent  himself,  air  t  Now, 
sir,  I  tell  you ;  I  tell  you  sir,  that  I  should  be  i 
in  a  proper  seal  for  the  honor  of  the  service ;  1 1 
be  wanting,  sir,  if  I  did  not  this  very  evening 
this  disgraceful  neglect  of  orders  to  the  commandew-ift- 
chief,  as  well  as  the  state  in  which  you  presented 
yourself  in  front  of  your  regiment;  and  this  shall  be 
done,  sir.    You  may  retire,  sir." 

All  this  was  very  solemn  and  astounding;  bat  Brum- 
mell's  presence  of  mind  was  not  often  astounded.  He 
had  scarcely  walked  his  horse  a  few  paces  from  the 
spot,  when  he  retunied,  and  said  in  a  subdued  tone— 
"Excuse  me,  general;  but  in  my  anxiety  to  exptahi 
this  most  unfortunate  business,  I  forgot  to  deliver  a 
message  from  the  Duke  of  Rutland.  It  was  to  request 
the  honor  of  your  company  to  dinner.'*'  The  culprit 
and  the  disciplinarian  grinned  together ;  the  general 
coughed  and  cleared  his  throat  sufficiently  to  expreei 
his  thanks  in  these  words— "  Ah !  why,  really  I  feel 
and  am  very  much  obliged  to  his  grace.  Pray,  Major 
Brummell,  tell  the  duke  I  shall  be  most  happy  ?'  and 
melodiously  raising  his  voice,  (for  the  Beau  had  turned 
his  horse  once  more  toward  Belvoir,)  "  Major  Brum- 
mell, as  to  this  little  affair,  I  am  sure  no  man  can  re- 
gret it  more  than  you  do.  Assure  his  grace  that  I 
shall  have  great  pleasure  in  accepting  his  very  kind 
invhation ;"  and  they  parted  amid  a  shower  of  smiles. 
But  Brummell  had  yet  but  half  completed  this  per- 
formance; for  the  invitation  was  extempore,  and  he 
must  gallop  to  Belvoir  and  acquaint  the  duke  of  the 
guest  he  was  to  receive  on  that  day. 

"  Where  were  you  yesterday,  Brummell  V  said  one 
of  his  club  friends.  "  I  think,"  said  he.  •« I  dined  in 
the  city."  "  What !  you  dined  in  the  city  1"  said  his 
friend.  "  Yes,  the  man  wished  me  to  bring  bim  into 
notice,  and  I  desired  him  to  give  a  dinner,  to  which  I 
invited  Alvanley,  Mills,  Pierrepoint,  and  some  others." 
"All  went  off  well,  of  course  1"  said  the  friend. 
"Oh  yes!  perfectly,  except  one  mal-a~apropo* :  the 
fellow  who  gave  the  dinner  had  actually  the  assurance 
to  seat  himself  at  the  table." 

Dining  at  a  large  party  at  the  house  of  an  opulent 
but  young  member  of  London  society,  he  asked  the 
loan  of  his  carriage  to  take  him  to  Lady  Jersey's  that 
evening.  "I  am  going  there,"  said  his  entertainer, 
"  and  will  be  happy  to  tato  you."  "  Still,  there  is  a 
difficulty,"  said  Brummell  in  his  most  delicate  tone. 
"  You  do  not  mean  to  get  up  behind,  that  would  not 
be  quite  right  in  your  own  carriage;  and  yet,  how 
would  it  do  for  me  to  be  seen  in  the  same  carriage  with 
you.  Brummell's  manner  probably  laughed  off  imper- 
tinences of  this  order ;  for,  given  without  their  color- 
ing from  nature,  they  would  have  justified  an  angry 
reply.  But  he  seems  never  to  have  involved  himself 
in  personal  quarrel.  He  was  intact  and  intangible. 
Yet  he,  too,  had  his  mortifications.  One  night,  in 
going  to  Lady  Dungannon's,  he  was  actually  obliged 
to  make  use  of  a  hackney  coach.  He  got  out  of  it  at 
an  unobserved  distance  from  the  door,  and  made  his 
way  up  her  ladyship's  crowded  staircaise,  conceiving 
that  he  had  escaped  all  evidence  of  his  humiliation; 
however,  this  was  not  to  be.  As  he  was  entering  the 
drawing-room  a  servant  touched  his  arm,  and  to  hit 
amazement  and  horror  whispered—"  Beg  pardon,  sir, 
perhaps  you  are  not  aware  of  it,  that  there  is  a  strew 
sticking  to  your  shoes." 

The  prevailing  cravat  of  the  time  was  certainly  de- 
plorable.   Let  us  give  it  in  the  words  of  history :  "It 
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\  without  stiffening  of  any  kind,  and  bagged  out  in 
front,  rucking  up  to  the  front  in  a  roll."  (We  do  not 
precisely  comprehend  this  expression,  precision,  how- 
ever, we  by  no  means  venture  to  doubt.)  Brummell 
boldly  met  this  calamity,  by  slightly  starching  the 
too  flexible  material— a  change  in  which,  as  his  bio- 
grapher with  due  seriousness  and  truth  observes — "  a 
reasoning  mind  must  acknowledge  there  is  not  much 
objectionable." 

Imitators,  of  course,  always  exceed  their  model,  and 
the  cravat  adopted  by  the  dandies  soon  became  exces- 
sivtiy  starched ;  the  test  being  that  of  raising  three  parts 
of  their  length  by  one  corner  without  bending.  Yet 
Brummell,  though  he  adhered  to  the  happy  medium, 
and  was  moderate  in  his  starch,  was  rigorous  in  his 
tie.  If  his  cravat  did  not  correspond  to  his  wishes  in 
its  first  arrangement,  it  was  instantly  cast  aside.  His 
valet  was  seen  one  morning  leaving  his  chamber  with 
an  armful  of  tumbled  cravats,  and  on  being  asked  the 
cause,  solemnly  replied,  "These  are  our  failures  J1 

Perfection  is  slow  in  all  instances ;  but  talent  and 
diligence  are  sure  to  advance.  Brummell' a  "  tie"  be- 
came speedily  the  admiration  of  the  beau  monde.  The 
manner  in  which  this  dexterous  operation  was  accom- 
plished was  perfectly  his  own,  and  deserves  to  be  re- 
corded for  the  benefit  of  posterity. 

The  collar,  which  was  always  fixed  to  his  shirt,  was 
so  large,  that,  before  being  folded  down,  it  completely 
hid  his  head  and  face,  and  the  neckcloth  was  at  least 
a  foot  in  height.  The  first  amp  eFarchet  was  made 
with  the  shirt-collar,  which  he  folded  down  to  its  pro- 
per size ;  but  the  delicate  part  of  the  performance  was 
still  to  come.  Brummell  "  standing  before  the  glass, 
with  his  chin  raised  toward  the  ceiling,  now,  by  the 
gentle  and  gradual  declension  of  his  lower  jaw,  creased 
the  cravat  to  reasonable  dimensions;  the  form  of  each 
succeeding  crease  being  perfected  with  the  shirit  which 
he  had  just  discarded."  We  were  not  aware  of  the 
nicety  which  was  demanded  to  complete  the  folds  of 
this  superior  swathing ;  but,  after  this  development, 
who  shall  pronounce  a  dandy  idle  7 

Brummell  was  as  critical  on  the  dress  of  others  as 
he  was  recherche  in  his  own,  and  this  care  he  extended 
to  all  ranks.  He  was  once  walking  up  St.  James's 
street,  arm-in-arm  with  a  young  nobleman  whom  he 
condescended  to  patronize.  The  Beau  suddenly  asked 
him,  "  what  he  called  those  things  on  his  feet"  "  Why, 
shoes." — "Shoes,  are  they?"  said  Brummell  doubt- 
fully, and  stooping  to  look  at  them ;  "  I  thought  they 
were  slippers?" 

The  late  Duke  of  Bedford  asked  him  his  opinion  of 
a  new  coat.  "  Turn  round,"  said  Mr.  Beau.  When 
the  examination  was  concluded  in  front  and  rear,  the 
Beau,  feeling  the  lapel  delicately  with  his  finger  and 
thumb,  asked  in  a  most  pathetic  manner,  "  Bedford, 
do  you  call  this  thing  a  coat  ?" 

Somebody  told  him,  among  a  knot  of  longers  at 
White's,  "  Brummell,  your  brother  William  is  in  town 
Is  he  not  coming  here  ?— "  Yes,"  was  the  reply,  "  in 
a  day  or  two ;  but  I  have  recommended  him  to  walk 
the  back  streets  till  his  new  clothes  come  home." 

Meeting  an  old  emigre  marquis  at  the  seat  of  some 
noble  friend,  and  probably  finding  the  Frenchman  a 
bore,  he  revenged  himself  by  mixing  some  finely- 
powdered  sugar  in  his  hair-powder.  On  the  old 
Frenchman's  coming  into  the  breakfast-room  next 
morning,  highly-powdered  as  usual,  the  flies,  attracted 
by  the  scant  of  the  sugar,  instantly  gathered  round 


him.  He  had  scarcely  begun  his  breakfast,  when 
every  fly  in  the  room  was  busy  on  his  head.  The  un- 
fortunate marquis  was  forced  to  lay  down  his  knife  and 
fork,  and  take  out  his  pocket-handkerchief  to  repel 
these  troublesome  assailants,  but  they  came  thicker 
and  thicker.  The  victim  now  rose  from  his  seat  and 
changed  his  position ;  but  all  was  in  vain— the  flies 
followed  in  fresh  clusters.  In  despair  he  hurried  to 
the  window*;  but  every  fly  lingering  there  was  instantly 
buzzing  and  tickling.  The  marquis,  feverish  with 
vexation  and  surprize,  threw  up  the  window.  This 
unlucky  measure  produced  only  a  general  invasion  by 
all  the  host  of  flies  sunning  themselves  on  the  lawn. 
The  astonishment  and  amusement  of  the  guests  were 
excessive.  Brummell  alone  never  smiled.  At  last  M. 
le  Marquis  gave  way  in  agony,  and,  clapping  his  hands 
on  his  head,  and  followed  by  a  cloud  of  flies,  rushed 
out  of  the  room.  The  secret  was  then  divulged,  and 
all  was  laughter. 

"  You  seem  to  have  caught  cold,  Brummell,"  said  a 
lounging  visitor  on  hearing  him  cough.  "  Yes— I  got 
out  of  my  carriage  yesterday,  coming  from  the  Pavil- 
ion, and  the  wretch  of  an  innkeeper  put  me  into  the 
coffee-room  with  a  damp  stranger." 

A  visitor,  full  of  the  importance  of  a  tour  in  the 
north  of  England,  asked  him  which  of  the  lakes  he 
preferred.  "  I  can't  possibly  remember,"  was  the  re- 
ply ;  "  they  are  a  great  way  from  St.  James's  street, 
and  I  don't  think  they  are  spoken  of  in  the  clubs." 
The  visitor  urged  the  question.  "Robinson,"  said 
the  Beau,  turning  in  obvious  distress  to  his  valet, 
"  Robinson,  pray  tell  this  gentleman  which  of  the 
lakes  I  preferred."  "  Windermere,  sir,  I  think  it  was," 
said  the  valet.  "  Well,"  added  Brummell,  "  probably 
you  are  in  the  right,  Robinson.  It  may  have  been. 
Pray,  sir,  will  Windermere  do." 

We  come,  in  the  course  of  this  goodly  history,  to 
the  second  great  event  of  the  Beau's  life— the  first 
being  his  introduction  to  Carlton  House.  The  second 
was  his  being  turned  out  of  it.  Brummell  always  de- 
nied, and  with  some  indignation,  the  story  of  "  Wales, 
ring  the  bell!"— a  version  which  he  justly  declared  to 
be  "  positively  vulgar,"  and  therefore,  with  due  res- 
pect for  his  own  sense  of  elegance,  absolutely  impos- 
sible for  him.  He  gave  the  more  rational  explanation, 
that  he  had  taken  the  part  of  a  lady  who  was  presum- 
ed to  be  the  rival  of  Mrs.  Fitzherbert,  and  had  been 
rash  enough  to  make  some  remarks  on  Mrs.  Fitzher- 
bert's  en  bon  point,  a  matter  of  course  never  to  be  for- 
given by  a  belle.  This  extended  to  a  "  declining  love" 
between  him  and  the  Prince,  whose  foible  was  a  hor- 
ror of  growing  corpulent,  and  whom  Brummell  there- 
fore denominated  "  Big  Ben,"  the  nickname  of  a  gi- 
gantic porter  at  Carlton  House  ;  adding  the  sting  of 
calling  Mrs.  Fitzherbert  Jfcn-ina.  Moore,  in  one  of 
his  satires  on  the  Prince's  letter  of  February  the  13th 
1812,  to  the  Duke  of  York,  in  which  he  cut  the  Whigs, 
thus  parodies  that  celebrated  "  sentence  of  banish- 
ment :" 

"Neither  have  I  resentments,  nor  wish  there  should 

come  ill 
To  mortal,  except,  now  1  think  on't,  Bean  Brummell, 
Who  threatened,  last  year,  in  a  superfine  passion, 
To  cut  me,  and  bring  the  old  king  into  fashion." 

Brummell  now,  since  the  sworo>was  drawn,  resolved 
to  throw  away  the  sheath,  and  his  hits  were  keen  and 
u  damaging,"  as  those  things  are  now  termed.    In  this 
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stantly  acted  a  most  humane  part  to  him,  and  occa- 
sional donations  were  sent.  A  couple  of  hundred 
pounds  were  even  remitted  from  the  Foreign  Office  j 
and,  by  the  exertions  of  Lord  Alvanley  and  the  pre- 
tent  Duke  of  Beaufort,  who  never  deserted  him,  and 
this  is  much  to  the  honor  of  both,  a  kind  of  small  an- 
nuity was  paid  to  him.  But  he  was  already  over- 
whelmed with  debt,  for  his  income  from  the  consulate 
netted  him  but  60/.  a-year,  the  other  320/.  being  in  the 
hands  of  the  banker,  his  creditor ;  and  it  seems  proba- 
ble that  his  destitution  deprived  him  of  his  senses  af- 
ter a  period  of  wretchedness  and  even  of  rags.  Bro- 
ken-hearted and  in  despair,  concluding  with  hopeless 
imbecility,  this  man  of  taste  and  talent,  for  he  pos- 
sessed both  in  no  common  degree,  was  left  to  die  in 
the  hands  of  strangers— no  slight  reproach  to  the  cruel 
insensibility  of  those  who,  wallowing  in  wealth,  and 
fluttering  from  year  to  year  through  the  round  of  fash- 
ion, suffered  their  former  associate,  nay,  their  envied 
example,  to  perish  in  his  living  charnel.  He  was  bu- 
ried in  the  Protestant  cemetry  of  Caen,  under  a  stone 
with  this  inscription: 

In 
Memory  of 

Georgb  Bbcmmbll,  Esq., 
who  departed  this  life 

On  the  29th  of  March  1840. 
Aged  62  years. 


From  the  Bunker  Hill. 
NATIVE  AMERICANISM. 
To  the  cool  observer,  the  changes  of  party  names 
and  party  principles  in  this  country,  dating  from  the 
very  origin  of  our  government,  is  a  subject  of  curious 
interest.    It  is  now  nearly  twenty  years  since  the  Fed- 
eralists, as  a  party,  become  extinct ;  yet  even  before 
they  had  ceased  to  conflict  as  partizans,  that  strength- 
ening of  the  Federal  powe/,  which  was  their  leading 
principle,  had  been  fully  consummated  alike  by  various 
decisions  of  the  Supreme  Court,  (in  the  famous  North 
River  steamboat  case  and  others,)  and  by  the  vigorous 
action  of  more  than  one  Democratic  administration  ■ 
while  the  year  1834  found  the  Democrats,  in  uphold- 
ing the  doctrine  of  General  Jackson's  fameus  "Pro- 
test," sustaining  political  tenets  which  went  far  be- 
yond Hamilton's  wildest  dream  of  executive  power. 
Since  that  time,  as  well  as  before  then,  "  Protection  " 
and  "Free  Trade,"  "National  Bank,"   and  "State 
Banks,"  with  other  questions  equally  temporary,  and 
sometimes  merely  local,  have  more  or  less  been  tossed 
to  and  fro  between  the  "  ins "  and  "  outs,"  just  as  the 
popular  mind  required  excitement  to  feed  it,  while  the 
general  policy  of  the  country,  however  modified  by  cir- 
cumstance, is  in  the  main  the  same.    It  has  often  oc- 
onrred  to  us,  however,  that  there  are  three  parties  in 
this  country  which,  though  never  thoroughly  organ- 
ised in  themselves  or  by  themselves,  have  still  had 
and  probably  ever  will  have,  a  fixed  and  continuous 
existence ;  for  we  think  we  can  trace  them  to  a  period 
Jong  anterior  to  the  Revolution. 

The  early  planters  of  these  colonies  (we  speak  of  the 
leading  characters)  seem  throughout  the  whole  extent 
of  the  land  to  have  consisted  of  three  classes  of  emi- 
grants (takinir  feeling  and  opinion  as  the  bases  of  clas- 
sification). Firstly,  those  who,  for  personal  and  fa- 
mily advancement,  migrated  hither  to  ralss  themaolve> 
to  wealth,  power  and  honor,  which  would  lift  then. 


and  their  children  to  a  higher  station  of  society  a: 
home;   secondly,  those  who  migrated  for  the  pur- 
pose of  enlarging  the  bounds  of  society,  and  establish- 
ing a  grand  asylum  for  the  oppressed  of  the  heroin 
race  of  every  nation ;  and  lastly,  those  who  came  bilk- 
er to  form  distinct  ties  of  country  and  home,  and  es- 
tablish well-defined  local  properties,  privileges,  fran- 
chises and  institutions  for  themselves  and  their  chil- 
dren.     These  last,  speaking  through  one  of  their 
mouth-pieces  one  hundred  and  fifty  years  ago,  already 
complain  of  strangers  coming  in  to  reap  where  they  had 
sown,  and  settling  themselves  down  upon  the  tracts 
which  their  blood  and  treasure  had  purchased  from  the 
Indians,  instead  of  pushing  further  westward,  and  win- 
ing a  patrimony  for  themselves,  "  coming  as  it  were 
to  a  bridal-feast  where  all  things  are  prepared  for  them." 
(Morton.)    The  first  are  still  represented  among  os  by 
hundreds  of  families  who  continue  to  be  more  interested 
in  European  literature,  politics  and  marriages,  than  in 
anything  which  is  closely  interwoven  with  American 
interests  and  feelings ;  while  the  second  and  remain- 
ing class   are   easily  identified  with  the   ingenious 
doctrinaires,  repealers,  abolitionists  and  the  whole  fra- 
ternity of  uneasy  spirits  who,  sympathizing  with  every 
political  movement  which  claims  to  enlarge  human 
liberty,  regard  this  country  as  the  arena  where  gladia- 
tors are  to  be  invited  to  fight  her  battles  through  all 
time.    Their  faith  is  high,  holy  and  far  reaching,  but 
amazingly  uncomfortable.    "Agitation"  is  the  lead- 
ing article  of  their  creed,  and  regarding  human  society 
pretty  much  as  an  anatomist  does  "  a  subject,"  they 
would  carry  their  abstractions,  as  the  famous  French 
surgeon  would  his  knife,  into  the  heart  of  vital  sys- 
tems, chasing  social  life  from  member  to  member,  till 
it  ultimately  Acapes  from  the  daring  hand  that  would 
thus  detect  it.    Like  the  same  intrepid  operator,  how- 
ever, they  would  thus  mangle  the  few  only  for  the 
good  of  human  nature  at  large.     The  enlarged  phUam- 
thropy  of  this  class— a  philanthropy  which,  under  the 
name  of  sympathy,  arrogates  the  right  to  meddle—  has 
always  been  more  or  less  characteristic  of  John  Bull, 
and  Very  very  properly  has  always  the  epithet  of  "An- 
glo-Saxon" attached  to  it  in  this  country  to  distin- 
guish it  from  true  Americanism.    For  the  spirit  of  true 
Americanism,  born  from  the  needs  of  the  human  heart 
rather  than  the  questionings  of  the  human  under- 
standing, rejected  the  vexed  shores  of  Europe,  and 
came  hither  to  battle  with  climate,  and  savages,  and 
physical  obstacles  of  every  kind,  for  the  very  purpose 
of  escaping  this  mental  turmoil.    It  sought  the  silence, 
the  repose,  and  the  security  of  the  wilderness,  not  be- 
cause It  eschewed  social  enjoyment,  not  because  it  was 
opposed  to  all  the  political  and  religious  systems  around 
it— but  because,  in  its  own  familiar  phraseology,  it 
wished  "to  settle  1"    It  wished  a  home  sacred  from 
the  intrusion  of  king-craft  or  pope-craft— where  all  the 
old  bickerings  of  European  factions,  the  prejudices  of 
European  ranks,  the  jealousies  of  European  classes 
would  never  reach  to  molest  it.    Yet  It  was  not  an 
inhospitable  spirit  1— far  from  it ;  it  invited  all  who 
were  actuated  by  the  same  single-minded  absorbing 
motive  of  winning  a  peaceful  home  by  the  same  perils 
and  exposures,  and  concentrating  in  that  home  all 
their  Interests,  their  affections  and  their  pride— it  invi- 
ted such  of  every  nation  to  the  same  field  of  promise; 
but  vise  as  it  was  hospitable,  it  exacted  from  every 
new  comer  some  earnest  that  his  lot  was  fairly  and 
fully  cast  among  the  pioneers,  before  it  permitted  him 
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to  share  la  the  harvest  which  he  had  never  sown.    It 
never  dreamed  of  so  unnatural  a  thing  as  putting  its 
own  children  to  a  probation  of  twenty-one  years  be- 
fore it  permitted  them  to  have  a  voice  ki  the  conduct 
of  the  vineyard,  and  then  allowing  the  enormity  of 
inviting  the  stranger  to  give  law  to  those  very  chil- 
dren and  themselves—the  stranger,  who  had  incurred 
no  responsibility,  suffered  no  hardship,  and  given  no 
bonds  to  the  society  whose  measures  he  has  a  voice 
to  control.      They  had  borne  the  burden  and   the 
neat  of  the  day.    Part  of  that  very  burden  was  the 
training  their  own  children  to  follow  in  the  track  of 
their  fathers.    They  dreamed  not  of  so  absurd  a  cruel- 
ty as  inviting  raw  foreigners,   disciplined  in   other. 
•chools,  to  supersede  them  in  their  charge,  much  less 
to  supplant  them  in  their  heritage.    But  why  need  we 
appeal  to  the  intention*  of  the  original  planters  of  these 
colonies  1    Were  they  other  than  those  we  have  ascrib- 
ed to  them,  they  would  still  have  been  frustrated  by 
the  inevitable  operation  of  one  of  the  deepest  and  most 
universal  laws  of  nature— fore  of  country—*  love,  like 
other  loves,  always  jealous  and  exclusive  in  proportion 
as  it  is  strong;— love  of  country — a  sentiment  or  a  pri- 
mary instinct,  whichever  it  be-*-a  motive  power,  deep- 
er, stronger  than  any  principle  of  rationalism  or  philo- 
sophy that  ever  agitated  the  human  mind— love  of 
country  would  at  last  have  risen  up  and  stirred  the 
general  heart  against  such  monstrous  injustice.    Yes, 
the  same  love  of  country  which  impels  the  faithful  and 
generous  Irishman  still  to  hold  himself  identified  in 
feeling  and  affection  with  the  land  of  his  birth  amid  all 
the  privileges  which  tempt  the  loyalty  of  his  soul  in 
this  home  of  his  adoption — that  same  love  of  country 
would  still  as  now  prompt  the  Native  American,  while 
entertaining  him  as  a  guest,  to  stand  upon  his  reserved 
rights  when  the  stranger  would  place  himself  at  the 
head  of  the  board. 


From  the  Bunker  Hill ;  Major  Downing'*  new  paper. 

TO  UNCLE  J08HUA. 

Or  DOWNINGVILLB,  AWAY   DOWN  EAST. 

New  Ysbjc  July  26, 1844. 

Dsab  Uncle,  The  cheap  letter  business  is  going 
ahead  in  spite  of  Congress  or  Mrs.  Grundy.  Judge 
Story  and  Jndge  Sprague  and  two  or  three  more  judg- 
es have  given  it  a  mighty  start  by  deciding  that  folks 
have  a  right  to  send  their  letters  by  any  body  they 
are  a  mineVto.  A  number  of  companies  have  got  un- 
der way,  now,  that  will  carry  letters  from  Dan  to  Beer- 
sheba  for  six  cents  apiece.  But  that's  too  high  in  this 
•team-going  country.  I'm  more  radical  than  that;  I 
go  for  the  penny  system,  and  mean  to  send  most  all 
my  letters  in  my  paper,  at  one  cent  apiece.  If  we 
dont  bring  Congress  to  it  the  next  heat,  and  make  'em 
cut  the  postage  tax  right  down  to  about  what's  right, 
then  I'll  agree  that  snaix  isn't  snaix.  I  dont  know 
how  you'll  like  it,  as  you  belong  to  the  regular  post 
office  department,  and  have  had  the  post  office  in 
Downingville  for  so  many  years ;  but  I  cant  help  that ; 
right  is*right,  and  I'm  one  of  them  sort  of  folks  that 
dont  spoil  a  joke  for  relation's  sake. 

1  got  down  to  New  York  the  first  day  of  Joly,  and 
went  right  to  lookta  round  to  see  about  getting  up  my 
paper.  1  found  the  native  American  folks  wide  awake, 
and  full  of  grit  and  very  glad  at  the  prospect  of  having 
a  new  hand  at  the  bellows,    So  I  atuck  to  it,  and  soon 


got  things  cut  and  dried,  and  here  the  paper  is.  Yon 
will  get  sight  of  it  jest  about  the  time  you  get  this  let- 
ter. 

Now  I've  sot  down  to  write  you  a  sort  of  a  family 
letter,  I  might  as  well  tell  you  a  word  or  two  about 
the  4th  here,  and  how  it  went  off,  &c.  There  was  one 
thing  about  it  that  showed  the  people  that  Mayor  Har- 
per had  more  real  grit  in  him  than  most  people  thought 
for.  It  has  been  the  custom  here  as  long  as  the  oldest 
folks  can  remember,  for  hundreds  and  hundreds  of 
folks  to  set  up  little  grog  shops  on  the  4th  called 
booths.  They  always  have  a  row  of  'em  as  thick  as 
they  can  stick  running  round  the  park  for  about  half 
a  mile,  and  a  good  many  in  other  places.  Well  all 
these  little  grog  shops  would  draw  thousands  and 
thousands  of  people  around  'em  all  day,  as  thick  as 
flies  round  cups  of  molasses.  Well,  the  way  the  row- 
dies would  get  drunk  and  fight  and  kick  up  rows,  was 
a  caution.  No  decent  people  hardly  would  venture  to 
go  near  the  park  on  the  4th,  or  any  nearer  than  the 
opposite  side  of  the  street,  and  jest  look  across  as  they 
would  at  a  caravan  of  animals. 

Well,  what  does  Mayor  Harper  do  1  Two  or  three 
days  before  the  4th,  without  saying  boo  to  any  body 
about  it,  ho  comes  right  out  plump  with  a  proclama- 
tion and  wiped  them  booths  all  away  smack  smooth, 
forbidding  a  ay  body  from  putting  up  a  single  shadow 
of  one.  This  was  a  stounder.  Folks  were  kind  of 
thunderstruck  about  it.  Some  shook  their  heads  and 
said  it  wouldn't  go.  But  the  mayor,  says  he,  it  must 
go.  Old  Hays,  that's  been  high  constable  here,  I  dont 
know  but  this  thirty  years,  and  looks  hard  enough  to 
eat  iron,  he  shook  his  head  and  went  up  to  Mr.  Har- 
per, and  says  he,  "  Mr.  Mayor,  this  thing  cant  be  done ; 
you'll  have  a  hornet's  nest  about  your  ears.  The  peo- 
ple have  done  this  thing  every  4th  of  July  ever  since 
I  can  remember,  and  there  aint  no  force  that  can  atop 
'em  1" 

Says  the  mayor,  says  he,  "I  tell  ye,  Mr.  Hays,  that 
thing  has  got  to  be  done,  and  there's  no  more  to  be 
said  about  it ;  and  if  you  cant  go  ahead  and  enforce 
the  laws  and  keep  the  peace  round  the  park  on  the  4th, 
jest  say  so  now,  and  I'll  put  somebody  in  your  place 
that  will  do  it." 

Well,  the  4th  came  and  went,  and  the  thing  was 
did.  The  mayor  had  his  police  officers  sprinkled  about 
thick  as  hops,  with  orders,  if  any  body  came  to  put  up 
booths,  to  tell  'em  it  was  against  tkt  law  and  they  must 
not  do  it. 

So,  when  people  went  out  on  the  morning  of  the 
4th,  there  wasn't  a  booth  to  be  seen,  and  the  park  was 
a  very  comfortable  place  for  folks  to  walk  in  all  day. 
And  thousands  and  thousands  of  folks  did  walk  there, 
ladies  and  children  and  all,  and  had  a  chance  to  see 
the  grand  procession ;  and  in  the  evening  all  had  a 
chance  to  see  the  most  beautiful  fireworks;  that  any  body 
ever  dreampt  of.  Everything  went  off  slick  and  smooth 
and  pleasant  And  after  it  was  over,  everybody  begun 
to  think  that  Mayor  Harper  had  done  what  nobody  but 
Columbus  ever  could  do;  he  had  fairly  sot  the  egg  on 
the  end.  Mr.  Tom  comes  up  to  him,  and  says  he,  Mr. 
Mayor,  I  have  lived  in  New  York  forty  years,  and  I 
never  see  such  a  quiet  rational  4th  of  July  here  before. 
Along  comes  — r.  Dick,  and  says  he,  Mr.  Mayor,  I'm 
delighted— you've  done  wonders.  Up  comes  Mr.  Har- 
ry, and  says  he,  Mr.  Mayor,  give  your  hand ;  I  did  all 
I  could  to  prevent  your  election,  for  1  thought  yov 
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wasn't  exactly  the  man,  but  I  was  mistaken;  I  shall 
do  all  I  can  to  have  you  elected  again  next  year. 

This  Mayor  Harper  is  a  plain  sort  of  a  man ;  he  used 
to  be  a  printer,  and  is  now  a  book-publisher,  and  he 
and  his  brothers,  you  know,  do  something  of  a  smash- 
in*  business  in  that  line ;  but  he  can  see  through  a 
mill-stone  as  fur  as  most  anybody.  That  is,  he  can 
see  through  human  nater  and  mankind  as  fur  as  any- 
body, and  that,  I  take  it,  is  pretty  much  the  same  as 
seeing  through  a  mill-stone.  When  some  of 'em  the 
day  before  the  4th  tried  to  frighten  him  about  the 
booth  business,  and  told  him  that  so  many  thousands 
of  folks  walking  about  on  a  hot  day  round  the  park, 
and  no  chance  to  get  anything  to  drink,  they  would 
turn  up  Jack  and  tear  all  before  'em.  "Don't  you 
worry,"  says  the  mayor;  "I'll  take  care  that  they 
shall  have  enough  to  drink ;  Til  fix  a  punch-bowl  for 
'em  large  enough  for  the  whole  city  to  drink  out  of  if 
they  want."  And  sure  enough,  the  next  morning, 
there  was  the  park  fountain,  big  enough  for  a  clever 
sized  mill-pond,  all  washed  out  and  full  of  running 
Croton  water,  and  five  or  six  tons  of  ice  put  into  it  to 
keep  it  cool,  and  a  row  of  tin  cups  hanging  on  little 
poles  all  round  it,  so  that  a  whole  regiment  might 
inarch  up  and  form  a  round  hollow  square  and  all  drink 
at  once.  So  nobody  could  complain  all  day  that  they 
couldn't  get  enough  to  drink. 

Tell  Zeb  and  the  boys  they  needn't  send  down  that 
load  of  cheap  literature  that  was  packed  up  at  my  de- 
po  before  I  come-away.  The  cheap  literature  business 
is  kind  of  used  up  for  awhile  jest  now,  and  it  may  as 
well  lay  there  as  here. 

Tell  Ephraim  he  better  go  right  to  work  and  get  up 
a  native  American  Association  in  Downingville ;  for 
it's  got  to  be  done  all  over  the  country,  if  we  mean  to 
keep  our  government  on  its  legs  and  live  in  peace  and 
under  good  and  wholesome  laws. 

Give  my  love  to  aunt  Keziah  and  cousin  Nabby. 
I'll  write  to  you  again  next  week  and  let  you  know 
how  things  get  along. 

I  remain  your  respectable  nephew, 
Majob  Jack  Downing, 

Editor  of  the  Bunker  Hill. 


REVOLUTIONS  NEVER  GO  BACKWARD. 

The  Native  American  Party  has  commenced  a  re- 
volution in  the  political  affairs  of  this  country,  and  it 
will  go  on  to  the  end.  Its  principles  will  be  carried  out 
and  pervade  the  whole  country.  It  has  become  a  war 
of  necessity,  a  war  of  self-preservation,  as  much  as 
the  war  of  the  revolution  was.  It  is  not  a  war  of  the 
ins  and  outs  ;  but  a  contest  for  a  broad  principle,  the 
rights  and  protection  of  American  citizens.  With  the 
minor  political  questions  of  the  country  the  party  has 
nothing  to  do.  Polk  and  Dallas,  or  Clay  and  Pree- 
linghuysen  may  come  to  us  if  they  choose,  and  help 
to  establish  our  principles,  but  we,  as  a  party,  shall 
not  go  to  them.  Our  party  has  left  the  plough  in  the 
furrow,  like  Cincinnatus,  to  establish  a  principle,  to 
save  the  state;  when  that  object  is  accomplished  they 
will  as  a  party  be  ready  to  roturn  to  the  plough  again. 

Great  national  movements  of  this  kind  when  based 
.on  broad  principles,  founded  in  human  nature  and  the 
condition  of  society,  must  go  on  till  the  object  is  ac- 
complished. We  cannot  illustrate  this  general  prin- 
ciple better  than  by  coppying  the  following  letter  of 


that  sagacious  and  philosophic  statesman,  Thomas 
Jefferson,  to  the  elder  Adams. 

Monticcllo  Sept.  4  1823. 

"  Dear  Sie— Your  letter  of  August  15  was  received 
in  due  time,  and  with  the  welcome  of  everything:  which 
comes  from  you.  With  its  opinions  on  the  difficul- 
ties of  revolutions  from  despotism  to  freedom,  I  very 
much  concur.  The  generation  which  commences  a 
revolution,  very  rarely  completes  it  Habituated  from 
their  infancy  to  passive  submission  of  body  and  mind 
to  their  kings  and  priests,  they  are  not  qualified,  when 
called  on,  to  think  and  provide  for  themselves ;  and 
their  inexperience,  their  ignorance  and  bigotry  make 
them  Instruments  often  in  the  hands  of  the  Bonapartes 
and  Iturbides,  to  defeat  their  own  rights  and  purposes. 
This  is  the  present  situation  of  Europe  and  Spanish 
America.  But  it  is  not  desperate.  The  light  which 
has  been  shed  on  mankind  by  the  art  of  printing,  has 
eminently  changed  the  condition  of  the  world.  As  yet, 
that  light  has  dawned  on  the  middling  classes  only  of 
the  men  in  Europe.  The  kings  and  the  rabble  of  equal 
ignorance,  have  not  yet  received  its  rays,  but  it  con- 
tinues to  spread,  and  while  printing  is  preserved,  it  can 
no  more  recede  than  the  sun  return  on  its  course.  A 
first  attempt  to  recover  the  right  of  self-government 
may  fail,  so  may  a  second,  a  third,  &a  But  as  a 
younger  and  more  instructed  race  comes  on,  the  sen- 
timent becomes  more  and  more  intuitive,  and  a  fourth, 
a  fifth,  or  some  subsequent  one  of  the  ever  renewed 
attempts  will  ultimately  succeed. 

In  France,  the  first  effort  was  defeated  by  Robes- 
pierre, the  second  by  Bonaparte,  the  third  by  Louis 
XVIII.,  and  his  allies ;  another  is  yet  to  come,  and  all 
Europe,  Russia  excepted,  has  caught  the  spirit,  and  all 
will  attain  representative  govermnent,  more  or  less  per- 
fect. This  is  now  well  understood  to  be  a  necessary 
check  on  kings,  whom  they  will  probably  think  ii  more 
prudent  to  change  and  tame  than  to  exterminate  To 
obtain  this  however,  rivers  of  blood  must  flow,  and  years 
of  desolation  pass  over;  yet  the  object  is  worth  rivers 
of  blood  and  years  of  desolation. 

For  what  inheritance  so  valuable  can  man  leave  to 
his  posterity  1  The  spirit  of  the  Spaniard,  and  his 
deadly  and  eternal  hate  to  a  Frenchman,  give  me  much 
confidence  that  he  wiU  never  submit,  but  finally  defeat 
this  atrocious  violation  of  the  laws  of  God  and  man, 
under  which  he  is  suffering ;  and  the  wisdom  and  firm- 
ness of  the  Cortes  afford  reasonable  hope  that  that 
nation  will  settle  down  in  a  temperate  represerUatixe 
government,  with  an  Executive  properly  subordinated 
to  that.  Portugal,  Italy,  Prussia,  Germany,  Greece 
will  follow  suit.  You  and  I  shall  look  down  from  an- 
other world  on  these  glorious  achievements  of  man, 
which  will  add  to  the  joys  even  of  Heaven. 

THOMAS  JEFFERSON. 

THE  POET   COTTON'S   OPINION  OF  PABTIES. 

"  You  ask  what  party  I  pursue ; 
Perhaps  you  mean  '  whose  fool  are  you  T 
The  names  of  party  I  detest— 
Badges  of  slavery  at  best. 
I've  too  mnch  pride  to  turn  a  slave, 
And  too  much  grace  to  play  the  knave. 
I  love  my  country  from  my  soul, 
And  grieve  when  knaves  or  fools  control. 
I'm  p leas' d  when  vice  and  folly  smart 
Or  at  the  gibbet,  or  the  cart. 
Yet  always  pity  where  I  can : 
Abhor  the  guiltt  bat  mourn  the  man." 
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THE  TIGER  HUNT. 
Last  week  our  plate  carried  our  readers  to  the  prai- 
ries of  the  far  West.  In  the  present  number  it  takes 
them  to  the  far  East,  and  gives  them  a  very  pictur- 
esque view  of  the  mode  in  which  tigers  are  hunted  in 
India.  It  must  be  grand  and  exciting  sport  to  be 
mounted  upon  an  elephant  and  shooting  at  tigers- 
somewhat  different  from  shooting  hedge-sparrows  or 
squirrels.  It  seems  the  elephants,  too,  enter  with  some 
zest  into  the  sport,  and  when  the  tiger  is  down,  help 
nail  him  to  the  ground  with  their  tusks.  But  enough 
said— the  engraving  tells  the  story  much  more  graphi- 
cally than  we  can. 

THE  FADED  STAR. 
Thb  north  star  fades  from  out  the  sky, 

As  day,  advancing,  dims  its  light; 
But  does  the  magnet  pass  it  by, 

And  only  point  to  it  by  night  ? 
Oh  1  idle  were  its  power  to  guide 
Cor  billows  fierce  and  swelling  tide. 

The  star  that  lent  its  beam  to  be 
The  hope  of  many  a  darker  hour, 

That  closed  upon  life's  troubled  sea, 
Recedes  before  returning  power; 

And  more  remotely  looks  upon 

The  work  of  happiness  begun. 

Its  beam  has  faded  with  the  night, 

But  on  its  altar  in  my  heart 
Memory's  lamp  burns  high  and  bright, 

Bidding  all  shadows  thence  depart; 
Love  bears  an  impress  where  it  shone, 
To  guide  me  now  its  light  is  gone.  d. 

&rr  the  Rover— New  York,  Aug.,  1844. 

OOURT8HIP  AND  MARRIAGE  OP  WASHING- 
TON. 
It  was  in  1758  that  that  officer,  attired  in  a  military 
undress,  and  attended  by  a  body  servant,  tall  and  mUi- 
fair*  as  his  chief,  crossed  the  ferry  called  Williams's, 
over  the  Pomunkey,  a  branch  of  the  York  river.  On 
the  boat  touching  the  southern  or  New  Kent  side,  the 
Midler's  progress  was  arrested  by  one  of  those  person- 
ages who  give  the  beau  ideal  of  the  Virginia  gentle- 
man of  the  old  regime,  the  very  soul  of  kindness  and 
hospitality.  It  was  in  vain  the  soldier  urged  his  busi- 
ness at  Williamsburg,  important  communications  to 
the  Governor,  &c.  Mr.  Chamberlayne,  on  whose  do- 
main the  mllitaire  had  just  landed,  would  hear  of  no 
excuse.  Col.  Washington  was  a  name  and  character 
so  dear  to  all  Virginians,  that  his  passing  by  one  of 
the  castles  of  Virginia,  without  calling  and  partaking 
of  the  hospitalities  of  the  host,  was  entirely  out  of  the 
question.  The  Colonel,  however,  did  not  surrender  at 
discretion,  but  stoutly  maintained  his  ground  till 
Chamberlayne,  bringing  up  his  reserve,  in  the  intima- 
tion that  he  would  introduce  his  fiiend  to  a  young  and 
charming  widow,  then  beneath  his  roof,  the  soldier 
capitulated,  on  condition  that  he  should  dine— only 
dine— and  then,  by  pressing  his  charger  and  borrowing 
of  th*nlgttfi  he  would  reach  WiUfaunaborg  before  his 
VouM»Ul.-Wo21. 


Excellency  could  shake  off  his  morning  slumbers.  Or- 
ders were  accordingly  issued  to  Bishop,  the  Colonel's 
body  servant  and  faithful  follower,  who,  together  with 
the  fine  English  charger,  had  been  bequeathed  by  the 
dying  Braddock  to  Major  Washington,  on  the  famed 
and  fated  field  of  Monongahela.  Bishop,  bred  in  the 
school  of  European  discipline,  raised  his  hand  to  his 
cap,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  Your  orders  shall  be  obeyed." 

The  colonel  now  proceeded  to  the  mansion,  and  was 
introduced  to  various  guests,  (for  when  was  a  Virginia 
domicil  of  the  olden  time  without  guests'?)  and  above 
all,  to  the  charming  widow.  Tradition  relates  that 
they  were  mutually  pleased,  on  this,  their  first  inter- 
view—nor is  it  remarkable;  they  were  of  an  age  when 
impressions  are  strongest.  The  lady  was  fair  to  be- 
hold, of  fascinating  manners,  and  splendidly  endowed 
with  worldly  benefits.  The  hero  was  fresh  from  his 
early -fields,  redolent  of  fame,  and  with  a  form  on  which 
"every  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal  to  give  the  world 
assurance  of  a  man." 

The  morning  passed  pleasantly  away,  evening  came, 
with  Bishop,  true  to  his  orders  and  firm  at  his  post, 
holding  the  favorite  charger  with  one  hand,  while  the 
other  was  waiting  to  offer  the  ready  stirrup.  The  sun 
sunk  in  the  horizon,  and  yet  the  colonel  appeared  not. 
"'Twas  strange,  'twas  passing  strange;"  surely  he 
was  not  wont  to  be  a  single  moment  behind  his  appoint- 
ments—for he  was  the  most  punctual  of  all  men. 

Meantime,  the  host  enjoyed  the  scene  of  the  veteran 
at  the  gate,  while  the  colonel  was  so  agreeably  employ- 
ed in  the  parlor;  and  proclaiming  that  no  visitor  ever 
left  his  home  at  sunset,  his  military  guest  was,  with- 
out much  difficulty,  persuaded  to  order  Bishop  to  put 
up  the  horses  for  the  night.  The  sun  rode  high  in  the 
heavens  the  ensuing  day,  when  the  enamored  soldier 
pressed  with  his  spur  his  charger's  side,  and  speeded 
on  his  way  to  the  seat  of  government,  where  having 
despatched  his  public  business,  he  retraced  his  steps, 
and,  at  the  White  House,  the  engagement  took  place, 
with  preparations  for  marriage. 

And  much  hath  the  biographer  heard  of  that  mar- 
riage, from  the  gray-haired  domestics,  who  waited  at 
the  board  where  love  made  the  feast  and  Washington 
the  guest.  And  rare  and  high  was  the  revelry  at  that 
palmy  period  of  Virginia's  festal  age;  for  many  were 
gathered  to  that  marriage,  of  the  food,  the  great,  the 
gifted,  and  they,  with  joyous  ac  dam  a  lions,  bailed  In 
Virginia's  youthful  hero  a  happy  and  prosperous  bride- 
groom. 

"And  so  you  remember  when  Colonel  Washington 
came  a  courting  of  your  young  mistress?1*  said  the 
biographer  to  old  Cully,  In  his  hundred  ih  year.  "  Aye, 
master,  that  I  do,"  replied  the  ancient  family  servant, 
who  had  lived  to  see  five  generations ;  "  great  times, 
sir,  great  times— shall  never  see  ihe  like  again  1" 
"And  Washington  looked  something  like  a  muri,  a 
proper  man— hey,  Cully  7"  "  Never  seed  tho  like,  sir 
—never  the  like  of  him,  though  I  hove  seen  many  In 
my  day— so  tall,  so  straight  1  and  then  he  sat  on  a 
horse  and  rode  with  such  an  air!  A b,  sir,  he  wa»  like 
no  one  elee.  Many  of  the  grandest  gentlemen,  in  the 
gold  lace,  were  at  the  wedding ;  but  none  looked  like 
the  man  himself"  8trong,  indeed,  must  have  been 
the  impression  whfoh  the  person  and  manner  of  WatsV 
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GREAT  VOLCANIC  ERUPTION. 


lagton  made  upon  the  "rude,  untutored  mind"  of  this 
poor  negro,  since  the  lapse  of  three-quarters  of  a  cen- 
tury had  not  sufficed  to  efface  it. 

The  precise  date  of  the  marriage  the  biographer  has 
been  unable  to  discover,  having  in  vain  searched  among 
the  records  of  the  vestry  of  St.  Peters  church,  New 
Kent,  of  which  the  Rev.  Mr.  Munson,  a  Cambridge 
scholar,  was  the  rector,  and  performed  the  ceremony, 
tt  is  believed,  about  1759.  A  short  time  after  their 
marriage,  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Washington  removed  to 
Mount  Vernon,  on  the  Potomac,  and  permanently  set- 
tled there.— Ltfi  qf  Mrs.  Martha  WathingUm,  by  G. 
W.  P.  Curtis. 


GREAT  VOLCANIC  ERUPTION. 

Tin  following  account  of  a  terrific  eruption  of  the  Vol- 

1     cano  of  Kilauea,  in  Hawai,  Sandwich  Islands,  is 

.  extracted  from  a  letter  of  Mr.  Coan,  published  in  the 

Missionary  Herald,  dated  Hilo,  September  26, 1840. 

I  oahwot  close  without  saying  a  word  respecting  the 
late  volcanic  erruption  in  Puna,  on  this  Island.  At  the 
time  this  erruption  took  place  we  were  all  absent  from 
Hilo  to  attend  the  general  meeting  at  Oahu,  a  circum- 
stance which  I  much  regret,  as  it  deprived  us  of  a  view 
of  the  most  splendid  and  awful  part  of  the  scene.  Since 
eu  return  from  Oahu  I  have  made  a  pretty  thorough 
exploration  of  the  tract  of  country  where  the  eruption 
occurred,  having  found  its  source,  and  traced  the  stream 
through  most  of  its  windings,  to  the  sea.  Some  of  the 
principal  facts  which  have  been  collected  from  credible 
testimony,  and  from  persona]  observation,  I  will  now 
give  you.  For  several  years  past  the  crater  of  Kilauea 
hat  been  rapidly  filling  up,  by  the  rising  of  the  super- 
Incumbent  crust,  and  by  the  frequent  gushing  forth  of 
tbe  molten  sea  below. 

In  this  manner  the  great  basin  below  the  black 
ledge,  which  has  been  computed  from  three  to  five 
hundred  feet  deep,  was  long  since  filled  up  by  the  ejec- 
tion and  cooling  of  successive  masses  of  the  fiery  fluid. 
Those  silent  eruptions  continued  to  occur  at  intervals, 
until  the  black  ledge  was  repeatedly  overflowed,  each 
cooling,  and  forming  a  new  layer  from  two  feet  thick 
and  upward,  until  the  whole  area  of  the  crater  was 
fitted  up,  at  least  fifty  feet  above  the  original  Mack 
ledge,  and  thus  reducing  the  whole  depth  of  the  crater 
to  less  than  nine  hundred  feet.  This  process  of  filling 
up  continued  till  the  latter  part  of  May,  1840,  when,  as 
many  natives  testify,  the  whole  area  of  the  crater  be- 
came one  entire  sea  of  ignifluous  matter,  raging  like 
old  ocean  when  lashed  into  fury  by  a  tempest  For 
several  days  the  fires  raged  with  fearful  intensity,  ex- 
hibiting a  scene  awfully  terrific.  The  infuriated  waves 
sent  up  infernal  sounds,  and  dashed  with  such  mad- 
dening energy  against  the  side  of  the  awful  caldron,  as 
to  shake  the  solid  earth  above,  and  to  detach  huge 
masses,  of  overhanging  rocks,  which,  leaving  their  an- 
cient beds,  plunged  into  the  fiery  gulf  below.  So  ter- 
rific was  the  scene  that  no  one  dared  to  approach  near 
it,  and  travelers  on  the  main  road,  which  lay  along  the 
verge  of  the*  crater,  feeling  the  ground  tremble  beneath 
4heir  feet,  fled  and  passed  by  at  a  distance.  I  should 
be  inclined  to  discredit  these  statements  of  the  natives, 
had  I  not  since  been  to  Kilauea  and  examined  it  mi- 
nutely with  these  reports  in  view.  Bvery  appearance, 
however,  of  the  crater  confirms  those  reports.  Every- 
thing within  the  caldron  Is  new.  Not  a  panicle  of 
|miojD«in»aait  was  wham  1  teat  visited  it   All  has 


been  mehed  down  and  re-cast  All  is  new.  Ite 
whole  appears  like  a  raging  sea,  whose  waves  had  boon 
suddenly  solidified  while  in  the  most  violent  agitation. 

Having  stated  something  of  the  appearance  of  the 
great  crater,  for  several  days  previous  to  the  disgorge- 
ment of  its  fiery  contents,  1  will  now  give  a  short  his- 
tory of  the  eruption  itself.  I  say  short,  became*  it 
would  require  a  volume  to  give  a  full  and  minute  de- 
tail of  all  the  facts  in  the  case. 

On  the  30th  of  May  the  people  of  Puna  observed  the 
appearance  of  smoke  and  fire  in  the  interior,  a  moun- 
tainous and  desolate  region  of  that  district  Thinking 
that  the  fire  might  be  the  burning  jungle,  they  took 
little  notice  of  it  until  the  next  day,  Sabbath,  when  tbe 
meetings  in  the  different  villages  were  thrown  into  con- 
fusion by  sudden  and  grand  exhibitions  of  fire,  on  a 
scale  so  large  and  fearful  as  to  leave  them  no  room  to 
doubt  the  cause  of  the  phenomenon.  The  fire  aug- 
mented during  the  day  and  night;  but  it  did  not  seem 
to  flow  off  rapidly  in  any  direction.  All  were  in  con- 
sternation, as  it  was  expected  that  the  molten  flood 
would  pour  itself  down  from  its  hight  of  four  thousand 
feet  to  the  coast,  and  no  one  knew  to  what  point  it 
would  flow,  or  what  devastation  would  attend  its  fiery 
course.  On  Monday,  June  let,  the  stream  began  to 
flow  off  in  a  north-easterly  direction,  ami  on  the  fol- 
lowing Wednesday,  June  3d,  at  evening,  the  burning 
river  reached  the  sea,  having  averaged  about  half  a 
mile  an  hour  in  its  progress.  The  rapidity  of  the  flow 
was  very  unequal,  being  modified  by  the  Inequalities 
of  the  surface,  over  which  the  stream  passed.  Some- 
times it  was  supposed  to  have  moved  five  miles  an 
hour,  and  at  other  times,  owing  to  obstructions,  ma- 
king no  apparent  progress,  except  in  filling  up  deep 
valleys,  and  in  swelling  over  or  breaking  away  hflPs 
and  precipices. 

But  1  will  return  to  the  source  of  the  eruption.  This 
is  in  a  forest,  and  in  the  bottom  of  an  ancient  wooded 
crater,  about  four  hundred  feet  deep,  and  probably 
eight  miles  east  from  Kilauea.  The  region  being  un- 
inhabited and  covered  with  a  thicket,  it  was  sometime 
before  the  place  was  discovered,  and  up  to  this  time, 
though  several  foreigners  have  attempted  it,  no  one, 
except  myself,  has  reached  the  spot  From  Kilauea 
to  this  place  the  lava  flows  in  a  subterranean  gattery, 
probably  at  the  depth  of  a  thousand  feet,  but  its  course 
can  be  distinctly  traced  all  the  way,  by  the  rending  ef 
the  crust  of  the  earth  into  innumerable  fissures,  and 
by  the  emission  of  smoke,  steam,  and  gases.  The 
eruption  in  this  old  crater  is  small,  and  from  this  j 
the  stream  disappears  again  for  the  distance  of  a  i 
or  two,  when  the  lava  again  gushes  up  and 
over  an  area  of  about  fifty  acres.  Again  it  paaaaa  un- 
der ground  for  two  or  three  miles,  when  it  re- appears 
in  another  old  wooded  crater,  consuming  the  forest, 
and  partly  filling  up  the  basin.  Once  more  it  disap- 
pears, and  flowing  in  a  subterranean  channel,  cracks 
and  breaks  the  earth,  opening  fissures  from  six  lack* 
to  ten  or  twelve  feet  in  width,  and  sometimes  spttttmg 
the  trunks  of  a  tree  so  exactly  that  its  legs  stand  as- 
tride at  the  fissure.  At  some  places  it  is  impossible  to 
trace  the  subterranean  stream  on  account  of  the  im- 
penetrable thicket  under  which  it  passes.  After  flow- 
ing under  ground  several  miles,  perhaps  six  or  eight, 
it  again  broke  out  Uke  an  overwhelming  flood,  and 
sweeping  forest,  hamlet,  plantation,  and  everything 
before  it,  rolled  down  with  resistless  energy  to  the  sat, 
where,  atnolog  a  atoclpios  of  forty  at  fifty  may  it  now 
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ed  itself  in  one  vast  cataract  of  foe  into  the  deep  be- 
low, with  loud  detonations,  fearful  hillings,  and  a 
thousand  unearthly  and  indescribable  sounds.  Im- 
agine to  yourself  a  river  of  fused  minerals  of  the  breadth 
and  depth  of  Niagara,  and  of  a  deep,  gory  red,  falling 
In  one  emblazoned  sheet,  one  raging  torrent  into  the 
ocean !  The  scene,  as  described  by  an  eye-witness,  was 
terribly  sublime.  Two  mighty  agencies  in  collision ! 
Two  antagonist  and  gigantic  forces  in  contact,  and 
producing  effects  on  a  scale  inconceivably  grand !  The 
atmosphere  In  all  directions  was  filled  with  ashes, 
spray,  gases,  Ac.;  while  the  burning  lava,  as  it  fell  into 
the  water,  was  shivered  into  millions  of  minute  par- 
ticles, and,  being  thrown  back  into  the  air,^ell  in 
showers  of  sand  on  all  the  surrounding  country.  The 
coast  was  extended  into  the  sea  for  a  quarter  of  a  mile, 
and  a  pretty  sand-beach  and  a  new  cape  were  formed. 
Three  hills  of  scoria  and  sand  were  formed  in  the  sea, 
the  lowest  about  two  hundred,  and  the  highest  about 
three  hundred  feet. 

For  three  weeks  this  terrific  river  disgorged  itself 
Into  the  sea  with  little  abatement.  Multitudes  of 
fishes  were  killed,  and  the  waters  of  the  ocean  were 
heated  for  twenty  miles  along  the  coast.  The  breadth 
of  the  stream,  where  it  fell  Into  the  sea,  is  about  half  a 
mile,  but  inland  It  varies  from  one  to  four  or  five  miles 
m  width,  conforming  itself,  like  a  river  to  the  face  of 
the  country  over  which  it  flowed.  Indeed,  if  you  can 
imagine  the  Mississippi,  converted  into  liquid  fire,  of 
the  consistency  of  fused  iron,  and  moving  onward, 
aamoflmoa  rapidly,  sometimes  sluggishly ;  now  widen- 
ing Into  a  sea,  and  anon  rushing  through  a  narrow  de- 
file, winding  its  way  through  mighty  forests  and  an- 
cient solitudes,  you  will  get  some  idea  of  the  spectacle 
here  exhibited.  The  depth  of  the  stream  will  probably 
vary  from  ten  to  two  hundred  feet,  according  to  the 
inequalities  of  the  surface  over  which  it  passed.  Dur- 
ing its  flow,  night  was  converted  into  day  on  all  east- 
are  Hawaii.  The  light  rose  and  spread  like  the  morn- 
ing upon  the  mountains,  and  its  glare  was  seen  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  island.  It  was  also  distinctly  visi- 
ble for  more  than  one  hundred  miles  at  sea;  and  at  the 
meliniu  of  forty  miles  fine  print  could  be  read  at  mid- 
night. The  brilliancy  of  the  light  was  like  a  blazing 
firmament,  and  the  scene  is  said  to  have  been  one  of 
anrivaJed  sublimity. 

The  whole  course  of  the  stream  from  Kilauea  to  the 
sea  is  about  forty  miles.  Its  month  is  about  twenty- 
fire  mires  from  Hilo  station.  The  ground  over  which 
It  flawed  descends  at  the  rate  of  one  hundred  feet  to 
the  mile.  The  crust  is  now  oooled,  and  may  be  travers- 
ed with  care,  though  scalding  steam,  pungent  gases, 
are  still  emitted  In  many  places. 

In  pursuing  my  way  for  nearly  two  days  over  this 
mighty,  smouldering  mass,  I  was  more  and  more  Im- 
pressed at  every  step  with  the  wonderful  scene.  Hills 
had  been  melted  down  like  wax ;  ravens  and  deep  val- 
leys had  been  filled ;  and  majestic  forests  had  disap- 
peared like  a  feather  in  the  flames.  In  some  places 
the  molten  stream  parted  and  flowed  in  separate  chan- 
nels for  a  considerable  distance,  and  then  reunited, 
formed  islands  of  various  sizes,  from  one  to  fifty  acres, 
with  tress  still  standing,  but  seared  and  blighted  by 
the  intense  heat  On  the  enter  edge  of  the  lava,  where 
the  stream  was  more  shallow  and  the  heat  less  vehe- 
ment, and  where  of  course  the  liquid  mass  was  cooled 
noonest,  the  trees  were  mowed  down  like  grass  bsfor* 
taw  scythe,  and  left  chaired,  crisped  sxzttulderiag,  and 


only  half  consumed.  As  the  lava  flowed  around  the 
trunks  of  large  trees  on  the  outskirts  of  the  stream* 
the  melted  mass  stiffened  and  consolidated  before  the 
trunk  was  consumed,  and  when  this  was  effected,  the 
top  of  the  tree  foil,  and  lay  unoonsumed  on  the  crust, 
while  the  hole  which  marked  the  place  of  the  trunk* 
remains  almost  as  smooth  and  perfect  as  the  csHhar  of 
a  cannon.  These  holes  are  innumerable,  and  I  found 
them  to  measure  from  ten  .to  forty  feet  deep,  but  aa  I 
remarked  before,  they  are  in  the  more  shallow  parts  of 
the  lava,  the  trees  being  entirely  consumed  where  it 
was  deeper.  During  the  flow  of  the  eruption,  the  great 
crater  of  Kilauea  sunk  about  three  hundred  foot,  and 
her  fires  became  nearly  extinct,  one  lske  only,  oat  of 
many,  being  left  active  in  this  mighty  caldron.  1nie> 
with  other  facts  that  have  been  named  demonstrates 
that  the  eruption  was  the  disgorgement  of  the  firee  of 
Kilauea.  The  open  lake  in  the  old  crater  Is  at  present 
intensely  active,  and  the  fires  are  increasing,  as  Is  evi- 
dent from  the  glare  visible  at  our  station  and  from  the 
testimony  of  visitors. 

During  the  early  part  of  the  eruption,  slight  and  re- 
peated shocks  of  earthquake  were  felt,  for  several  suc- 
cessive days,  near  the  scene  of  action.  These  shocks 
were  not  noticed  at  Hilo. 

Through  the  directing  hand  of  a  kind  Providence  no 
lives  were  lost,  and  but  little  property  was  coaemned 
during  this  amazing  flood  of  very  ruin.  The  si  nam 
passed  over  an  almost  uninhabited  desert.  A  few  Utile 
hamlets  were  consumed,  and  a  few  plantations  wees 
destroyed;  but  the  Inhabitants,  forwarned,  fled  and 
escaped.  During  the  progress  of  the  eruption  some  of 
the  people  in  Puna  spent  most  of  their  rime  In  preset 
and  religious  meetings  some  flew  in  consternamMl 
from  the  face  of  the  all-devouring  elements,  others 
wandered  along  its  margin,  marking  with  Idle  curiosity 
its  daily  progress,  while  another  class  still  coolly  pat* 
sued  their  usual  vocations,  unawed  by  the  burning 
fury  as  it  rolled  along  within  a  mile  of  their  doors.  II 
was  literally  true  that  they  ate,  drank,  bought,  seta* 
planted,  buUded,  apparently  Indifferent  to  the  roar  of 
consuming  forests,  the  sight  of  devouring  fire,  the 
startling  detonations,  the  hissing  of  escaping  steam, 
the  rending  of  the  earth,  the  shivering  and  melting  of 
gigantic  rocks,  the  raging  and  dashing  of  the  fiery 
waves,  the  bellowing*,  the  murmuring*,  the  unearthly 
mutterings  coming  up  from  the  burning  deep.  They 
went  carelessly  on  amid  the  rain  of  ashes,  sand,  and 
fiery  scintillations,  gazing  vacantly  on  the  fearful  and 
ever-varying  appeamnce  of  the  atmosphere,  murky, 
black,  livid,  blazing,  the  sudden  rising  of  lofty  pillars 
of  flame,  the  upward  carting  of  ten  thousand  columns 
of  smoke,  and  their  majestic  roll  in  dense  dingy,  lurid 
or  parti  colored  clouds.  All  these  moving  phenomena 
were  regarded  by  them  as  the  fall  of  a  shower,  or  the 
running  of  a  brook ;  while  to  others  they  were  as  the 
tokens  of  a  burning- world,  the  departing  heaven,  and 
a  coming  Judge. 

I  will  just  remark  here,  that  while  the  stream  waa 
flowing,  it  might  be  approached  within  a  few  yards  on 
the  windward  side,  while  at  the  leeward  no  one  could 
live  within  the  distance  of  many  miles,  on  account  of 
the  smoke,  the  impregnation  of  the  atmosphere  with 
pungent  and  deadly  gases,  and  the  fiery  showers  which 
were  constantly  descending,  and  destroying  all  vege- 
table Hfe.  During  the  progress  of  the  descending 
stream,  it  would  often  fall  Into  seme  fissure,  and  fbrce- 
ing  itself  into  apertntss  and  aunts  massive  reeks,  and 
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even  hillocks  and  extended  plats  of  ground,  and  lifting 
them  from  their  ancient  beds,  bear  them  with  all  their 
superincumbent  mass  of  soil,  trees,  &c.,  on  its  viscous 
and  livid  bosom,  like  a  raft  on  the  water.  When  the 
fused  mass  was  sluggish,  it  had  a  gory  appearance  like 
dotted  blood,  and  when  it  was  active,  it  resembled 
fresh  and  clotted  blood  mingled  and  thrown  into  violent 
agitation.  Sometimes  the  flowing  lava  would  find  a 
subterranean  gallery  diverging  at  right  angles  from  the 
main  channel,  and  pressing  into  it  would  flow  off  un- 
observed, till  meeting  with  some  obstruction  in  its 
dark  passage,  when,  by  its  expansive  force,  it  would 
raise  the  crust  of  the  earth  into  a  dome-like  hill  of 
fifteen  or  twenty  feet  in  height,  and  then,  bursting  this 
shell,  pour  itself  out  in  a  fiery  torrent  around.  A  man 
who  was  standing  at  a  considerable  distance  from  the 
main  stream,  and  intensely  gazing  on  the  absorbing 
scene  before  him,  found  himself  suddenly  raised  to  the 
bight  of  ten  or  fifteen  feet  above  the  common  level 
around  him,  and  he  had  but  just  time  to  escape  from 
his  dangerous  position,  when  the  earth  opened  where 
be  had  stood,  and  a  stream  of  fire  gushed  out 


THE  SPECTRE  WARRIOR, 

On  the  night  previous  to  the  battle  of  Lexington,  a 
strange  warrior,  mounted  on  a  spirited  charger,  rode 
furiously  through  the  streets  of  some  of  the  principal 
towns  in  the  vicinity  of  Boston,  giving  intelligence 
that  the  British  troops  had  left  that  city  on  their  march 
to  Concord.  He  waited  for  no  salutation— no  one 
knew  him— but  he  gave  the  alarm  and  passed  on. 
From  the  circumstance  of  the  alarm  being  given  in 
such  wide  and  various  directions  at  the  same  time,  in 
the  same  singular  manner,  and  by  apparently  the  same 
person,  it  was  looked  upon  by  many  as  an  interposi- 
tion of  Providence  in  behalf  of  the  colonists.  Such, 
at,  least,  was  the  tradition ;  and  long  was  the  spectre 
warrior  remembered,  when  the  scenes  of  '76  were  re- 
counted by  the  winter's  fire-side. 

Heard  you  not  that  war-horse  trampling? 

Heard  you  not  that  iron  tread  ? 
When  the  earth  and  skies  are  darkling, 

Sounds  like  these  might  rouse  the  dead ! 
Hark !  that  shout— it  swells  to  heaven, 

Loud  as  pealing  thunders  roar 
When  the  mountain  oak  is  riven— 

These  the  thrilling  sounds  it  bore: 

11  Rouse,  ye  slumberers !  sleep  no  longer— 

Foemen's  feet  are  on  the  way ; 
Wake  to  glory— wake  to  danger, 

Gird  you  to  the  bloody  fray. 
Even  now  their  bayonets  glancing, 

Mock  the  shroud  of  murky  night — 
Hark !  the  squadrons,  proudly  prancing, 

Guide  the  hero  to  the  fight 

"Slumberers,  wake!  away  to  battle- 
Nerve  your  heart,  and  nerve  your  arm ; 

Heard  you  not  the  war-drum's  rattle  1 
Heard  you  not  the  dread  alarm? 

Wait  you  till  your  wives  and  daughters 
Victims  fall  before  your  eye  ? 

'Till  your  tow'ring  spires,  your  altars, 
Low  in  smoking  ruins  lis? 

"Sleep  yon  when  red  ruin  lowers 
O'er  your  friends,  yourimtts,  yjmhonaal 


Is  there  one  whose  spirit  cowers? 

Bid  the  wretch  in  slavery  roam. 
Sleep  no  longer— grasp  your  weapons ! 

Pledge  at  freedom's  shrine  your  life! 
Bathe  with  blood  the  ground  you  meet  on ! 

Triumph  waits  the  glorious  strife. 

"  Sleep  you  when  the  chains  are  clanking. 

Which  oppressors  forge  for  you  ? 
When  the  tyrant's  hate  is  rankling— 

Hate  which  pardon  never  knew  ? 
See !  where  yonder  clouds  are  breaking, 

Star-light  banners  wave  on  high ! 
Follow  them,  and  proudly  waking, 

"Freemen  live  or  nobly  die ! 

"  Sleep  no  longer !— wake  to  glory ! 
Bid  the  haughty  foes  come  on ; 

Teach  him  Freedom's  soil  is  gory- 
Strike  the  blow  at  Lexington. 

Strike  as  patriots  born  for  freedom — 
Hen  who've  sworn  they  will  be  free — 

Buret  the  servile  chains  that  bind  you — 
Strike  for  God  and  Liberty  I 

"By  your  sires'  unconquered  spirits ! 
By  the  green  turf  o'er  their  gravest 
By  the  rights  you  here  inherit ! 
Swear  to  never  live  as  slaves !" 
The  trampling  passed  on— the  sounds  died  away, 

But  the  patriot  flew  to  the  field ; 
And  ere  the  next  sun  showed  the  close  of  the  day, 
With  his  blood  had  our  liberty  sealed. 


IMPORTANT  CHANGE  IN  THE  WHOLE  SYS- 
TEM OF  POSTAGE. 

EvERYbody  knows  and  everybody  feels  that  the 
postage  tax  in  this  country  is  unreasonably  oppressive 
and  very  u  nequal.  The  calls  for  reform  are  very  strong 
and  very  urgent.  But  Congress  has  as  yet  turned  a 
deaf  ear  to  the  petitions  on  this  subject.  We  trust, 
however,  that  at  the  next  session  the  popular  voice 
will  speak  in  tones  too  powerful  not  to  be  regarded^ 
The  folio wiog  novel  and  striking  plan  for  an  entire  re- 
volution in  the  whole  postage  system  seems  to  us  emi- 
nently worthy  of  attention.  Let  the  people  think  of 
it  and  speak  to  Congress  about  it  at  the  coming  ses- 
sion. It  was  communicated  by  a  gentleman  in  Phila- 
delphia to  the  editor  of  the  Aurora  in  this  city. 

Philadelphia,  June  20th,  1844. 

EHeemed  Frund— In  conformity  with  thy  request  I 
herewith  send  a  plan  for  carrying  letters  at  a  great  sa- 
ving to  the  government  as  well  as  to  individuals. 

All  letters,  papers,  pamphlets  and  packages,  to  be 
pre-paid.    No  franking.    No  privileged  class  or  order. 

Govern  merit  to  purchase  a  large  quantity  of  letter 
and  cap  paper,  having  a  water  mark  running  all  round 
the  edge  thereof,  and  also  stamped,  different  from  any 
other  paper  now  manufactured  /  to  counterfeit  said 
mark  or  stamp  to  be  punished  the  same  as  forgery, 
with  the  addition  of  two  to  five  years  imprisonment, 
without  reprieve  or  pardon. 

All  letters  written  on  this  marked  paper  to  be  carried 
/r*e—  no  others  allowed  to  go  by  mail* 

This  paper  can  be  purchased  at  one  cent  for  four 
sheets ;  (probably  much  cheaper)  let  it  be  sold  at  2 1-1 
cents  a  sheet  by  the  quire  or  single  sheet,  and  for  2  M 
ceaUasfiaeiwhanpiirobtsedbytiMr^amitfhatffsaaa, 
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this  would  leave  the  government  two  cent*  a  eheet 
for  every  sheet 

Probably  most  men  of  business  would  buy  a  half 
or  a  whole  ream  each,  in  order  to  have  letter  paper  al- 
ways on  hand.  Now  it  would  frequently  happen  that 
they  would  want  paper  for  other  purposes,  when  hav- 
ing none  but  post  paid  paper  by  them,  they  would  not 
stand  for  the  trifling  difference  in  the  cost,  so  would 
use  the  paid  paper,  and  to  that  amount  it  would  be  a 
dear  profit  to  Government,  sufficient  to  cover  the  1-4 
of  a  cent  allowed  to  wholesale  purchasers,  (in  antici- 
pation of  this)  and  probably  it  might  cover  the  inci- 
dental expenses.  Officers  of  government  could  be 
■applied  with  a  sufficient  quantity  for  necessary  official 
correspondence,  and  the  amount  thus  furnished  charg- 
ed to  that  department  to  which  the  officer  belonged. 

For  newspapers,  pamphlets  and  packages,  a  number 
of  stamps  to  be  sold  by  the  government  at  one  cent  a 
stamp,  somewhat  similar  to  those  used  in  London  at 
the  British  P.O.;  one  stamp  pasted  on  a  newspaper  to 
be  sufficient  to  carry  it  any  distance — two  stamps  for  a 
pamphlet  of  the  average  weight  of  a  newspaper  and 
in  proportion  for  a  greater  weight— packages  of  the 
weight  of  a  newspaper  four  stamps,  and  in  proportion 
for  additional  weight. 

No  charge  for  distribution— it  can  be  done  for  one 
tenth  part  of  a  cent  each,  newspaper  or  package;  many 
honest  men  would  rejoice  to  be  employed  to  distribute 
at  that  rate— no  accounts  for  them  to  keep  with  dti- 
sens  receiving  letters  or  papers— no  money  for  them  to 
collect  from  receivers  of  letters,  papers  or  packages 
— no  change  to  be  given  j  so  they  could  deliver  with 
great  despatch. 

No  doubt  many  of  the  post  routes  could  be  let  out 
to  responsible  contractors  who  would  carry  for  one  cent 
per  letter,  and  papers  and  packages  at  half  the  above 
proposed  prices  of  those  articles.  There  would  be  the 
route,  where  nine-tenths  of  the  letters  are  carried,  which 
would  enable  government  to  pay  higher  prices  on  poor- 
er routes. 

It  is  neither  honest,  just  nor  reasonable,  that  govern- 
ment should  be  run  to  any  expense  to  enable  one  man 
to  transmit  his  letters,  unless  she  favors  every  other 
man  to  the  same  amount ;  hence,  whenever  a  route 
will  not  maintain  itself  it  ought  to  be  abandoned.  No 
good  can  arise  from  "  robbing  Peter  to  pay  Paul." 

There  would  be  no  dead  letters— no  "  hoaxes"— no 
impositions  upon  citizens  by  Bending  letters  to  them  in 
which  they  feel  no  interest,  but  on  which  they  now 
have  to  pay  the  postage.  Very  few  accounts,  if  any, 
need  be  kept  in  the  distributing  offices.  Much  labor 
would  thus  be  saved,  which  labor  is  of  no  use  to  the 
community.  We  would  then  be  better  served  at  one- 
tenth  part  of  the  cost,  so  far  as  relates  to  the  delivery. 

No  contractor  to  be  compelled  to  put  a  wagon  or 
stage  upon  any  route  where  a  horse  or  sulky  was  able 
to  carry  the  mail.  It  is  no  part  of  the  doty  of  govern- 
ment to  carry  travelers  at  the  expense  of  others  who 
do  not  travel.  Let  everything  of  that  kind  be  left  to 
individual  competition. 

If  government  are  disposed  to  aid  in  the  transporta- 
tion of  passengers,  it  would  be  better  to  expend  the 
amount  in  making  or  mending  the  road,  rather  than  in 
hauling  people  over  it  The  high  price  paid  to  mail 
contractors  on  unproductive  routes,  is  understood  to  be 
a  compensation  for  running  a  coach  where  the  contrac- 
tor would  not  otherwise  be  justified  in  doing  to— it  is 


the  seme  as  though  the  government  paid  so  much  a 
head  for  each  passenger— it  is  very  unfair  toward  the 
great  mass  of  the  people  who  very  seldom  tide  in  mail, 
coaches. 

One  advantage  in  carrying  letters  at  the  low  rate 
above  described,  would  be  to  prevent  irresponsible 
agents  setting  up  private  lines  in  opposition  (or  rather 
competition)  to  the  mail  established  by  government. .  . 


HOPE. 

BT  ARTHUR  MO  RBI  LI,. 

Two  priceless  faculties  of  mind 

Are  given  unto  man ; 
Hope— Memory — this  cheers  us  on,— 

With  that  the  past  we  scan. 
This  fills  the  rough,  untrodden  path 

With  imaginary  flowers; 
Our  solace  that—  the  memory 

Of  happy  bygone  hours. 
* 
To  know  the  future  were  indeed 

A  more  than  mighty  gift — 
From  before  the  things  which  are  to  be, 

The  mysterious  veil  to  lift; 
To  read  our  future  destiny — 

To  know  what  good  and  ill, 
Whether  joy  or  sorrow,  in  th?  main, 

Shall  our  future  pathway  fill. 

But  if  this  wondrous  faculty 

To  aspiring  man  were  given, 
Another,  dearer,  from  his  mind 

Would  evermore  be  driven. 
Sweet  Hope  would  then  be  all  unknown, 

That  blessed  beacon  light, 
Which,  though  it  often  lures  in  vain, 

Burns  always  pure  and  bright 

Though  it  were  offered  me  to  know 

That  every  future  hour 
Should  be  fraught  with  peace  and  happiness, 

I'd  shun  the  proffered  power. 
'Tie  enough  the  present  to  employ,] 

Preparing  for  the  end, 
While  Hope  is  left  to  cheer  us  on— 

Han's  best  and  only  friend. 
For  the  Rover— New  York,  Aug.,  1844. 


RavomnowAttT  Ankcdotb.— After  the  battle  of 
Bunker  Hill,  and  when  the  Americans  had  retired  from 
the  field,  the  British  still  kept  up  a  random  cannona- 
ding. Three  Americans,  weary  and  exhausted,  eat 
down  upon  the  grass  to  tell  each  other  of  their  "hair 
breadth  escapes,"  and  to  discus,  withal,  the  contents 
of  their  canteens.  While  thus  regaling  themselves, 
they  were  thrown  into  great  consternation  by  a  can- 
non ball  which  struck  the  ground  within  a  few  rods  of 
them.  Two  of  the  men  sprang  to  their  feet  in  an  in- 
stant, and  attempted  to  find  some  other  place  of  secu- 
rity. A  facetious  character,  by  the  name  of  Smith, 
from  Gil  man  town,  N.  H.,  sat  himself  down  upon  the 
exact  spot  where  the  ball  struck,  and  looking  in  the 
direction  whence  it  came,  with  no  apparent  concern, 
said,  "  Boo  I  shoot  away  and  be  d— d,  you  can't  hit 
twice  in  one  plaoe." 


BATTLE  OF  THE  BON  HOMME  RICHARD. 


BATTLE  07  THE  BON  HOMME  RICHARD. 

Or  all  the  naval  battles  in  ancient  or  modem  times, 
none  has  oyer  been  more  obstinately  contested  than 
that  which  took  place,  during  our  Revolution,  between 
the  Bon  Homme  Richard,  as  she  was  called,  (after  Dr. 
Franklin's  Poor  Richard,)  and  the  British  frigate  Se- 
rapis. The  first  commanded  by  Commodore  Paul 
Jones,  the  last  by  Commodore  Pearson,  a  very  distin- 
guished naval  officer. 

The  Richard  carried  fifty-six  guns,  and  three  hun- 
dred and  eighty  men ;  the  Serapis  fifty-nine  guns,>nd 
two  hundred  and  twenty  men.  The  former  was  old 
and  decayed,  with  a  motley  battery,  throwing  only 
two  hundred  and  eighty-two  pounds  at  a  single  broad- 
fide,  and  twenty  of  her  best  men  and  the  second  lieu- 
tenant were  absent  during  the  whole  action.  The  Se- 
rapis, on  the  contrary,  was  a  new  ship  of  approved 
construction,  considered  the  fastest  sailer  in  the  Bri- 
tish navy ;  and,  besides  her  superiority  in  the  number 
of  guns,  they  were  of  heavy  calibre,  throwing  three 
hundred  and  forty  pounds  at  a  single  broadside. 

Jones,  having  borne  down  to  cut  off  the  Baltic  fleet 
from  the  harbor  of  Scarborough,  the  Serapis  and  her 
consort  immediately  stood  out  to  divert  the  attention  of 
the  American  ships,  and  gave  the  convoy  time  to  es- 
cape. In  this  way  the  battle  begun.  One  of  Jones's 
consorts  engaged  the  consort  of  the  Serapis ;  the  other 
took  no  part  in  the  action  until  toward  the  close,  when 
it  fired  with  equal  Injury  upon  both.  No  guns  were 
fired  from  either  ship  until  they  approached  within 
pistol  shot,  when  Pearson  cried  out, 

"What  ship  is  that  V 

This  was  at  eight  in  the  evening.  The  sky  was 
beautifully  clear,  and  the  sea  smooth;  the  moon,  just 
then  rising,  lit  the  combatants,  while  it  enabled  crowds 
of  people,  collected  on  Flamborough  Head,  to  watch 
the  progress  of  the  battle. 

When  Commodore  Pearson  had  waited  in  vain  for 
an  answer  to  his  challenge,  the  Serapis  opened  a  terri 
We  fire  upon  the  Richard.  It  was  at  once  returned ; 
but  three  of  Richard's  heaviest  guns  burst  in  the  dis- 
charge, not  only  becoming  lost  for  the  rest  of  the  fight, 
but  destroying  more  men  than  the  whole  broadside  of 
the  Serapis,  and  scattering  death  and  confusion  on 
every  side.  The  battle  had  not  continued  long,  ere 
Jones  found  that  he  was  suffering  so  much  from  the 
Serapis  being  able,  by  her  superior  sailing,  to  choose 
raking  positions,  that  he  would  soon  have  to  yield  if 
the  contest  continued  so  unequal ;  he  therefore  order- 
ed his  ship  to  be  laid  on  board  the  Serapis.  This  ma- 
ncauvre  did  not  succeed,  for  the  Richard  could  not 
bring  a  single  gun  to  bear.  Jones  therefore  backed 
his  eaifte,  and  sheered  off,  when  Pearson  thinking  the 
was  about  to  yield,  because  his  fire  had 
,  asked  him  if  he  struck,  to  which  Jones  an- 
ed,  that  he  had  not  yet  begun  to  fight. 

He  was  not  long,  however,  in  making  a  commence- 
ment ;  for  having  sailed  by  the  Serapis,  he  once  more 
Cms  helm  up,  and  ran  across  her  bow.  Her  jhV 
a  came  over  the  Richard's  poop,  and  Jones  him- 
self assisted  the  master  in  making  the  jib-stay,  which 
fead  been  shot  away,  and  hung  down  upon  his  deck, 
4ast  to  his  mizzen  mast.  At  the  same  time,  the  anchor 
of  the  Serapis  hooked  one  of  the  Richard's  ports  so 
that  when  presently  Pearson  anchored,  to  let  his  enemy 
sweep  clear  of  him  with  the  dde,  both  ships  swung 
beside  each  other,  the  stern  of  the  Richard  to  the  bow 
of  the  Serapis,  and  their  starboard  sides  so  dose  to- 


gether that  the  guns  mot,  mmsJe  to  muxsJe  ithei 
mere  entered  into  opposite  ports,  and  wore 
from  those  who  used  them,  who  presently  begem  eav 
saulting  each  other.  It  is  a  singular  proof  of  theeooft- 
ness  of  Jones  that  while  engaged  with  the  matter  fca 
making  the  vessels  fost,  he  should  have  thonght  to 
check  him  for  his  profanity,  saying,  "Mr.  Stacy,  this) 
is  no  time  for  swearing}  in  the  next  moment  yoe  aaey 
be  in  eternity.    Let  us  do  our  duty." 

Thus  grappled,  the  ships  kept  up  a  long  and  desperate 
struggle  for  victory.  In  battering,  the  superior  metal 
of  the  Serapis  gave  her  a  decided  advantage ;  her  shot 
went  through  and  through  the  rotton  sides  of  tfcs 
Richard,  cutting  the  men  to  pieces,  and  destroys** 
them  with  splinters.  The  rudder  was  destroyed;  Han 
quarter  beat  in;  and  whtte  the  water  entered  on  ewsty 
side,  one  of  the  pumps  was  shot  away.  These  was 
already  four  feet  of  water  in  the  hold,  gaining.  Upon 
this  the  Carpenter,  instead  of  concealing  the  aan/a 
situation  from  all  but  the  Captain,  cried  out  that  skje 
was  sinking.  The  panic  spread.  The  niaster-et-enasv 
moved  by  the  supplications  of  a  hundred  Engttah  pri- 
soners confined  below,  released  them  (rem  iron*;  and 
the  gunner  ran  terrified  on  deck,  and  bawling  for  quar- 
ters. Among  the  prisoners  thus  left  at  large,  one  eC 
them,  a  ship-master,  crawled  through  the  ports  to  the 
Serapis,  and  told  Captain  Pearson  to  hold  oat  for  ha 
had  begun  to  meditate  a  surrender.  Nevertheless, 
Jones  quickly  recovered  from  his  desperate  posUWn* 
He  punished  the  cowardice  of  the  gunner  by  throwing 
his  pistols  at  him,  one  of  which  fractured  bis  skull,  and 
precipitated  him  down  the  hatchway.  At  the  same- 
time  he  repulsed  an  attempt  to  board  from  the  Serapis, 
and  removed  the  danger  of  so  many  prisoners  at  large 
below  by  employing  them  at  the  pumps,  and  telling 
them  to  work  or  sink. 

While  the  battle  had  taken  this  unfavorable  turn  be- 
low, the  face  of  affairs  was  reversed  above,  by  the  ex- 
ertions of  a  few  men  stationed  in  the  tops  of  the  Rich- 
ard. According  to  Jones's  orders,  they  had  just  direct- 
ed their  fire  into  the  enemy's  tops,  until  not  a  man  re- 
mained alive,  except  one  in  the  fore- top,  who  kept 
loading  his  musket,  and  dodging,  now  and  then,  from 
behind  the  mast,  to  fire.  This  bold  fellow  was  at 
length  struck  by  a  ball  from  the  Richard's  main-top, 
and  sent  headlong  upon  deck.  And  now  the  exertions 
of  the  sharp-shooters  were  ail  turned  to  clearing  the 
decks  of  the  Serapis.  Some  of  the  bravest  even  pas- 
sed, by  the  yards,  into  the  tops  of  the  Serapis,  whence 
they  threw  flasks  and  grenades  down  her  hatches, 
stifling  her  men  and  firing  the  ship  in  various  direc- 
tions. At  this  time,  both  ships  having  taken  fire,  the 
cannonade  was  suspended,  to  extinguish  it.  Jones 
soon  renewed  it,  however,  from  some  guns  which  re- 
mained in  order  in  the  forecastle,  and  which  he  direct- 
ed himself 

At  this  time  a  grenade  thrown  from  the  Scrapie's 
top,  having  bounded  into  the  lower  deck,  and  fired 
some  loose  powder,  this  communicated  to  the  cart- 
ridges which  had  been  brought  from  the  magasiae 
faster  than  they  were  used,  and  laid  careiessiy  upon 
deck ;  and  a  general  explosion  took  place,  by  which 
every  man  in  the  neighborhood  was  blown  to  pieces, 
or  dreadfully  burned.  No  way  remained  for  Cosnreo- 
dore  Pearson  to  save  the  remnant  of  his  crew,  but  to 
yield ;  but  even  this  it  was  not  easy  to  signify,  for  noae 
of  his  crew  would  take  down  the  flag,  which  had  been 
nailed,  before  the  action,  to  its  staff;  and  he  waa  i 


STTLB. 


petted  to  perform  the  perilous  and  humilatiag  task  with 
his  own  hand.  Thus  ended  the  battle  of  the  Bon 
Homme  Richard  and  Serapis.  The  victory  was  dearly 
bought,  for  the  carnage  on  both  sides  was  terrible. 
The  Bon  Homme  Richard  lost  three  hundred  men,  in 
killed  and  wounded ;  and  near  all  of  the  last  died,  from 
the  indifferent  care  which  they  received,  and  the  dread 
ful  gale  which  followed  the  battle.  The  loss  of  the 
Serapis  was  nearly  as  great.  Of  the  men  who  were 
blown  up,  some  lingered  until  the  flesh  dropped  from 
their  bones,  dying  in  excrutiadng  agony.  The  Poor 
Richard,  assailed  by  fire  and  water,  was  abandoned  to 
her  fate,  and  went  down  carrying  with  her  many  of 
her  wounded  crew.— Encyclopedia  Americana. 


Haas's  a  poet  that  seems  to  be  disposed  to  make  a 
wife  toe  the  mark  both  way: 

A  wife,  domestic,  good  and  pure, 
Like  snail  should  keep  within  her  door; 
But  not  like  snail,  in  silver  track, 
Place  all  her  wealth  upon  her  back. 

A  wife  should  be  like  echo,  true, 
Not  speak  but  when  she's  spoken  to ; 
Yet  not  like  echo,  still  be  heard 
Contending  for  the  final  word. 

Like  a  town  deck  a  wife  should  be, 
sleep  time  and  regularity  ; 
But  not  like  clock,  harangue  so  clear, 
That  all  the  town  her  voice  may  hear. 


ON  STYLE. 

BY    WILLIAM    WIZARD,    ESQ. 

StyUy  a  manner  of  writing;  pin  of  a  dial ;  the  pistil 
of  plants.— Johneon. 

Style,  is style.— Link.  Fid. 

Now  I  would  not  give  a  straw  for  either  of  the  above 
definitions,  though  I  think  the  latter  is  by  far  the  most 
satisfactory;  and  I  do  wish  sincerely  every  modern 
uumscull  who  takes  hold  of  a  subject  he  knows  no- 
thing about,  would  adopt  honest  Linkum's  mode  of 
explsnation.  Blair's  Lectures  on  this  article  have  not 
thrown  a  whit  more  light  on  the  subject  of  my  inqui- 
ries; they  puzzled  me  just  as  much  ss  did  the  learned 
and  laborious  expositions  and  illustrations  of  the  wor- 
thy professor  of  our  college,  in  the  middle  of  which  I 
generally  had  the  ill  luck  to  fall  asleep. 

This  same  word  style,  though  but  a  diminutive 
word,  assumes  to  Itself  more  contradictions,  and  sig- 
nifications, and  eccentricities,  than  any  monosyllable 
in  the  language  is  legitimately  entitled  to.  It  is  an 
arrant  little  humorist  of  a  word,  and  full  of  whim- 
whams,  which  occasions  me  to  like  it  hugely;  but  it 
puzzled  me  most  wickedly  on  my  first  return  from  a 
long  residence  abroad,  having  crept  into  fashionable 
use  during  my  absence ;  and  had  it  not  been  for  friend 
Evergreen,  and  that  Jthrifry  sprig  of  knowledge,  Jere- 
my Cockloft  the  younger,  I  should  have  remained  to 
this  day  ignorant  of  its  meaning.  . 

Though  it  would  seem  that  the  people  of  all  coun- 
tries are  equally  vehement  in  the  pursuit  of  this  phan- 
tom, style,  yet  in  almost  all  of  them  there  is  a  strange 
diversity  in  opinion  as  to  what  constitutes  its  essence ; 
and  every  different  class,  like  the  pagan  nations,  adore 
k  under  a  different  form.  In  England,  for  instance, 
an  honest  eit  packs  up  himself,  his  family,  and  his 


style,  in  a  buggy  or  trim  whisky,  and  rattles  away  on 
Sands*/  with  his  fair  partner  blooming  beside  him,  like 
an  eastern  bride,  and  two  chubby  children  squatting 
like  Chinese  images  at  his  feeL  A  baronet  requires  a 
chariot  and  pair :  an  earl  must  needs  have  a  barouche 
and  four :  but  a  duke— oh !  a  duke  cannot  possibly 
lumber  his  style  along  under  a  coach-and-aix,  and  half 
a  score  of  footmen  into  the  bargain.  In  China,  a  puis- 
sant mandarin  loads  at  least  three  elephants  with 
style;  and  an  overgrown  sheep  at  the  Cape  of  Good 
Hope  trails  along  his  tail  and  his  style  on  a  wheelbar- 
row. In  Egypt,  or  at  Constantinople,  style  consists  in. 
the  quantity  of  fur  and  fine  clothes  a  lady  can  put  on 
without  danger  of  suffocation :  here  it  is  otherwise, 
and  consists  in  the  quantity  she  can  put  off  without 
the  risk  of  freezing.  A  Chinese  lady  is  thought  prodi- 
gal of  her  charms  if  she  exposes  the  Up  of  her  nose, 
or  the  ends  of  her  fingers  to  the  ardent  gaze  of  by- 
standers; and  I  recollect  that  all  Canton  was  in  a  buzz 
in  consequence  of  the  great  belle  Miss  Nangfous  peep- 
ing out  of  the  w  indo w  with  her  face  uncovered !  Hera 
the  style  is  to  show  not  only  the  face,  but  the  neck, 
shoulders,  etc.:  and  a  lsdy  never  presumes  to  hide 
them  except  when  she  is  not  at  home,  and  not  suffi- 
ciently undressed  to  see  company. 

This  style  has  mined  the  peace  and  harmony  of 
many  a  worthy  household ;  for  no  sooner  do  they  set 
up  for  style  but  instantly  all  the  honest  old  comforta- 
ble sane  ceremonie  furniture  is  discarded  and  you  stall: 
cautiously  about  among  the  uncomfortable  splendor 
of  Grecian  chairs,  Egyptian  tables,  Turkey  carpets, 
and  Etruscan  vases.  This  vast  improvement  in  fur- 
niture demands  an  increase  in  the  domestic  establish- 
ment ;  and  a  family  that  once  required  two  or  three) 
servants  for  convenience,  now  employ  half  a  dozen 
for  style. 

Bell  Brazen,  late  favorite  of  my  unfortunate  friend 
Dessalines,  was  one  of  these  patterns  of  style ;  and 
whatever  freak  she  was  seized  with,  however  prepos- 
terous, was  implicitly  followed  by  all  who  would  bo 
considered  as  admitted  in  the  stylish  arcana.  She  was 
once  seized  with  a  whim-wham  that  tickled  the  whole) 
court  She  could  not  lie  down  to  take  an  afternoon's 
loll  but  she  must  have  one  servant  to  scratch  her  head, 
two  to  tickle  her  feet,  and  a  fourth  to  fan  her  delecta- 
ble person  while  she  slumbered.  The  thing  took ;  it 
became  the  rage,  and  not  a  aable  belle  in  all  Hayti 
but  what  insisted  upon  being  fanned,  and  scratched, 
and  tickled  in  the  true  imperial  style.  Sneer  not  at 
this  picture,  my  most  excellent  townsmen ;  for  who) 
among  you  but  are  daily  following  fashions  equally  ab- 
surd? 

Style,  according  to  Evergreen's  account,  consists  is 
certain  fashions,  or  contain  eccentricities,  or  certais 
manners  of  certain  people,  in  certain  situations,  and 
possessed  of  a  certain  share  of  fashion  or  importance. 
A  red  cloak,  for  instance,  on  the  shoulders  of  an  old 
market-woman  is  regarded  with  contempt ;  it  is  vul- 
gar—it  is  odious :  fling,  however,  Its  usurping  rival, « 
red  shawl,  over  the  figure  of  a  fashionable  belle,  and 
let  her  flame  away  with  it  in  Broadway,  or  in  a  ball- 
room, and  it  is  immediately  declared  to  be  the  style. 

The  modes  of  attaining  this  certain  situation,  which 
entitles  its  holder  to  style,  are  various  and  opposite: 
the  most  ostensible  is  the  attainment  of  wealth ;  tha 
possession  of  which  changes  the  pert  sirs  of  vulgar 
ignorance  into  fashionable  ease  and  elegant  vivacity* 
It  is  highly  amusing  to  observe  the  gradations  of  a  ra- 
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mily  aspiring  to  style,  and  the  devious  windings  they 
pursue  in  order  to  attain  it.  While  beating  np  a%ainst 
wind  and  tide,  they  are  the  most  complaisant  beings 
in  the  world ;  they  keep  "  booing  and  booing,"  as  M'- 
Sycophant  says,  until  you  would  suppose  them  inca- 
pable of  standing  upright ;  they  kiss  their  hands  to 
everybody  who  has  the  least  claim  to  style ;  their  fa- 
miliarity is  intolerable,  and  they  absolutely  overwhelm 
you  with  their  friendship  and  loving  kindness.  But 
having  once  gained  the  envied  pre-eminence  never 
were  beings  in  the  world  more  changed.  They  as- 
sume the  most  intolerable  caprices ;  at  one  time  ad- 
dress you  with  importunate  sociability;  at  another 
pass  you  by  with  silent  indifference ;  sometimes  sit  up 
in  their  chairs  in  all  the  majesty  of  dignified  silence  j 
and  at  another  time  bounce  about  with  all  the  obstrep- 
erous ill-bred  noise  of  a  little  hoyden  just  broke  loose 
from  a  boarding-school. 

Another  feature  which  distinguishes  these  new-made 
fiishionables  is  the  inveteracy  with  which  they  look 
down  upon  the  honest  people  who  are  struggling  to 
climb  up  the  same  envied  height.  They  never  fail  to 
salute  them  with  the  most  sarcastic  reflections ;  and 
like  so  many  worthy  hodmen  clambering  a  ladder, 
each  one  looks  down  upon  his  next  neighbor  below, 
and  makes  no  scruple  of  shaking  the  dust  off  his  shoes 
into  his  eyes.  Thus,  by  dint  of  perseverance  merely, 
they  come  to  be  considered  as  established  denizens  of 
the  great  world ;  as  in  same  barbarous  nations  an  oys- 
ter-shell is  of  sterling  value,  and  a  copper  washed 
counter  will  pass  current  for  genuine  gold. 

In  no  Instance  have  I  seen  this  grasping  after  style 
more  whimsically  exhibited  than  in  the  family  of  my 
old  acquaintance  Timothy  Giblet.  I  recollect  old  Gib- 
let  when  I  was  a  boy,  and  he  was  the  most  surly  cur- 
mudgeon I  ever  knew.  He  was  a  perfect  scarecrow 
to  the  small-fry  of  the  day,  and  inherited  the  hatred  of 
all  these  unlucky  little  urchins ;  for  never  could  we 
assemble  about  his  door  of  an  evening  to  play,  and 
make  a  little  hubbub,  but  out  he  sallied  from  his  nest 
Hke  a  spider,  flourished  his  formidable  horsewhip,  and 
dispersed  the  whole  crew  in  the  twinkling  of  a  lamp. 
I  perfectly  remember  a  bill  he  sent  into  my  father  for 
a  pane  of  glass  I  had  accidentally  broken,  which  came 
well-nigh  getting  me  a  sound  flogging;  and  I  remem- 
ber as  perfectly,  that  the  next  night  I  revenged  myself 
by  breaking  half*  a  dozen.  Giblet  was  as  arrant  a 
grubworm  as  ever  crawled ;  and  the  only  rules  of  right 
and  wrong  he  cared  a  button  for,  were  the  rules  of  mul- 
tiplication and  addition ;  which  he  practised  much 
more  successfully  than  he  did  any  of  the  rules  of  re- 
ligion or  morality.  He  used  to  declare  they  were  the 
true  golden  rules ;  and  he  took  special  care  to  put 
Cocker's  Arithmetic  in  the  hands  of  his  children  be- 
fore [they  had  read  ten  pages  in  the  Bible  or  Prayer- 
book.  The  practice  of  these  favorite  maxims  was  at 
length  crowned  with  the  harvest  of  success;  and  after 
enduring  all  the  pounds  shillings  and  pence  miseries 
of  a  miser,  he  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  himself 
worth  a  plum,  and  of  dying  just  as  he  had  determined 
to  enjoy  the  remainder  of  his  days  In  contemplating 
bis  great  wealth  in  accumulating  mortgages. 

His  children  inherited  his  money ;  but  they  buried 
the  disposition,  and  every  other  memorial  of  their  fa- 
ther in  his  grave.  Fired  with  a  noble  thirst  for  style, 
they  instantly  emerged  from  the  retired  lane  in  which 
themselves  and  their  accomplishments  had  hitherto 
been  buried ;  and  they  blazed,  and  they  whizzed,  and 


they  cracked  about  town  like  a  neat  of  squibs  and  de- 
vils in  a  firework.  Their  sudden  eclat  may  be  likened 
to  that  of  the  locust,  which  is  hatched  in  the  dustf, 
where  it  increases  and  swells  up  to  maturity,  and  af- 
ter feeling  for  a  moment  the  vivifying  rays  of  the  son, 
bursts  forth  a  mighty  insect,  and  flutters,  and  rattle*, 
and  buzzes  from  every  tree.  The  little  warblers,  who 
have  long  cheered  the  woodlands  with  their  dulcet 
notes,  are  stunned  by  the  discordant  racket  of  this  up- 
start intruder,  and  contemplate,  in  contemptuous  si- 
lence, its  bustle  and  its  noise. 

Having  once  started,  the  Giblets  were  determined 
that  nothing  should  stop  them  in  their  career,  until 
they  had  run  their  full  course,  and  arrived  at  the  very 
tip-top  of  style.  Every  tailor,  every  shoe-maker,  every 
coach*  maker,  every  milloer,  every  mantaa-maker, 
every  paper-hanger,  every  piano- teacher,  and  every 
dancing-master  in  the  city  were  enlisted  in  their  ser- 
vice ;  and  the  willing  wights  most  courteously  an- 
swered their  call,  and  fell  to  work  to  build  up  \he  feme 
of  the  Giblets,  as  they  had  done  that  of  many  an  as- 
piring family  before  them.  In  a  little  time  the  young 
ladies  could  dance  the  waltz,  thunder  Lodoiska,  mur- 
der French,  kill  lime,  and  commit  violence  on  the  face 
of  nature  in  a  landscape  in  water-colors,  equal  to  the 
best  lady  in  the  land ;  and  the  young  gentlemen  were 
seen  lounging  at  corners  of  streets,  and  driving  tan- 
dem ;  heard  talking  loud  at  the  theatre,  and  laughing 
in  church  with  as  much  ease,  and  grace,  and  modes- 
ty as  if  they  had  been  gentlemen  all  the  days  of  their 
lives. 

And  the  Giblets  arrayed  themselves  in  scarlet,  and 
in  fine  linen,  and  seated  themselves  in  high  places ; 
but  nobody  noticed  them  except  to  honor  them  with  a 
little  contempt.  The  Giblets  made  a  prodigious  splash 
in  their  own  opinion ;  but  nobody  extolled  them  ex- 
cept the  tailors  and  miliners  who  had  been  employed 
in  manufacturing  their  paraphernalia.  The  Giblets 
thereupon  being,  like  Caleb  Quotera,  determined  to 
have  "  a  place  at  the  review,"  fell  to  work  more  fierce- 
ly than  ever;  they  gave  dinners,  and  they  gave  balls ; 
they  hired  confectioners,  and  they  would  have  kept  a 
newspaper  in  pay,  had  they  not  all  been  bought  np  at 
that  time  for  the  election.  They  invited  the  ^"i^g 
men,  and  the  dancing  women,  and  the  gormandizers, 
and  the  epicures  of  the  city,  to  come  and  make  merry 
at  their  expense ;  and  the  dancing  men,  and  the  dan- 
cing women,  and  the  epicures,  and  the  gormandizers 
did  come ;  and  they  did  make  merry  at  their  expense; 
and  they  ate,  and  they  drank,  and  they  capered,  and 
they  danced,  and  they— laughed  at  their  entertainers. 

Then  commenced  the  hurry,  and  the  bustle,  and  the 
mighty  nothingness  of  fashionable  life;  such  rattling 
in  coaches !  such  flaunting  in  the  streets!  such  slam- 
ming of  box  doors  at  the  theatre !  such  a  tempest  of 
bustle  and  unmeaning  noise  wherever  they  appeared  ; 
The  Giblets  were  seen  here  and  there  and  everywhere  I 
they  visited  everybody  they  knew,  and  everybody  they 
did  not  know;  and  there  was  no  getting  along  for  the 
Giblets.  Their  plan  at  length  succeeded.  By  dint  of 
dinners,,  of  feeding  and  frolicking  the  town,  the  Giblet 
family  worked  themselves  into  notice,  and  enjoyed  the 
ineffable  pleasure  of  being  for  ever  pestered  by  visitors, 
who  cared  nothing  about  them ;  of  being  squeezed,  and 
smothered,  and  parboiled  at  nightly  balls,  and  evening 
tea-parties ;  they  were  allowed  the  privilege  of  forget- 
ting the  very' few  old  friends  they  once  ; 
they  turned  up  their  noses  at  everything  that  i 
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genteel ;  and  their  superb  manners  and  sublime  affec- 
tation at  length  left  it  no  longer  a  matter  of  doubt  that 
the  Giblets  were  perfectly  in  the  style.— Salmagundi 

INEZ. 

BT  OAROLIHB  M.  6AWTIR. 

Oh,  she  is  fair  l—her  soft  and  dreamy  eyes— 
The  aiare  portals  of  her  stainless  soul— 

Upon  my  sight,  like  morning-stars,  arise 
And  bind  my  spirit  by  their  sweet  control ! 

With  strange  soft  power  through  all  my  breast  they 
thrill, 

Till,  than  her  own,  I  have  no  other  will! 

She  is  all  gentleness !— and  round  my  heart 
She  daily  twines  with  fonder,  closer  tie— 

Her  simplest  tones  can  bid  the  tear-drops  start 
In  strange  and  sudden  softness  to  mine  eye, 

While  her  dear  voice  to  my  fond  bosom  seems 

Sweet  as  the  music  of  remembered  dreams! 

Ah,  dear  is  she !— her  very  being  seems, 
Like  some  fair  jewel,  with  mine  own  inwrought, 

Mingling  forever  in  my  nightly  dreams;— 
E'en  when  I  breathe  my  soul's  most  secret  thought, 

I  scarcely  know,  so  close  our  spirits  twine, 

Whether  it  first  were  born  of  hers  or  mine ! 

She  is  all  truth!— and  ne'er  did  she  betray, 
By  word  or  sign,  the  heart  that  trusted  her  I— 

Oh,  that  around  life's  sad  and  mournful  way 
Such  souls  as  hers  might  ever  minister ! 

But  friends  are  few,  and  simple  hearts,  like  mine, 

Oft  sit  in  tears  at  disappointment's  shrine  I 

Yet  for  her  truth,  my  heart  at  length  shall  learn 
To  bear  the  bitterness  of  trust  betrayed,  . 

And,  to  the  few  that  ne'er  deceived  me,  turn 
With  love  whose  bloom  shall  never  droop  or  fade ! 

Inez— dear  Inez !  though  all  else  deceive, 

Thou,  thou  at  least  my  heart  wilt  never  grieve  ! 
For  the  Rover— New  York,  Aug.,  1844. 


Manufactures  in  Paris.— The  Paris  paper  mills 
produce  five  hundred  leagues  of  paper  daily.  Bronze, 
says  Mr.  Walsh,  is  manufactured  in  Paris  to  the  value 
of  thirty  millions  of  francs— two  thirds  for  exportation ; 
England  takes  the  greater  part ;  it  employs  eight  thou- 
sand operators,  whose  wages,  on  the  average,  are  four 
francs  per  diem.  The  manufactures  in  gold,  silver, 
and  precious  stones,  are  estimated  at  sixty  or  seventy 
millions  per  annum ;  they  yield  the  government  about 
fifteen  hundred  thousand  In  stamp  and  other  duties. 
Imitation  of  precious  metals  and  jewels  are  so  various, 
comprehensive,  and  complete,  that  buyers  can  have 
no  certainty,  and  have  scarcely  any  need,  of  the  genu- 
ine and  entire  treasure.  The  workmen  on  gold  and 
silver  are  from  five  to  six  thousand ;  the  average  wa- 
ges of  the  men  from  four  to  five  francs,  of  the  females, 
half  as  roach ;  they  must,  of  course,  be  worthy  of  par- 
ticular trust,  and  hence  are  generally  superior  in  mo- 
rals, manners,  and  discipline,  to  other  artisans;  their 
savings  enable  them,  in  five,  six  or  ten  years,  to  set  up 
for  themselves.  A  fund  of  three  thousand  francs,  with 
unimpaired  character,  procures  an  adequate  supplement 
of  credit,  and  has  enabled  many  to  acquire  the  highest 
rank,  wealth  and  consideration  as  masters. 
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A  raw  years  ago,  toward  the  dusk  of  the  evening,  a 
stranger  in  a  traveling  sulkey  was  leisurely  pursuing 
hisway  to  ward  a  little  tavern,  situated  near  the  foot  of 
a  mountain,  In  one  of  the  western  states.  A  little  in 
advance  of  him,  a  negro,  returning  from  the  plough, 
was  staging  the  favorite  Ethiopian  melody  of 
"  Gwien  down  to  shin-bone  alley, 
Long  time  ago." 

The  stranger  hailed  him  with,  "  Hullo !-  uncle— 
you— snow-ball !" 

"  Sab?"  said  blackey,  holding  up  his  horses. 

"Is  that  the  half-way  house,  yonder?" 

"No,  sah— that  Massa  Lemon's  'Otel." 

"  Hotel,  eh  ?— Billy  Lemon  ?' » 

"  Fes,  sah.  You  know  Massa  Billy?  He  used  to 
lib  at  the  mouf  of  Cedar  Crick— he  done  more  now,  do 
—keeps  monsous  nice  tavnn  now,  I  tell  you." 

"Indeed!" 

"  Yes,  ear.  You  stop  dah  dis  ebenin,  I  spec— all' 
suspectable  gemmen  stop  dah.  You  chaw  backah, 
massa  ?" 

"Yes,  Sambo;  here's  so.ne  real  cavendish  for  you." 

"  Tankee,  massa— tankee.    Quash  my  name." 

"Quash,  eh?" 

"  Yes,  sah— at  your  sarvice.  Och !"  grunted  the  de- 
lighted African,  "dis  is  nice— he  better  den  green  riber. 
Tankee,  sah— tankee." 

"  Well,  Quash,  what  kind  of  a  gentleman  Is  Mr. 
Lemon." 

",Oh,  he  nice  man,  sah— mounsous  nice  man — em- 
pertain  gemmen  in  de  fuss  stile,  and  me  takes  care  ob 
de  hauses.  I  'long  to  him,  and  I  do  say  it,  Mas  Billy 
mighty  cleber  man— he  funny,  too — tell  heap  o'  stories 
'bout  ghosses  and  sperrits,  notwlthstandin  he  feard  on 
'em,  he  sef  do,  in  my  'pinion." 

"  Afraid  of  ghosts,  eh !"  said  the  traveler,  musing ; 
"well,  go  ahead,  Mr.  Quash;  as  it's  getting  late,  I'll 
tarry  with  Mr.  Lemon  to-night." 

"Yes,  sah;  gee  up— hoa!— go  along  lively;"  and 
setting  off  at  a  brisk  trot,  followed  by  the  traveler,  the 
musical  Quash  again  broke  out  in — 

"  Gwien  down  to  shin-bone  alley,"— 

The  burden,  "  Long  time  ago,"  was  taken  up  by 
some  one  apparently  in  an  adjacent  corn-field,  which 
occasioned  Quash  to  prick  up  his  ears  with  some  sur- 
prize ;  he  continued,  however,  with 

"Dah  I  met  ole  Johnny  Gladden,"— 

The  same  voice  again  responded  from  the  field, 
"  Long  time  ago." 

"  Who  dat  ?"  said  the  astonished  negro,  checking 
suddenly  his  horses  and  looking  round  on  every  side 
for  the  cause  of  his  surprize. 

"On,  never  mind;  drive  ahead,  Snowball;  it's  some 
of  your  master's  spirits,  I  suppose. 

Quash,  in  a  very  thoughtful  mood,  led  the  way  to 
the  tavern  without  uttering  another  word.  Halted  be- 
fore the  door,  the  stranger  was  very  soon  waited  upon 
by  the  obliging  Mr.  Lemon,  a  bustling,  talkative  gen- 
tleman, who  greeted  his  customer  with 

"'Light,  sir,— 'light— here,  John!  Quash!— never 
mind  your  umbrella,  sir— here,  Quash,  take  off  that 
rug— give  me  your  whip,  sir- John,  take  off  that  chair 
box— come,  sir— and  carry  this  horse  to  the  stable. 
Do  you  prefer  him  to  stand  on  a  dirt  floor,  sir?" 

"  If  you  please,  sir.  He's  rather  particular  about  his 
lodgings." 
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"  Carry  him  to  the  lower  stable,  Quash,  and  tend  to 
him  well— I  always  like  to  see  horses  well  tended,  and 
this  is  a  noble  critter,  too."  continued  the  landlord, 
slapping  him  on  the  back. 

"Take  care,  will  yon!"  said  the  horse. 

"  What  the  d 1!"  exclaimed  the  landlord,  start- 
ing back. 

"None  of  your  familiarity !"  said  the  horse,  looking 
spitefully  around  to  the  astonished  tavern-keeper. 

"  Silence,  Beelzebub !"  said  the  traveler,  caressing 
the  animal ;  and  turning  to  the  landlord,  he  observed : 
"  You  must  excuse  him,  sir,  he's  rather  an  aristocra- 
tic horse— the  effect  of  education,  merely." 

"He's  the  devil,  sir." 

"Wo  hoa,  Beelzebub!  loose  the  traces,  Quash— 
what  are  you  staring  at  7— he  wont  eat  you." 

"Come,  landlord,"  said  Beelzebub,  "I  want  my 
oats." 

Quash  scattered— the  landlord  backed"  up  into  the 
porch,  and  the  traveler  was  fain  to  jump  into  his  vehi- 
cle and  drive  round  in  search  of  the  stable  himself. 
Having  succeeded  to  his  satisfaction  in  disposing  of 
his  horse,  he  returned  to  the  tavern. 

Anon  supper  came  on— the  eggs  had  all  apparently 
young  chickens  in  them ;  the  landlord  was  in  confu- 
sion at  such  a  mortifying  circumstance,  and  promised 
the  traveler  amends  from  a  cold  pig,  which,  as  he  in- 
serted the  carving  fork  into  it,  uttered  a  piercing  squeal, 
which  was  responded  to  by  a  louder  one  from  the  land- 
lady. Down  went  the  knife  and  fork,  and  the  cold 
perspiration  began  to  grow  in  large  beads  upon  the 
forehead  of  the  landlord,  as  he  stood  looking  fearfully 
at  the  grunt er ;  his  attention  was  soon  taken,  however, 
by  voices  from  without,  calling: 

"Hilloa!  house!  landlord!" 

"Ay,  ay — coming,  gentlemen— more  travelers — do 
help  yourself;  sir." 

"Landlord!" 

"Coming,  gentlemen ;  here,  John,  a  light— bring  a 
light  to  the  door ;  Sally,  wait  on  the  gentleman." 

And  out  the  landlord  bounced,  followed  by  John 
with  lights;  but  soon  returned  with  a  look  of  disap- 
pointment, he  declared  there  was  no  living  being  with- 
out. The  voices  called  again,  and  the  landlord,  after 
going  out,  returned  a  second  time,  declaring  his  belief 
that  the  whole  plantation  was  haunted  by  evil  spirits. 

The  stranger  arose  presently  from  the  table,  and 
drew  his  chair  to  the  fire,  having  made  a  pretty  hearty 
supper  from  the  eggs  and  young  porker,  their  cries  to 
the  contrary  notwithstanding. 

That  night,  rumor  saith,  Mr.  Billy  Lemon  slept  with 
a  bible  under  his  head,  and  kept  a  candle  burning  in 
the  room  till  morning,  and  those  who  pass  there  to  this' 
day,  may,  upon  close  examination,  discover  the  heels 
of  old  horse  shoes  peering  over  the  door  casement,  as 
a  bulwark  against  witches,  hobgoblins,  and  all  other 
evil  spirits. 

Having  ascertained  the  name  of  his  guest,  in  the 
morning,  mine  host  proceeded  to  make  out  his  bill- 
Ma.  J.  S.  Kkktwoetht, 

To  William  Lemon  Dr."  cYc  Ac. 

This  same  Mr.  Kentworthy  was  recently  a  passen- 
ger on  board  the  steamboat  Columbia,  from  Norfolk  to 
Washington  City,  when  the  violent  altercation  took 
place  in  one  of  the  berths,  between  three  or  four  differ- 
ent individuals,  for  precedence.  He  is  said  to  be  some- 
thing of  a  wag,  and,  withal,  one  of  the  most  accom- 
plished ventriloquists  of  the  present  day. 


VALLEY  OF  JEH08HAPHAT. 

Blackwood's  Magazine,  in  an  article  entitled  Cha- 
teaubriand, contains,  among  other  extracts  from  hii 
works,  the  following  beautiful  description  of  the  ralley 
of  Jehoshaphat. 

"The  valley  of  Jehoshaphat  has  in  all  ages  seared 
as  the  burying-ground  to  Jerusalem ;  you  meet  there 
side  by  side,  monuments  of  the  most  distant  times} seal 
of  the  present  century.  The  Jews  still  come  to  die, 
from  the  remote  corners  of  the  earth.  A  stranger  sols 
to  them,  for  almost  its  weight  in  gold,  the  land  which 
contains  the  bones  of  their  fathers.  Solomon  pea  ■  ted 
that  valley ;  the  shadow  of  the  temple  by  which  it  was- 
overhung— the  torrent,  called  after  grief,  whisk  tra- 
verses} it— the  psalms  which  David  there  composed 
the  lamentations  of  Jeremiah,  which  its  rocks  re-echo- 
ed, render  it  the  fitting  abode  of  the  tomb.  Christ 
commenced  his  passion  in  the  same  place:  that  inns- 
cent  David  there  shed,  for  the  expiation  of  our  sins, 
tears  which  the  guflty  David  let  foil  for  his  own  trans- 
gressions. Few  names  awaken  in  our  mind  recoUee- 
tions  so  solemn  as  the  valley  of  Jehoshaphat.  It  is  so 
full  of  mysteries,  that,  according  to  the  Prophet  Joel, 
all  mankind  will  be  assembled  there  before  the  Eternal 
Judge. 

The  aspect  of  this  celebrated  valley  is  desolate;  the 
western  side  is  bounded  by  a  ridge  of  lofty  rocks  which 
support  the  walls  of  Jerusalem,  above  which  the  tow- 
ers of  the  city  appear.  The  eastern  side  is  formed  by 
the  Mount  of  Olives,  and  another  eminence  called  the 
Mount  of  Scandal,  from  the  idolatry  of  Solomon. 
These  two  mountains,  which  adjoin  each  other,  are 
almost  bare,  and  of  a  red  and  sombre  hue;  on  their 
desert  side  you  see  here  and  there  some  black  and 
withered  vineyards,  some  with  olives ;  some  plough- 
land,  covered  with  hysop,  and  a  few  ruined  ehapels. 
At  the  botom  of  the  valley,  you  perceive  a  torrent,  tra- 
versed by  a  single  arch,  which  appears  of  great  anti- 
quity. The  stones  of  the  Jewish  cemetry  appear  like 
a  mass  of  ruins  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain  Scandal, 
under  the  village  of  Siloam.  You  can  hardly  distin- 
guish the  buildings  of  the  village  from  the  ruins  with 
which  they  are  surrounded.  Three  ancient  monu- 
ments are  particularly  conspicuous— those  of  Zacha- 
riah,  Jehoshaphat  and  Absalom. 

The  sadness  of  Jerusalem,  from  which  no  smoke 
ascends,  and  in  which  no  sound  is  to  be  heard;  the 
solitude  of  the  surrounding  mountains,  where  not  a 
living  creature  is  to  be  seen ;  the  disorder  of  those 
tombs,  ruined,  ransacked  and  half  exposed  to  view, 
would  induce  one  to  believe  that  the  last  trump  had 
been  heard,  and  that  the  dead  were  about  to  rise  in  the 
valley  of  Jehoshaphat." 


ADAMS  AND  JEFFERSON. 

INTXKXSTIKO  LBTTKBS. — HATTVB  AJtSRICANISM. 

"Wa  are  all  federalists— we  are  all  republicans,1' 
was  a  sentiment,  full  of  meaning  and  full  of  interest, 
once  uttered  by  the  late  President  Monroe.  Question* 
of  state  policy  are  constantly  coming  up  in  the  coun- 
try, upon  which  people  differ  in  opinion ;  they  take 
sides  according  to  their  opinions,  build  up  parties  to 
support  each  side  of  the  question,  and  fight  zealously 
and  often  bitterly  for  the  victory.  In  the  heat  of  the 
contest  perhaps  they  are  almost  ready  to  cut  each 
other's  throats.  But  when  the  occasion  has  passed 
by,  and  the  polky  of  the  country  has  been  settled  one 
way  or  tbnother,  the  parties  lose  their  distinctive  hnes, 
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their  Mood  cools  down,  they  forget  that  they  have  been 
Joes,  and  having  common  interests  and  common  ties, 
only  that  they  are  members  of  one  great 
t  family. 

The  most  important  and  memorable  organixation  of 
parties  that  has  occurred  under  our  government  was 
that  of  the  federalists  and  republicans.  The  elder 
Adams  was,  for  some  years,  at  the  head  of  one  school, 
and  Jefferson  at  the  head  of  the  other.  Their  respec- 
tive parties  fought  against  each  other  with  more  ear- 
neatness  and  more  real  bitterness  of  feeling  than  have 
thtracterized  the  conflicts  of  any  other  great  party  di- 
visions of  the  country.  The  people  were  in  earnest  in 
those  days  in  their  political  struggles ;  the  experiment 
•f  our  government  had  but  just  commenced ;  people 
found  themselves  afloat  in  a  new  ship,  arid  were  full 
of  anxiety  to  learn  whether  she  would  sink  or  swim 
with  them.  Every  new  question  that  came  up,  mate- 
rially affecting  state  policy,  was  deemed  of  vital  im- 
portance. While  one  party  beheld  nothing  but  a 
smooth  sea  and  a  safe  harbor  before  them,  the  other 
looked  out  upon  a  frightful  lea  shore  where  the  wind 
and  current  were  fast  driving  them  upon  fatal  rocks 
and  quicksands.  At  such  a  time  and  under  such  cir- 
cumstances it  is  not  strange  that  there  should  be  a 
warm  strife  for  the  helm,  and  sometimes  mutinies 
among  the  crew. 

But  nevertheless,  the  ship  of  state  sailed  safely  over 
that  troubled  sea.  And  when  the  angry  billows  had 
soBsewhat  subsided,  and  the  ship  still  kept  on  her 
oovrae,  and  the  people  began  to  perceive  that  the  rocks 
and  quicksands  ahead  were,  after  aM,  nothing  but  fog- 
banks,  they  gradually  forgot  their  animosities,  and  of- 
ten began  to  be  found  pulling  together  at  the  same 
ropes.  It  was  at  this  period  of  the  voyage,  that  Mr. 
Monroe,  on  being  chosen  Captain,  made  the  bold  and 
patriotic  declaration,  "  we  are  all  federalists— we  are 
all  republicans." 

We  adopt  this  sentiment  as  a  motto  for  the  native 
American  party.  We  say  that  the  countless  throngs 
of  people  that  the  nations  of  Europe  are  casting  upon 
our  shores,  the  low,  the  ignorant  and  the  vicious,  have 
rendered  it  necessary  for  the  protection  of  the  rights  and 
interests  of  American  citizens  that  our  laws  and  regu- 
lations on  this  subject  should  be  modified.  Not  that 
the  party  is  at  all  disposed  to  wage  any  unreasonable 
war  against  foreigners.  But  charity  begins  at  home ; 
self  preservation  is  the  first  law  of  nature.  We  say 
the  laws  in  relation  to  the  immigration  of  foreigners 
among  us  must  be  modified.  And  the  only  way  to  ef- 
fect thiB  object  is  by  the  organization  of  an  American 
party  that  shall  make  itself  heard  and  felt  throughout 
the  union.  In  pursuing  this  grand  object  we  say  "  we 
are  all  federalists— we  are  all  republicans,"  On  other 
national  questions,  one  may  be  for  Paul,  another  for 
Apollos,  and  another  for  Cephas.  But  on  this  one 
point  we  are  all  Americans.  Here  is  our  foundation, 
and  here  are  we  building  our  house ;  and  let  the  storm 
come,  and  the  winds  blow,  and  the  rains  descend,  but 
our  house  shall  not  fall,  for  it  is  founded  on  a  rock. 

Here  in  New  York  we  have  erected  the  first  grand 
pillar  of  the  edifice — the  great  centre  column — and  we 
Bay  to  our  brethren  in  every  city,  town,  and  district  of 
the  union,  go  and  do  likewise. 

We  have  said  above,  in  reference  to  the  political 
conflict*  of  our  countrymen,'  that  when  the  questions 
trMcfe  divided  them  have  gene  by  and  bean  settled, 


however  hard  fought  may  have  been  the  battle,  they 
soon  forget  that  they  have  been  foes.  We  have  a  moat 
touching  and  beautiful  illustration  of  this  in  the  cor- 
respondence between  Adams  and  Jefferson,  which  we 
give  below.  They  had  been  the  opposite  leaders  of  the 
two  great  parties  of  the  country.  When  Greek  meets 
Greek  then  comes  the  tug  of  war.  The  battle  had 
been  hot,  obstinate,  and  long  continued.  It  shook  the 
whole  country  to  its  centre,  and  the  pillars  of  our  po- 
litical temple  to  its  foundation.  And  so  bitter  were 
the  feelings  of  the  two  great  leaders  against  each  other, 
that  when  Jefferson  was  elected  to  fill  the  presidential 
chair  in  place  of  Adams,  the  latter  broke  over  all  the 
ordinary  rules  of  courtesy,  so  far  as  to  leave  Washing- 
ton suddenly  on  the  evening  of  the  third  of  March  be- 
cause he  would  not  remain  to  witness  the  inaugura- 
tion of  his  rival  on  the  fourth.  Yet  these  men,  these 
native  Americans,  when  their  political  campaigns  were 
over,  and  they  had  retired,  the  one  to  his  Monticello, 
and  the  other  to  his  Montezillo,  and  were  passing 
quietly  down  the  vale  of  years,  these  former  foes  turn- 
ed to  each  other  with  mutual  esteem  and  mutual  af- 
fection, and  looked  upon  each  other  as  brother  patriots 
and  follow  laborers  in  the  great  cause  of  their  coun- 
try's freedom  and  prosperity. 

But  we  will  not  keep  the  reader  any  longer  from  the 
beautiful  letters  to  which  we  have  alluded.  They 
were  written  about  three  years  before  the  simultaneous 
decease  of  their  distinguished  authors.  We  have  had 
them  in  our  possession  almost  ever  since  the  time  of 
their  date ;  have  read  them  over  many  times  with  great 
delight,  and  believe  they  cannot  be  read  by  any  indi- 
vidual without  pleasure. 

The  letter  of  Mr.  Jefferson  was  written  soon  after 
an  attack  upon  him  by  a  "  Native  of  Virginia ;"  and 
when  there  was  a  strong  expectation  of  a  war  between 
Russia  and  Turkey;  this  will  explain  some  allusion  in 
the  letters. 

FSOM  MB.  JEFFEB80N  TO  MB.  ADAM 8. 

"  MonticeUo,  June,  1,  1822. 
"  It  is  very  long,  my  dear  sir,  since  I  have  written  to 
you.  My  dislocated  wrist  is  now  become  so  stiff  that 
I  write  slowly  and  with  pain ;  and,  therefore,  write  as 
little  as  I  can.  Yet  it  Is  due  to  mutual  friendship  to 
ask  once  in  a  while  how  we  do  ?  The  papers  tell  us 
that  General  Stark  is  off  at  the  age  of  ninty-three. 
*****  still  lives,  at  about  the  same  age,  cheerful, 
slender  as  a  grass-hopper,  and  so  much  without  mem- 
ory that  he  scarcely  recognizes  the  members  of  his 
household.  An  intimate  friend  of  his  called  on  him 
not  long  since.  It  was  difficult  to  make  him  recollect 
who  he  was,  and  sitting  one  hour  he  told  him  the  same 
story  four  times  over.    Is  this  life  t— with  laboring  step 

"  To  tread  our  former  footsteps?  pace  the  round 
Eternal  ?— to  beat  and  beat 
The  beaten  track— to  see  what  we  have  seen— 
To  taste  the  tasted— o'er  our  palates  to  descant 
Another  vintage?" 

"  It  is,  at  most,  but  the  life  of  a  cabbage,  surely  not 
worth  a  wish.  When  all  our  faculties  have  left,  or  are 
leaving  us  one  by  one,  sight,  hearing,  memory,  every 
avenue  of  pleasing  sensation  is  closed,  and  athusay, 
debility,  and  mal-aise  left  in  their  places,  when  the 
friends  of  our  youth  are  all  gone,  and  a  generation  if 
risen  around  us  whom  we  know  not,  is  death  an  evil  ? 
'When  one  by  one  our  ties  are  torn, 
And  friend  from  friend  is  snatched  forlorn  j 
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When  man  is  left  alone  to  mourn, 
Oh,  then,  how  sweet  it  is  to  die! 
When  trembling  limbs  refuse  their  weight, 
And  films  slow  gathering  dim  the  sight; 
When  clouds  obscure  the  mental  light, 
'Tis  nature's  kindest  boon  to  die V 
"  I  really  think  so.    I  have  ever  dreaded  a  doting 
age ;  and  my  health  has  been  generally  so  good,  and  is 
now  so  good,  that  I  dread  it  still.    The  rapid  decline 
of  my  strength  during  the  last  winter  has  made  ine 
hope  sometimes  that  I  see  land.    During  summer,  I 
enjoy  its  temperature ;  but  I  shudder  at  the  approach 
of  winter,  and  wish  I  could  sleep  through  it  with  the 
dormouse,  and  only  wake  with  him  in  spring,  if  ever. 
They  say  that  Stark  could  walk  about  his  room.    I 
am  told  you  walk  well  and  firmly.    I  can  only  reach 
my  garden,  and  that  with  sensible  fatigue.    I  ride, 
however,  daily ;  but  reading  is  my  delight.    I  should 
wish  never  to  put  pen  to  paper ;  and  the  more  because 
of  the  treacherous  practice  some  people  have  of  pub- 
lishing one' s  letters  without  leave.   Lord  Mansfield  de- 
dared  it  a  breach  of  trust,  and  punishable  at  law.    I 
think  it  should  be  a  penitentiary  felony :  yet  you  will 
have  seen  that  they  have  drawn  me  out  in  the  arena 
of  the  newspapers.    Although  I  know  it  is  too  late  for 
ma  to  buckle  on  the  armor  of  youth,  yet  my  indigna- 
tion would  not  permit  me  passively  to  receive  the  kick 
of  an  ass. 

"  To  turn  to  the  news  of  the  day,  it  seems  that  the 
cannibals  of  Europe  are  going  to  eating  one  another 
again.  A  war  between  Russia  and  Turkey  is  like  the 
battle  of  the  kite  and  snake;  whichever  destroys  the 
other,  leaves  a  destroyer  the  less  for  the  world. 

"  This  pugnacious  humor  of  mankind  seems  to  be 
the  law  of  his  nature,  one  of  the  obstacles  to  too  great 
multiplication  provided  in  the  mechanism  of  the  Uni- 
verse. The  cocks  of  the  hen-yard  kill  one  another; 
bears,  bulls,  rams,  do  the  Bame,  and  the  horse,  in  his 
wild  state,  kills  the  young  males,  until  worn  down 
with  age  and  war,  some  vigorous  youth  kills  him.***** 
I  hope  we  shall  prove  how  much  happier  for  man  the 
Quaker  policy  is,  and  that  the  life  of  the  feeder  is  better 
than  that  of  the  fighter :  and  it  1b  some  consolation 
that  the  desolation  by  these  maniacs  of  one  part  of  the 
earth,  is  the  means  of  improving  it  in  other  parts.  Let 
the  latter  be  our  office ;  and  let  us  milk  the  cow,  while 
the  Russian  holds  her  by  the  horns,  and  the  Turk  by  the 
tail.  God  bless  you  and  give  you  health,  strength,  good 
spirits,  and  as  much  of  life  as  you  think  worth  having. 
THOMAS  JEFFERSON." 
mb.  adam's  reply 

"  MonUziUo,  June,  11, 1822. 
Dxae  Sir.— Half  an  hour  ago  I  received,  and  this 
moment  have  heard  read  for  the  third  or  fourth  time, 
the  best  letter  that  ever  was  written  by  an  Octogenarian, 
dated  June  1st        *****       * 

"  I  have  not  sprained  my  wrist ;  but  both  my  arms 
and  hands  are  so  overstrained  that  I  cannot  write  a 
line.  Poor  Stark  remembered  nothing  and  could  talk 
of  nothing  but  the  battle  of  Bennington.  *****  is  not 
quite  so  reduced.  I  cannot  mount  my  horse,  but  I 
can  walk  three  miles  over  a  rugged  rocky  mountain, 
and  have  done  it  within  a  month ;  yet  I  feel  when  sit- 
ting in  my  chair  as  if  I  could  not  rise  out  of  it;  and 
when  risen,  as  if  1  could  not  walk  across  the  room : 
my  sight  is  very  dim,  hearing  pretty  good,  memory 
poor  enough. 
"I  answer  your  question— is  death  an  evil  1    It  is 


not  an  evil.  It  is  a  blessing  to  the  individual,  amd  to 
the  world;  yet  we  ought  not  to  wish  for  it  till  lite  be- 
comes insupportable.  Wo  must  wait  the  pleasure*  and 
convenience  of  the  '  Great  Teacher.1  Winter  is  mm  ter- 
rible to  me  as  to  you.  I  am  almost  reduced  in  Si  to 
the  life  of  a  bear  or  a  torpid  swallow.  I  cannot  read, 
but  my  delight  is  to  hear  others  read ;  and  I  tax  all  my 
friends  most  unmercifully  and  tyrannically  against 
their  consent. 

"  The  ass  has  kicked  in  vain ;  all  men  say  the  dul 
animal  has  missed  the  mark. 

"  This  globe  is  a  theatre  of  war ;  its  inhabitants  are  all 
heroes.  The  little  eels  in  vinegar,  and  the  animal- 
cules in  pepper- water,  I  believe  are  quarrelsome.  The 
bees  are  as  warlike  as  the  Romans,  Russians,  Britons, 
or  Frenchmen.  Ants,  caterpillars,  and  cankerworaa, 
are  the  only  tribes  among  whom  I  have  not  seen 
battles ;  and  Heaven  itself  if  we  believe  Hindoea,  Jews, 
Christians,  and  Mahometans,  has  not  always  been  at 
peace.  We  need  not  trouble  ourselves  about  these 
things,  nor  fret  ourselves  because  of  evildoers ;  but 
safely  trust  the  'Ruler  with  his  skies.1  Nor  need  we 
dread  the  approach  of  dotage,  let  it  come,  if  it  must. 
*****,  it  seems,  still  delights  in  his  four  stories;  and 
Stark  remembered  to  the  last  his  Bennington,  and  ex- 
ulted in  his  glory ;  the  worst  of  the  evil  is,  that  our 
friends  will  Buffer  more  by  our  imbecility  than  we  our- 
selves. 

♦        •        ******* 

"  In  wishing  for  your  health  and  happiness,  I  am 
very  selfish ;  for  I  hope  for  more  letters.  This  la  worth 
more  than  five  hundred  dollars  to  me,  for  it  has  already 
given  me,  and  it  will  continue  to  give  me  more  plea- 
sure than  a  thousand.  Mr.  Jay,  who  is  about  yew 
age,  I  am  told,  experiences  more  decay  than  you  do. 
Jam,  your  old  friend, 

JOHN  ADAMS. 
President  Jeffbbson." 


DEFINITIONS  OF  LOVE. 

BT    LBITCH    RITCHIE. 

"The  history  of  the  heart  I  hold  to  be  very  nearly 
the  same  in  all  men.  The  apparent  difference  con- 
sists in  the  strength  or  iaintness  of  the  impression 
made  upon  the  mind  by  things  always  the  same.  All 
men  have  their  firs*  love,  their  second  love,  and  their 
third  love ;  but  some  men  do  not  know  that  they  have 
had  any ;  while  others  imagine  that  they  have  had  a 
great  many  more.  The  history  of  love  is  like  a  pic- 
ture engraven  upon  a  plate  of  adamant  with  inimita- 
ble boldness  and  delicacy,  depth  and  lightness,  sim- 
plicity and  art.  But  its  effect  depends  mainly  upon 
the  paper  subjected  to  the  impression.  The  heart  of 
man  is  like  that  paper—clouded,  spongy,  spotted, 
smooth,  hard,  coarse,  fine,  or  soft,  as  it  may  happen. 
In  some  cases  the  lines  appear  fairly  rendered;  in 
others  they  are  blotted  and  confused ;  in  others  they 
become  so  faint,  on  exposure  to  the  air  of  the  world; 
that  they  are  nearly  or  altogether  invisible.  The  his- 
tory of  love  is  divided  into  three  books.  The  first  to 
like  a  fairy  tale ;  the  second  like  a  poem ;  the  third  like 
a  chronicle.  The  first  is  the  only  one  we  re-perase 
in  after  life  with  unmixed  complacency.  No  matter 
what  may  have  been  the  fate  of  the  heroine— the  ca- 
tastrophe of  the  story— it  is  associated  with  all  oar 
best  and  most  beautiful  feelings;  with  the  spring. time 
of  the  heart,  when  our  young  bosoms  opened  like  a 
flower,  in  an  atmosphere  of  light,  and  music,  and  per- 
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fame.  The  recollection  of  disappointment  has  no  an- 
noyance ;  the  memorials  of  death  bring  back  no  sor- 
row? we  talk  of  that  shadowy  past  with  complacency, 
eren  to  strangers ;  it  seems  as  if  the  fearless,  guileless 
spirit  of  early  life  returned  with  the  theme.  The  se- 
cond era  of  love  is  very  different.  At  that  epoch  the 
world  began  to  mingle  with  our  dreams— the  world— 
^comprehensive  word !  including  strife,  envy  hope,  ter- 
mor, delirious  joy,  and  bitter,  burning  tears.  The  his- 
tory of  this  period  is  a  secret  and  a  mystery  which  in 
most  cases  descends  with  us  to  the  grave.  In  public 
we  recoil  from  its  associations  With  terror ;  in  private, 
they  crimson  or  blanch  our  cheek  at  the  distance  of 
half  a  century ;  yet  the  narrative  would,  in  general, 
seem  to  a  listener  to  be  the  most  common  place  ima- 
ginable. Alas  !  it  is  not  the  events  that  give  it  impor- 
tance ;  it  is  the  thoughts— the  imaginations— the  stir- 
rings, and  heaving*,  the  writhings  of  the  wrung  spirit 
amid  the  terrible  lessons  of  early  experience." 


COMPARATIVE  PROSPECTS  OK  AMERICA. 

To  those  who  love  to  think,  to  contemplate  the  growth, 
progress  and  destiny  of  nations,  the  following  ex- 
tract from  De  Tocqueville's  work  on  the  United 
States  will  be  read  with  much  interest  This  philo- 
sophic and  far-seeing  Frenchman  divides  the  future 
empire  of  the  world  for  many  years  to  come  between 
the  Russian  and  the  Anglo-American.  If,  then,  the 
empire  of  half  the  world  is  the  inheritance  of  the 
Anglo-American,  and  no  doubt  it  is  so,  how  impor- 
tant for  the  whole  human  family  is  it,  that  the  in- 
valuable institutions,  which  our  fathers  established, 
should  be  preserved  in  their  purity.  In  proportion 
to  the  greatness  of  our  destiny  as  a  nation  is  the 
magnitude  of  our  responsibility  to  posterity  and  the 
world.  Let  every  Native  American,  therefore,  see  to 
it,  that  he  does  his  duty. 
This  work  of  De  Tocqueville  was  published  some  six 
or  eight  years  ago.  Many  of  his  prospective  re- 
marks on  Texas  and  other  subjects  are  already  being 
verified. 

Tea  territory  now  occupied  or  possessed  by  the 
United  States  of  America,  forms  about  one-twentieth 
part  of  the  habitable  earth.  But  extensive  as  these 
confines  are,  it  must  not  be  supposeed  that  the  Anglo- 
American  race  will  always  remain  within  them;  in- 
deed, It  has  already  far  overstepped  them. 

There  was  once  a  time  at  which  we  also  might  have 
created  a  great  French  nation  in  the  American  wilds, 
to  counterbalance  the  influence  of  the  English  upon 
the  destinies  of  the  New  World.  France  formerly  pos- 
sessed a  territory  in  North  America,  scarcely  less  ex- 
tensive than  the  whole  of  Europe.  The  three  greatest 
rivers  of  that  continent  then  flowed  within  her  domin- 
ions. The  Indian  tribes  which  dwelt  between  the 
mouth  of  the  8t  Lawrence  and  the  delta  of  Missis- 
sippi, were  unaccustoned  to  any  other  tongue  bat  oars ; 
and  all  the  European  settlements  scattered  over  that 
immense  region  recalled  the  traditions  of  our  country. 
XfOuisbourg,  Montmorency,  Duquesne,  Saint  Louis, 
Vincennes,  New  Orleans,  (for  such  were  the  names 
they  bore,)  are  words  dear  to  France  and  familiar  to 
our  ears. 

But  a  concourse  of  circumstances,  which  it  would 
he  tedious  to  enumerate,  have  deprived  us  of  this  mag- 
nificent inheritsnee.  Wherever  the  French  settlers 
were  numerically  weak  and  partially  established,  they 


have  disappeared :  those  who  remain  are  collected  on 
a  small  extent  of  country,  and  are  now  subject  to  other 
laws.  The  400,000  French  inhabitants  of  Lower  Can- 
ada, constitute,  at  the  present  time,  the  remnant  of  an 
old  nation,  lost  in  the  midst  of  a  new  people.  A  for- 
eign population  is  increasing  around  them  unceasingly 
and  on  all  sides,  which  already  penetrates  among  the 
ancient  masters  of  the  country,  predominates  in  their 
cities,  and  corrupts  the  language.  This  population  is 
identical  with  that  of  the  United  States ;  it  is  therefore 
with  truth  that  I  asserted  that  the  British  race  is  not 
confined  within  the  frontiers  of  the  Union,  since,  it 
already  extends  to  the  north-east. 

To  the  north-west  nothing  is  to  be  met  with  but  a 
few  insignificant  Russian  settlements ;  but  to  the  south- 
west, Mexico  presents  a  barrier  to  the  Anglo-Americans. 
Thus,  the  Spaniards  and  the  Anglo-Americans  are, 
properly  speaking,  the  only  two  races  which  divide  the 
possession  of  the  New  World.  The  limits  of  separa- 
tion between  them  have  been  settled  by  a  treaty ;  but 
although  the  conditions  of  that  treaty  are  exceedingly 
favorable  to  the  Anglo- Americans,  I  do  not  doubt  that 
they  will  shortly  Infringe  this  arrangement.  Vast  pro- 
vinces, extending  beyond  the  frontiers  of  the  Union 
toward  Mexico,  are  still  destitute  of  inhabitants.  The 
natives  of  the  United  States  will  forestall  the  rightful 
occupants  of  these  solitary  regions.  They  will  take 
possession  of  the  soil,  and  establish  social  institutions 
so  that  when  the  legal  owner  arrives  at  length,  he  will 
find  wilderness  under  cultivation,  and  strangers  quietly 
settled  in  the  midst  of  his  inheritance. 

The  lands  of  the  New  World  belong  to  the  first  oc- 
cupant, and  they  are  the  natural  reward  of  the  swiftest 
pioneer.  Even  the  countries  which  are  already  peo- 
pled will  have  some  difficulty  in  securing  themselves 
from  this  invasion.  I  have  already  alluded  to  what  is 
taking  place  in  the  province  of  Texas.  The  inhabit- 
ants of  the  United  States  are  perpetually  migrating  to 
Texas,  where  they  purchase  land :  and  although  they 
conform  to  the  laws  of  the  county,  they  are  gradually 
founding  the  empire  of  their  own  language  and  their 
own  manners.  The  province  of  Texas  is  still  part  of 
the  Mexican  dominions,  but  it  will  soon  contain  no 
Mexicans :  the  same  thing  has  occurred  wherever  the 
Anglo-Americana  have  come  in  contact  with  popula- 
tions of  a  different  origin. 

It  cannot  be  denied  that  the  British  race  has  ac- 
quired an  amazing  preponderance  over  all  the  other 
European  races  in  the  New  World ;  and  that  it  is  very 
superior  to  them  in  civilization,  Industry  and  in  power. 
As  long  as  it  is  only  surrounded  by  desert  or  thinly 
peopled  countries,  as  long  as  it  encounters  no  dense  po- 
pulations upon  its  route,  through  which  it  cannot  work 
its  way,  it  will  assuredly  continue  to  spread.  The  lines 
marked  out  by  treaties  will  not  stop  it ;  but  it  will  every 
where  transgress  these  imaginary  barriers. 

The  geographical  position  of  the  British  race  In  the 
New  World  is  peculiarly  favorable  to  Its  rapid  Increase. 
Above  its  northern  frontiers  the  ley  regions  of  the  Pole 
extend ;  and  a  few  degrees  below  its  southern  confines 
lies  the  burning  climate  of  the  equator.  The  Anglo- 
Americans  are  therefore  placed  in  the  most  temperate 
and  habitable  zone  of  the  continent. 

It  is  generally  supposed  that  the  prodigious  increase 
of  population  in  the  United  States  is  posterior  to  their 
Declaration  of  Independence.  But  this  Is  an  error : 
the  population  increased  as  rapidly  under  the  Colonial 
System  as  it  does  at  the  present  day  j  that  is  to  say,  tt 
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doubled  in  about  twenty-two  yean.  But  this  propor- 
tion which  is  now  applied  to  millions,  was  then  applied 
to  thousands  of  inhabitants ;  and  the  same  fact  which 
was  scarcely  noticeable  a  century  ago,  is  now  evident 
to  every  observer. 

The  British  subjects  in  Canada,  who  are  dependant 
on  a  king,  augment  and  spread  almost  as  rapidly  as  the 
British  settlers  of  the  United  States,  who  live  under  a 
republican  government.  During  the  war  of  Indepen- 
dence, which  lasted  eight  years,  the  population  con- 
tinued to  increase  without  intermission,  in  the  same 
ratio.  Although  powerful  Indian  nations,  allied  with 
the  English,  existed  at  that  time  upon  the  western 
frontiers,  the  emigration  westward  was  never  checked. 
While  the  enemy  laid  waste  the  shores  of  the  Atlantic, 
Kentucky,  the  western  parts  of  Pennsylvania,  and  the 
states  of  Vermont  and  Maine  were  filling  with  inhabi- 
tants. Nor  did  the  unsettled  state  of  the  Constitution, 
which  succeeded  the  war,  prevent  the  increase  of  pop- 
ulation, or  stop  its  progress  across  the  wilds.  Thus, 
the  difference  of  laws,  the  various  conditions  of  peace 
and  war,  of  order  and  of  anarchy,  have  exercised  no 
perceptible  influence  upon  the  gradual  development 
of  the  Anglo-Americans.  This  may  be  readily  under- 
stood; for  the  fact  is,  that  no  causes  are  sufficiently 
general  to  exercise  a  simultaneous  influence  over  the 
whole  of  so  extensive  a  territory.  One  portion  of  the 
country  always  offers  a  sure  retreat  from  the  calami- 
ties which  afflict  another  part ;  and  however  great  may 
be  the  evil,  the  remedy  which  is  at  hand  is  greater 
still 

It  mnst  not,  then,  be  imagined  that  the  impulse  of 
the  British  race  in  the  New  World  can  be  arrested. 
The  dismemberment  of  the  Union,  and  the  hostilities 
which  might  ensue,  the  abolition  of  republican  Institu- 
tions, and  the  tyrannical  government  which  might 
succeed  it,  may  retard  this  impulse,  but  they  cannot 
prevent  it  from  ultimately  fulfilling  the  destinies  to 
which  that  race  is  reserved.  No  power  on  earth  can 
close  upon  the  emigrants  that  fertile  wilderness  which 
offers  resources  to  ail  industry  and  a  refuge  from  all 
want 

Future  events,  of  whatever  nature  they  may  be,  will 
■at  deprive  the  Americans  of  their  climate  or  of  their 
inland  seas,  or  of  their  great  rivers  or  of  their  exuber- 
ant soil.  Nor  will  bad  laws,  revolutions,  and  anarchy 
be  able  to  obliterate  that  love  of  prosperity  and  that 
spirit  of  enterprise  which  seem  to  be  the  distinctive 
characteristics  of  their  race,  or  to  extinguish  that 
knowledge  which  guides  them  on  their  way. 

Thus  in  the  midst  of  the  uncertain  future,  one  event 
at  least  is  sure.  At  a  period  which  may  be  said  to  be 
near,  (for  we  are  speaking  of  the  life  of  a  nation,)  the 
Anglo-Americans  will  alone  cover  the  immense  apace 
contained  between  the  polar  regions  and  the  tropics, 
extending  from  the  coasts  of  the  Atlantic  to  the  shores 
of  the  Pacific  ocean.  The  territory  which  will  proba- 
bly be  occupied  by  the  Anglo-Americans  at  some  fu- 
ture time,  may  be  computed  to  equal  three  quarters  of 
Europe  in  extent  The  climate  of  the  Union  is,  upon 
the  whole,  preferable  to  that  of  Europe,  and  its  natural 
advantages  are  not  less  great;  it  is  therefore  evident 
that  its  population  will  at  some  future  time  be  propor- 
tionate to  our  own.  Europe,  divided  as  it  is  between 
so  many  different  nations,  and  torn  as  it  has  been  by 
incessant  wars  and  the  barbarous  manners  of  the  mid- 
dle ages,  has,  notwithstanding,  attained  a  population 
of  lour  hundred  and  tea  inhabitants  to  the  square 


league.    What  cause  can  prevent  the  United 
from  having  as  numerous  a  population  in  time  1 

Many  ages  must  elapse  before  the  divers  onsets  ef 
the  British  race  in  America  cease  to  present  the)  esse* 
homogeneous  characteristics ;  and  the  time  cannot  as 
foreseen  at  which  a  permanent  inequality  of  i  nudities* 
will  be  established  in  the  New  World.  Wkatewnr  dif- 
ferences may  arise  from  peace,  or  from  war,  from  free- 
dom or  oppression,  from  prosperity  or  want,  I 
the  destinies  of  the  different  descendants  of  the  | 
Anglo-American  family,  they  will  at  least  pnmen 
analogeous  social  condition,  and  they  will  bold  in  < 
mon  the  customs  and  opinions  to  which  that  i 
condition  has  given  birth. 

In  the  middle  ages,  the  tie  of  religion  was 
ly  powerful  to  imbue  ail  the  different  populations  sf 
Europe  with  the  same  civilisation.  The  British  of  the 
New  World  have  a  thousand  other  reciprocal  ties;  and 
they  live  at  a  time  when  the  tendency  to  equality  is 
general  among  mankind. 

The  time  will  therefore  come  when  one  hundred  and 
fifty  millions  of  men  will  be  living  in  North  America, 
equal  in  condition,  the  progeny  of  one  race,  owing 
their  origin  to  the  same  cause,  and  preserving  the  same 
civilisation,  the  same  language,  the  same  religion,  the 
same  habits,  the  same  manners,  and  imbued  with  the) 
same  opinions,  propagated  under  the  same  forms.  The 
rest  is  uncertain,  but  this  is  certain ;  and  it  is  a  met 


new  to  the  worid— a  met  fraught  with  such  f 
consequences  as  to  baffle  the  efforts  even  of  the  isss- 
gination. 

There  are,  at  the  present  time,  two  great  undone  is 
the  world,  which  seem  lo  tend  toward  the  same  end, 
although  they  started  from  different  points :  I  asms* 
to  the  Russians  and  the  Americans.  Both  of  them 
have  grown  up  unnoticed;  and  while  the  attenttosj  of 
mankind  was  directed  elsewhere,  they  have  suddenly 
assumed  a  most  prominent  place  among  the  nations  * 
and  the  worid  learned  their  existence  and  their  gveat- 
nees  at  almost  the  same  time. 


All  other  nations  seem  to  have  nearly  reached  ( 
natural  limits,  and  only  to  be  charged  with  the  i 
tenance  sf  their  power:  but  these  are  stfll  in  the  act  of 
growth :  all  the  others  are  stopped,  or  continue  te  ad- 
vance with  extreme  difficulty ;  these  are  pro  reading 
with  ease  and  with  celerity  along  a  path  to  whieJi  tarn 
human  eye  can  assign  no  term.  The  American  sting- 
gles  against  the  natural  obstacles  which  oppose  hiss ; 
the  adversaries  of  the  Russian  are  men :  the  faansi 
combats  the  wilderness  and  savage  life;  the  latter, 
civilization  with  all  its  weapons  and  its  arts:  the  con- 
quests of  the  one  are  therefore  gained  by  the  plemgh- 
share ;  those  of  the  other  by  the  sword.  The  Angle- 
American  relies  upon  personal  interest  to  arromplleh 
his  ends,  and  gives  free  scope  to  the  ungulded  < 
tlons  and  common  sense  of  the  citizens;  the  1 
centres  all  the  authority  of  society  in  a  tingle  arm :  the 
principal  instrument  of  the  former  is  freedom ;  of  the 
latter,  servitude.  Their  starting  point  is  different,  end 
their  courses  are  not  the  same ;  yet  each  of  them  seems 
to  be  marked  out  by  the  will  of  Heaven  to  sway  the 
destinies  of  half  the  globe. 


Ws  esteem  in  the  world  those  who  do  not  merit  eur 
esteem,  and  neglect  persons  of  true  worth:  hat  th* 
world  is  like  the  ocean—the  pearl  la  in  its  depths,  list 
sea- weed  swims, 
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Front  ibe  Banker  Hill ;  Major  Downing *•  new  paper. 
TO  UNCLE  J08HUA. 

Or  D0W1CIWGVILLK,  AWAY  DOWN  EAST. 

New  York  Aug  2,  1844. 
Dkab  Uncle,  Since  my  letter  to  you  last  week  I've 
been  to  work  so  tight  in  getting  things  under  way  for 
my  paper,  that  I  haint  hardly  had  time  to  breathe, 
much  more  to  eat  or  sleep.  In  starting  a  new  machine 
there's  a  thousand  little  wheels  and  springs  want  tink- 
erin,  that  you  dont  hardly  think  of  till  you  come  to  pat 
it  in  motion.  Howsomever  I'm  in  hopes  to  get  regu- 
lated pretty  soon,  and  get  the  screws  all  in  and  the 
springs  and  gudgeons  iled,  and  under  easy  way,  and 
then  I'll  begin  to  look  about  me  and  tell  you  something 
about  York.  This  York  is  a  smasher  of  a  place,  un- 
cle, and  no  mistake.  They  don't  do  things  on  a  small 
scale  here ;  they  go  the  whole  figure.  Here's  between 
three  and  four  hundred  thousand  folks  in  the  city,  and 
they  all  drink  out  of  a  pond  forty  miles  off !  Not  that 
I'd  have  you  suppose  they  all  go  to  the  pond  and  drink 
every  time  they  are  dry,  by  no  means ;  but  the  whole 
dty  sucks  the  water  through  a  pipe  forty  miles  long, 
jest  as  boys  suck  cider  through  a  straw  out  of  a  cider 
barrel 

And  then  oyer  here  in  Brooklyn,  which  is  all  the 
same  as  New  York,  because  they  are  jined  together 
by  steamboats  so  close  that  you  can  step  from  one  to 
t'other  as  easy  as  yon  can  step  from  your  door  to  the 
bam  yard ;  well,  over  here  in  Brooklyn,  down  by  what 
Is  called  the  south  ferry,  opposite  the  New  York  Bat- 
tery, they  are  makin  a  gun  half  a  mile  long,  that  is 
calculated  to  carry  a  shot  ninety-five  miles.  Capt 
Stockton's  peace-maker,  that  burst  up  and  killed  half 
the  great  men  at  Washington,  was  no  more  to  this 
gun  than  a  boy's  cracker  was  to  the  peace-maker. 

This  gun  is  made  by  boring  a  hole  nearly  half  a  mile 
right  through  a  hill,  and  they  load  her  up  with  great 
wooden  cartridges  so  large  that  they  have  to  run  'em 
Into  the  gun  on  wheels.    The  cartridges  aint  filled  with 
powder  and  balls,  but  with  men  women  and  children. 
They  don't  fire  her  off  with  powder  but  with  steam ; 
and  when  they  get  all  ready,  and  let  the  steam  on,  out 
go  the  cartridges  with  a  whiz,  and  away  go  the  men, 
women,  and  children,  as  if  they  were  riding  on  a  streak 
of  lightning;  and  before  they  have  time  to  think  where 
they  are  going  to,  they  find  themselves  at  Oreenport, 
away  clear  to  the  other  end  of  Long  Island.    This  gun 
is  owned  by  the  Long  Island  Railroad  Company ;  and 
last  Saturday  they  fired  off  an  extra  charge,  for  fun, 
because  they  had  just  got  the  gun  so  near  finished  they 
could  shoot  the  whole  length  of  the  island ;  that  is 
nearly  a  hundred  miles.    They  were  pretty  choice  of 
their  ammunition  in  this  charge,  for  they  filled  up  the 
cartridges  with  the  mayor  and  aldermen  and  common 
council  of  York,  and  the  Mayor,  and  aldermen  and 
common  council  of  Brooklyn,  and  a  good  many  others 
of  the  first  chop  in  both  cities.    I  believe  the  whole 
'    charge,  primin  and  all,  took  four  or  five  hundred  peo- 
ple.   They  got  loaded  about  eight  o'clock  in  the  mor- 
nin,  and  touched  fire,  or  rather  let  the  steam  on,  and 
off  they  whizzed  to  Oreenport,  ninety -five  miles,  where 
they  all  had  a  jolly  day  of  it,  eating  dinner,  drinking 
wine,  and  making  speeches,  and  all  that. 

You  will  see  it  stated  in  the  papers,  I  spose  that  an 
elegant  dinner  was  cooked  up  for  all  these  folks  by 
If  r.  Downing.  For  fear  there  should  be  any  mistake 
•bout  thltj  1  waat  you  and  srerybody  else  to  under. 


stand  that  it  wasn't  me,  but  another  gentleman  here 
in  New  York  by  the  name  of  Downing.  I  had  nothing 
to  do  with  that  dinner  at  all ;  my  editorial  labors  would 
hardly  allow  me  time  enough  to  nntUol a  dinner,  much 
more  to  cook  it 

Well,  after  the  company  had  eat  their  dinner,  and 
drinked  their  wine,  and  made  speeches  enough,  if 
they'd  only  had  'em  in  Washington,  to  last  Congress 
a  week,  toward  night  the  railroad  folks  fired  'em  all 
back  again  ninety-five  miles  to  Brooklyn. 

The  success  of  this  great  gun  of  the  Long  Island 
railroad  company  has  put  another  notion  into  my  head. 
I've  a  notion  of  trying  to  get  up  a  gun  big  enough  to 
fire  these  everlastin  rafts  of  foreigners,  that  drift  over 
here  so  thick,  back  again  across  the  ocean  to  the  coun- 
tries where  they  come  from.  I  don't  know  but  you 
may  think  this  a  kind  of  a  hash  idea ;  but  I  dont  think 
so  at  all.  If  them  foreign  countries  would  only  pick 
out  a  fair  lot  to  send  over  to  us,  so  that  they  should  be 
upon  an  average  as  good  as  they  keep  at  home,  I 
wouldn't  mind  it  so  much.  But  when  three  quarters 
that  they  send  over  are  the  worst  and  the  poorest  and 
the  most  rascally  they  can  pick  out,  I  say  three  quar- 
ters of  'em  ought  to  be  fired  back  again.  They  are 
getting  to  be  too  many  to  think  of  sending  of  'em  back 
in  vessels,  and  balloons  aint  improved  enough  yet  to 
depend  upon ;  and  I  believe  the  only  thing  is  to  get  up 
my  great  gun.  I  dont  want  you  to  mention  the  plan 
till  I  get  it  patented,  but  my  idea  is  to  bore  a  hole 
through  the  White  Mountains  in  New  Hampshire,  or 
else  through  one  of  the  largest  ridges  of  the  Allega- 
nies,  for  the  gun  must  be  large  enough  and  thick 
enough  so  that  no  force  of  steam  can  burst  it,  and  then 
put  in  about  a  hundred  thousand  foreigners  at  a  time  for 
a  charge,  let  on  the  steam  and  fire  'em  as  straight  as  an 
arrow  across  the  Atlantic.  If  we  should  happen  to 
strike  a  volcano  in  boring  through  the  mountains,  it 
might  be  so  much  the  better,  as  it  might  help  to  get 
up  the  steam,  and  perhaps  answer  for  a  great  railroad 
whistle. 

Now,  uncle,  dont  understand  me  as  wanting  to  take 
any  ground  against  these  foreigners  that  isn't  just  and 
reasonable ;  I  would  be  the  last  man  in  the  world  to 
do  it.  I'm  for  treating  everybody  well*  that  behaves 
well,  and  for  giving  everybody  all  their  just  rights. 
But  while  we  are  willing  to  do  this,  there  is  no  reason 
in  the  world  why  we  shouldn't  take  care  of  our  own 
just  rights  too. 

As  fast  as  I  get  acquainted  with  matters  and  things 
here,  I  shall  try  to  let  you  know  from  week  to  week 
how  the  world  wags. 

I  remain  your  loving  nephew, 
Major  Jack  Dowhutg, 

Editor  qf  the  Bunker  HM. 


Stearics  Cahdle*.— We  have  reason  to  believe  if* 
lard  can  be  hardened,  that  a  candle  can  be  made  from 
it  nearly  equal  to  the  sperm.  The  Cincinnati  Atlas 
in  noticing  Mr.  Ruder's  manufactory  of  that  article 
says ;  "  they  are  a  great  improvement  on  the  first  at- 
tempt at  making  this  article.  The  stearine  used  by 
Mr.  R.  is  beautifully  chrystallyzed  from  pure  lard,  with 
no  admixture  of  tallow  or  other  oleaginous  substance, 
and  it  strikes  us  as  the  perfection  of  the  manufacture. 
These  candles  burn  longer  and  brighter  than  the  old 
faabioDed  sperm,  and  are  sold  at  just  half  the  price 
formerly  paid  for  the  latter  ajiide.» 
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THE  POET'S  BEAUTY.— LOVE. 


THE  POET'S  BEAUTY. 

BT  A.  J.   H.  DUOAWNI. 

Maiden,  much  the  poet  loveth 
Seraph  tones  from  woman's  voice ; 

But  the  gentle  soul  that  moveth, 
Bids  the  poet's  heart  rejoice. 

When  the  maiden's  eyes  are  bending, 

Starlike,  on  his  upturn'd  brow, 
'Tie  the  love-rays  in  them  blending, 

Makes  the  poet's  spirit  bow. 

When  his  eyes  are  fondly  dwelling 

On  the  cheek*  of  maiden  fair, 
'Tis  the  blush  he  sees,  revealing 

All  the  love  that  slumbers  there. 

Not  in  the  eyes  of  dazzling  splendor, 
Not  In  the  cheek  of  roseat  hue,  * 

Not  in  the  voice  with  music  tender, 
Seeks  the  bard  the  beauty  true. 

But  the  gentle  soul  that  beameth 
From  the  cheek,  the  lip,  the  eye, 

'Tis  of  this. the  poet  dreameth— 
Beauty  that  may  never  die. 

THE  ROVER  OMNIBUS. 

NAUVOO,  TH«  MORMON  CITY. 

Psbhaps  our  readers  may  not  generally  be  aware  of 
the  extent  of  population  and  general  progress  of  this 
new  city.  We  have  seen  some  accounts  which  set  the 
population  as  high  as  twenty  thousand.  Joe  Smith, 
the  prophet,  who  was  recently  killed,  was  mayor  of 
the  city. 

A  letter-writer,  who  has  been  contributing  descrip- 
tions of  this  "Holy  City,"  to  many  of  the  western 
papers  for  a  long  period  back,  informs  his  readers  that 
at  the  expiration  of  three  years  from  its  establishment 
it  contained  one  thousand  houses,  chiefly  whitewash- 
ed log-cabins,  with  a  few  frame  and  brick  houses. 
The  public  buildings  are  the  "  Nauvoo  House,"  a  spa- 
cious hotel,  fronting  on  two  streets,  120  feet  on  each, 
40  feet  wide,  and  three  stories  high  above  the  base- 
ment. In  this  building  Joe  Smith,  the  pretended  pro 
phet  and  leader  of  these  "  Latter  Day  Saints,"  was 
furnished  with  a  suite  of  rooms.  The  Nauvoo  Tem- 
ple, not  yet  completed  will  be  130  feet  long,  and  100 
feet  wide.  In  the  basement  is  a  baptistry,  supported 
ou  twelve  gilded  oxen,  the  model  of  which  is  derived 
from  the  brazen  sea  of  Solomon.  The  Nauvoo  Legion 
consists  of  from  two  to  three  thousand  men,  with  pro- 
per officers,  armed  and  disciplined.  They  have  an  uni- 
versity, which  contains  a  president,  and  professor  of 
mathematics  and  English  literature,  a  professor  of  the 
learned  languages,  and  a  professor  of  church  history. 
The  city  is  laid  out  with  streets  of  ample  width,  cross- 
ing each  other  at  right  angles.  Their  property  is  held 
as  private  but  they  have  a  large  farm  without  the  city, 
which  is  occupied  and  cultivated  In  common. 

The  American  Review.— A  prospectus  is  out  for  a 
new  monthly  periodical,  to  be  called  the  American 
Review,  and  to  be  devoted  to  the  Whig  cause.  The 
democratic  party  have  had  a  monthly  devoted  to  their 
cause  for  a  long  time,  the  Democratic  Review,  which 
is  ably  conducted.  The  American  Review  U  to  be  out 
in  about  a  month. 


Cheap  Postage.— Independent  letter  carriers  an 
springing  up  in  great  abundance.  The  publisher  of 
the  New  York  Sun  is  going  into  it  strongly;  and  says 
he  is  about  to  make  a  proposition  to  the  Post  Muter 
General  to  carry  all  the  malls  for  the  government  on 
the  cheap  plan.  The  people  are  bent  upon  baring 
cheap  postage,  and  the  plan  will  be  accomplished  in 
some  way  or  other. 

Morsb's  School  Geography,  on  a  new  plan.— Tat 
Harpers  have  just  published  Morse's  school  geography 
on  a  plan  greatly  improved.  The  principal  feature  of 
the  improvement  Is  that  the  maps  are  all  on  the  same 
pages  with  the  letter-press,  so  that  the  maps  and  die 
descriptions  of  places,  &c,  are  presented  at  once  to 
the  eye.  There  are  fifty-five  colored  maps  and  one 
hundred  and  forty-four  pictorial  wood  engravings. 
The  whole  book  is  to  be  sold  for  fifty  cents.  It  can- 
not fail  to  be  introduced  extensively  into  the  schools. 

"Tea  Bunkbb  Hill,  edited  by  Major  Jack  Down- 
ing, asssisted  by  several  literary  gentlemen  and  a  few 
ladies,"  is  published  by  S.  B.  Dean  &  Co.,  at  123  Ful- 
ton street,  New  York,  at  one  dollar  a  year  m  odvanct, 
three  cents  single  copies.  The  Bunker  Hill  takes 
strong  and  high  national  ground  as  a  native  American 
paper. 

Bunker  Hill.— A  sea  captain  who  chanced  to  bt 
in  London  during  the  Revolutionary  war,  met  several 
British  officers  in  a  tavern,  who  were  bushy  diaenninj 
American  affairs.  "  We  should  have  conquered  tben 
long  ago,"  said  one,  "  had  it  not  been  for  that  arch  re- 
bel, Washington." 

"  With  all  his  skilful  manoeuvres  they  are  the  «me 
as  conquered  already,"  observed  another.  The  Ame- 
rican said  nothing,  but  his  countenance  bore  marks  of 
honest  indignation.  What  Jonathan,  are  you  from  the 
rebel  colonies  1  asked  the  officers.  "I  am  from  New 
England  gentlemen."  "  Well,  what  news  do  you 
bring  ?  WUI  your  crops  be  heavy  enough  to  feed  the 
regulars V*  "My  countrymen  tell  roe,"  replied  be, 
"  that  British  blood  is  the  beet  manure  they  erer  had, 
turnips  larger  than  a  peck  measure  are  raised  on  Ban- 
ker Hill." 


LOVE. 

BT  FREDERICK  BALM. 

Tell  me,  my  heart,  what  love  ia1 

It  giveth  but  to  rob— 
Two  souls  and  one  idea, 

Two  hearts  and  but  one  throb. 

And  tell  me,  how  love  cometh? 

It  comes— and  ah !  'tis  here. 
And  whither,  pray,  it  fleeth? 

'Twas  not— 'twas  fancy  mere. 

And  when  \b  love  the  purest? 

When  its  own  self  it  shuns. 
And  when  is  love  the  deepest? 

When  it  the  stillest  runs. 

And  when  is  love  the  richest? 

It  hoardeth  when  it  gives. 
And  tell  me  how  love  speaketh? 
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Turn   m®w, 


VIEW  ON  THE  SXJ8QUE HANNAH. 
Oub  plate  this  week  is  another  of  those  beautiful  and 
picturesque  views  of  American  scenery,  drawn  by 
Bartlett  and  engraved  by  Dick.  We  consider  these 
plates,  which  exhibit  correct  views  of  the  bold  and  stri- 
king scenery  of  our  country,  more  valuable  than  the 
unmeaning  portrait  of  some  unknown  modern  fine 
lady.  There  have  been  more  than  a  dozen  of  these  fine 
landscape  scenes  published  in  the  Rover  since  its  com- 
mencement, all  of  which  may  still  be  obtained  on  ap- 
plication to  the  publishers. 

BATTLE  80NG  OF  THE  REVOLUTION. 

BT  C.  DONALD  MACZ.XOD. 

Ah,  yes !  we  have  suffered  too  long, 

And  prayed  and  been  humbled  in  vain ; 
'Till  the  blood  that  hath  flowed  to  the  stripe  and  the 
wrong, 
Hath  rusted  the  links  of  our  chain. 
Awake!  let  our  young  sinews  burst  it! 
From  the  sleep  of  our  slavery  break ; 
And  teach  to  the  legions  of  him  who  hath  nursed  it, 
The  might  of  a  freeman.    Awake ! 
Be  heart  and  be  hand 

As  the  fetterless  sea ; 
When  ye  strike  for  the  land 
Ood  hath  made  for  the  free ! 

ii. 
The  deer  boundeth/r««  through  the  wood ; 

The  bird  warbles  free  from  the  spray ; 
The  Jrtt  eagle  screams  o'er  his  rock- nested  brood— 

And  shall  man  be  more  slavish  than  they  1 
No ! — quick  to  the  battle-call,  brothers, 

Arouse!  to  the  Maker  one  prayer: 
One  kiss  to  the  wife— one  embrace  to  the  mother- 
Then  speed  to  the  battle — and  there 
Be  heart  and  be  hand 

Like  the  fetterless  sea, 
As  ye  strike  for  the  land 
Ood  hath  made  for  the  free ! 
For  the  Rover— New  York,  Aug.,  1844. 


AN  AFFECTING  8TORY. 

It  was  in  the  year  183-  that  a  gentleman  distin- 
guished for  his  talents  and  inetllectuai  abilities,  sud- 
denly resolved  to  abandon  the  habits  of  intemperance 
to  which  he  had  long  been  addicted.  He  was  a  re- 
markable and  extraordinary  man.  His  talents  were 
of  the  first  order,  and  his  attainments  were  of  the  most 
extensive  character.  1  n  person  he  was  handsome,  and 
possessed  every  exterior  grace  that  could  please  or  at- 
tract the  eye.  His  manners  were  of  the  most  pleas- 
ing and  fascinating  kind,  and  his  conversation  was  of 
that  varied  and  elegant  nature,  that  his  company  was 
in  every  condition  of  society  desired.  No  man  was 
more  deeply  versed  in  classical  learning,  and  in  the  va- 
rious branches  of  scholastic  philosophy  he  was  deeply 
profound. 

In  the  lighter  branches  of  polite  literature  he  had 
considerable  acquirements,  and  indeed  in  every  branch 
of  Intellectual  knowledge  he  was  deeply  read.  He 
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had  been  compared  to  BoHngbroke,  who  it  was  well 
known  by  the  profoundness  of  his  philosophy  and  the 
elegance  of  his  manners,  could  grace  and  give  a  charm 
to  the  drawing  room,  or  teach  lessons  of  wisdom  in  the 
Academy  or  Lyceum.  At  an  early  age  he  had  married 
a  beautiful  and  charming  woman,  and  from  the  anion 
of  the  two  persons  so  well  adapted  to  each  other,  It 
might  readily  be  supposed  that  the  stream  of  happi- 
ness would  continue  uninterruptedly  to  flow.  But 
alas !  it  was  soon  discovered  that  the  possession  of  the 
highest  attainments,  and  the  most  exalted  genius  af- 
forded no  security  against  the  encroachment  of  a  vice 
whose  course  is  marked  by  misery,  and  whose  end  is 
death.  For  years  he  was  a  complete  victim  to  this  4 
degraded  and  unhappy  vice,  and  from  a  considerable 
loftiness  of  reputation,  had  sunk  into  the  character  of 
a  common  drunkard.  Poverty  had  entered  his  domi- 
cile, and  he  was  frequently  the  subject  of  the  most 
pressing  want  His  wife's  jewelry  had  disappeared  at 
the  pawnbroker's,  and  his  own  extensive  and  valuable 
library  had  met  with  the  same  fate.  Article  after  ar- 
ticle of  furniture  had  disappeared,  and  nothing  now  re- 
mained but  that  which  was  secured  by  the  law.  His 
wife,  who  in  her  person  had  presented  all  that  en-bon- 
point  of  appearance  which  marks  health,  had  wasted 
away  to  a  mere  shadow.  Her  disposition  which  had 
formerly  been  lively  and  vivacious,  was  now  sorrow- 
ful and  melancholy,  and  the  children  exhibited  that 
raggedness  of  dress,  which  distinguished  the  offsprings 
of  those  who  are  intemperate. 

A  more  affecting  scene  can  hardly  be  imagined  than 
that  which  occurred  on  a  cold  and  bleak  day  in  De- 
cember, when  the  mother  was  seen  pressing  an  infant 
to  her  breast  crowding  to  a  few  embers  that  still  re 
mained  on  the  hearth.  Several  small  children  sur- 
rounded her,  crying  with  the  cold  and  begging  their 
mother  to  give  them  some  bread,  but  alas !  she  had 
none  to  give  them.  Along  side  in  one  corner,  covered 
with  a  worn  out  rug,  lay  the  husband  in  a  beastly 
state  of  intoxication,  with  a  jug  of  the  fatal  poison  at 
his  head— a  more  distressing  and  heart-rending  scene 
cannot  possibly  be  conceived— it  was  one  calculated 
to  draw  tears  from  the  most  adamantine  soul.  There 
lay  the  man  whose  lofty  intellect  and  splendid  talents 
were  well  suited  to  adorn  a  senate  or  rule  a  nation,  a 
victim  to  the  intoxicating  draught  that  has  destroyed 
thousands. 

What  has  just  been  described  is  no  fiction.  It  is 
truth  without  the  aid  of  imagination  or  the  colorings 
of  fancy.  Twelve  months  from  the  period  at  which 
our  story  commences,  on  a  cold  winter  evening,  might 
be  seen  in  a  beautiful  and  snug  little  parlor,  sitting  on 
a  sofa,  the  same  gentleman,  dressed  in  a  manner  which 
indicated  that  he  had  not  quite  fallen  a  martyr  to  that 
poverty  which  is  the  invariable  result  of  that  habit  to 
which  he  had  heen  addicted.  His  brow  was  thought- 
ful, and  an  acute  observer  might  perceive  a  shade  of 
melancholy  pass  over  his  countenance.  In  the  same 
room,  seated  at  a  centre  table,  was  his  wife,  attired  in 
neat  and  tasteful  dress,  reading  one  of  those  beautiful 
annuals  of  the  season.  Several  beautiful  children 
were  playing  in  the  room,  and  their  cheerful  looks  and 
comfortable  clothing  indicated  that  poverty  had  no  re- 
sidence there.    This  little  parlor  displayed  indeed  no 
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tokeni  of  wealth,  but  evidently  showed  signs  of  com- 
fortable enjoyments.  Two  beautiful  vases  adorned 
the  mantle  piece,  and  underneath  was  seen  the  vivid 
light  of  an  animating  coal  fire,  before  which,  on  a 
Tag,  lay  a  favorite  dog,  who  seemed  to  participate  in 
the  happiness  which  appeared  to  pervade  the  apart- 
ment. The  wife  looked  up,  and  casting  a  glance  at 
her  husband,  observed  a  gloominess  of  countenance 
which  at  once  riveted  her  attention.  She  closed  the 
book  which  she  had  just  been  reading,  and  going  to 
him,  thmw  her  arms  around  his  neck,  and  tenderly 
inquired  if  any  thing  had  disturbed  him.  It  was  some 
time  before  he  made  her  any  reply,  and  then  said,  my 
dear,  I  must  have  half  a  pint  of  brandy. 

The  wife  became  immediately  agitated,  and  in  soli- 
citious  accents  besought  him  not  to  send  for  that  poi- 
Bon  which  had  formerly  been  nearly  his  ruin.  She 
who  but  a  few  moments  before  had  been  realizing  the 
feelings  of  perfect  security,  was  now  convulsed  with 
sorrowful  anticipations  that  a  renewal  of  her  husband's 
former  pernicious  habit  was  to  take  place.  Her  bo- 
som heaved  with  alarm,  and  as  the  tears  gushed  from 
her  eyes,  she  implored  him  whom  she  had  loved  and 
adhered  to  with  a  devoted  fidelity,  through  good  and 
evil  report,  in  disgrace  and  in  poverty,  that  he  would 
not  again  tempt,  by  a  single  indulgence,  a  recurrence 
to  habits  which  must  destroy  their  present  felicity,  and 
forever  annihilate  their  future  hopes.  The  children 
partook  of  the  sorrow  of  their  mother;  they  left  their 
innocent  amusements,  and  with  tears  in  their  little 
eyes,  begged  their  papa  not  to  get  any  more  of  that 
stuff  which  made  them  poor  and  their  mamma  cry.  But 
the  husband  seemed  insensible  to  the  affectionate  re- 
monstrances of  his  wife,  and  the  artless  persuasions 
of  his  children.  His  eldest  daughter,  who  on  former 
occasions  had  gone  on  this  errand,  was  now  compelled 
to  go  on  this ;  the  brandy  was  obtained,  and  his  wife 
looked  with  a  fearful  and  painful  foreboding  upon  the 
decanter  which  contained  the  fatal  poison.  He  looked 
upon  the  brandy,  and  approaching  the  table  with  a 
chair,  he  sat  down  and  took  the  decanter  in  his  hand ; 
he  held  it  up  to  the  light,  and  observed  how  beautiful 
its  color.  He  then  apostrophized  it  thus :  O  how  1 
have  loved  thoe,  thou  enticing  and  misery-dispensing 
spirit;  thou  hast  been  my  bosom  companion  from 
mora  till  night  and  from  night  till  morning.  I  have 
loved  thee  with  a  love  surpassing  that  of  women,  and 
I  have  grieved  as  a  mother  grieves  over  the  dead  body 
of  her  child  when  I  found  that  the  spirit  of  the  bottle 
had  departed ;  but  I  have  found  thee  deceptious  and 
ungrateful.  Thou  didst  destroy  my  reputation,  thou 
didst  rob  my  pocket.  You  gave  me  disease  instead  of 
health,  and  made  the  heart  of  my  wife  pulsate  with 
unhappiness.  My  children  have  wept  at  the  ruin  you 
entailed,  and  my  house  you  made  desolate  and  sorrow- 
ful. Twelve  months  have  I  parted  from  you,  and  now 
I  renounce  you  forever,  thou  agent  of  destruction ! 
thou  demon  of  despair !  thou  accursed  alluring  poison ! 
With  that,  he  hoisted  the  window,  threw  the  bottle 
Into  the  street,  and  declared  the  victory  was  won.  His 
wife  rushed  into  his  arms,  joy  beaming  in  her  counte- 
nance. She  could  only  utter,  My  husband !  who  ten- 
derly embraced  her,  and  sealed  her  forehead  with  a 
kiss.  The  children  ran  to  their  father,  climbing  his 
"knees,  and  their  cheerful  prattling  told  how  they  par- 
took of  the  emphatic  joy.  Even  Neptune,  on  the 
hearth-rug  raised  his  head,  gave  an  encouraging  look 
to  his  master,  and  wagged  his  tall  with  evident  delight. 


THE  CIRCLE  OF  HUMAN  WI8HE8- 

BT.    J.    E.    PAULDING. 

Whin  Horatio  was  a  little  boy  at  school  he  was 
always  wishing  himself  a  young  man,  "for  then," 
thought  he,  "  I  shall  not  be  obliged  to  be  forever  at  my 
book,  and  live  in  constant  fear  of  the  schoolmaster." 

When  he  became  a  young  man,  he  left  school  with 
delightful  anticipations  of  the  freedom  and  pleasures 
he  was  about  to  enjoy.  But  from  school  he  was  plac- 
ed in  the  office  of  a  great  lawyer,  full  ef  business,  and 
from  morning  till  night,  was  employed  in  copying  the 
same  thing  over  and  over  again. 

"  I  wonder,"  he  often  said  to  himself,  "  I  wonder 
what  is  the  use  of  telling  the  same  story  so  often.  I 
wish  to  Heaven  I  was  out  of  my  time,  and  then  I 
should  be  my  own  master." 

At  last  his  time  was  out.  He  passed  examination, 
opened  an  office,  and  wrote  esquire  to  his  name.  Here 
he  would  sit  whole  mornings,  with  his  feet  against  the 
fender  or  jambs,  waiting  for  clients—but  no  clients 
came. 

((I  wish  to  Heaven,"  would  he  sigh  to  himself;  "I 
had  something  to  do." 

In  process  of  years  he  distinguished  himself  as  a 
speaker,  and  business  flowed  in  upon  him,  till  he  had 
hardly  time  to  sleep  or  eat  his  meals. 

"  Zounds !"  cried  he,  "  one  might  as  well  be  a  galley- 
slave.  I  wish  I  were  a  little  boy  at  school,  they  are  ss 
happy,  no  business  to  trouble  them,  and  no  cares  on 
their  minds." 

But,  as  it  was  impossible  to  become  a  schoolboy 
again,  Horatio  turned  his  thoughts  toward  the  future, 
and  began  to  wish  he  was  rich  enough  to  retire  from 
business,  and  be  a  gentleman. 

Years  passed  on,  and  at  length  he  became  rich  j  so 
rich  that  he  thought  he  might  leave  off  practice,  and 
enjoy  himself.  Accordingly  he  did  leave  off  practice, 
and  for  a  little  while,  it  was  delightful  to  have  nothing 
to  do,  and  go  where  he  pleased.  But  doing  nothing 
tires  a  man  at  last.    It  is  the  hardest  work  imaginable. 

"  I  wish,"  said  Horatio  one  day,  as  he  was  perplex- 
ing himself  to  death  to  know  what  he  should  do,  "I 
wish  I  had  something  to  employ  me." 

AH  at  once  he  was  seized  with  a  desire  to  be  a  great 
man.  As  we  advance  in  years  the  love  of  wealth  often 
changes  to  the  desire  of  power.  He  entered  on  the 
arena  of  politics,  and  his  eloquence  soon  elevated  him 
to  distinction.  He  rose  to  the  highest  offices  in  the 
state,  and  at  length  saw  nobody  above  him. 

"  Well  thought  he,  "  I  have  it  at  last,  I  am  the  great- 
est among  the  great,  and  now  I  shall  be  able  to  enjoy 
myself.    In  the  first  place,  I  shall  do  just  as  I  please." 

At  that  moment  his  secretary  came  to  announce  a 
person  on  business. 

"I  am  not  inclined  to  see  anybody  just  now;  tell 
him  to  call  again." 

"  But,  sir,  it  is  a  man  of  great  consequence,  and  one 
of  your  best  friends ;  he  may  be  offended." 

11  Very  well,  let  him  come  in." 

The  man  of  consequence  entered,  talked  three  whole 
hours  about  the  politics  of  his  district,  and  ended  by 
soliciting  an  insignificant  appointment,  either  for  him- 
self or  somebody  else. 

"Well,"  said  Horatio,  "thank  Heaven  he's;  gone 
I'll  go  take  a  ride  into  the  country  before  dinner." 

Just  as  he  had  ordered  his  horse,  the  secretary  came 
in  to  announce  another  person  of  consequence,  who 
had  very  particular  business,  and  whom  it  would  be 
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bad  policy  to  offend.  After  a  few  wry  faces  from  Ho- 
ratio, he  was  let  in. 

The  visitor  being  a  knowing  character,  sat  a  long 
time,  became  very  facetious,  cracked  jokes,  told  excel- 
lent stories,  and  when  be  had  tired  Horatio  to  death, 
thought  he  had  brought  him  into  a  humor  to  do  any- 
thing he  desired.  Accordingly  he  begged  his  interest 
in  behalf  of  the  people  he  represented,  in  favor  of  a 
great  public  improvement  Horatio  had  been  specially 
instructed  by  divers  old  statesmen,  to  give  good  words 
if  he  could  give  nothing  else.  So  he  flattered  him 
with  good  words,  and  the  knowing  gentleman  went 
bis  way,  chuckling  at  his  happy  knack  of  bringing 
great  men  into  the  humor  of  granting  favors. 

"I  never  met  such  a  tiresome  blockhead,"  quoth 
Horatio.  "I'll  make  it  a  point  to  oppose  his  applica- 
tion." 

It  was  too  late  to  ride  out  before  dinner,  and  he  sat 
down  to  his  meal  without  appetite,  thinking  he  would 
have  the  afternoon  to  himself,  at  all  events.  By  the 
time  he  had  dined,  there  were  six  people  waiting  to 
see  him  on  particular  business.  It  would  not  do  to 
offend  them,  and  besides  he  was  the  servant  of  the 
people.  The  particular  business  of  each  was  to  beg 
some  particular  favor.  Horatio  felt  in  an  excellent 
humor  for  denying  them  all.  But  this  would  be  im- 
politic :  so  he  promised  them  all. 

"  What  a  tedious  business !  said  he."  "  But  I  shall 
have  a  comfortable  evening,  at  all  events." 

In  the  evening  visitors  dropped  in,  one  after  another, 
until  he  had  quite  a  levee.  Every  one  tried  to  make 
himself  particularly  agreeable  for  each  had  a  favor  to 
ask ;  and  they  talked  so  much  that  Horatio  thought 
he  had  a  swarm  of  bees  in  his  ears.  After  he  had 
yawned  three  times  in  the  face  of  each  of  his  visitors, 
and  promised  all  they  asked,  they  went  away. 

"  I  wish  to  heaven  somebody  would  call  one  of  these 
times  to  give  me  something ;  instead  of  begging  fa- 
vors, as  they  all  do;  there  would  be  some  variety  in 
that." 

He  rung  for  his  slippers,  but  the  sound  of  his  bell 
was>  drowned  by  a  violent  ring  at  the  outer  door.  The 
porter  announced  a  stranger. 

"Tell  him  to  call  to-morrow— I'm  just  going  to 
bed." 

"  He  says  he  has  most  urgent  business,  and  must 
see  you  to-night,  sir." 

" Despatches  from  abroad,  I  suppose:  show  him 
in." 

The  bearer  of  despatches  entered,  and  after  looking 
cautiously  around,  seeing  that  all  the  doors  were  shut, 
and  that  nobody  was  under  the  sofa,  hemmed  three 
times,  and  began. 

"I  beg  pardon,  sir,  for  this  untimely  visit,  but  I  trust 
you  will  excuse  me  when  you  know  the  urgency  of 
the  occasion ;  I  came,  sir,  to  give  you — " 

"Heaven  be  praised,"  thought  Horatio,  "here  is  a 
man  that  has  got  something  to  give  me  at  ladt." 

"I  took  the  liberty,  sir,  as  a  devoted  friend  to  your 
administration,  to  call  and  give  you  some  advice  about 
the  course  proper  to  be  pursued  in  order  to  defeat  a  plot 
of  the  opposition,  of  which  I  have  just  been  confiden- 
tially apprized." 

"  Sir,"  said  Horatio,  "  I  feel  under  infinite  obliga- 
tions ;  may  I  ask  what  it  is  7" 

The  adviser  took  till  three  in  the  morning  to  finish 
bis  communication  and  advice.  Before  he  had  ended, 
Horatio  was  two  thirds  asleep,  but. he  waked  in  time 


to  express  his  gratitude,  and  promised  to  bear  in  mind 
this  signal  proof  of  regard,  in  calling  so  late  at  night 
out  of  pure  good  will. 

Day  after  day  passed  in  these  perpetual  interruption*. 
Horatio  had  not  a  moment  to  spare  either  for  ease  or 
exercise,  and  was  tired  to  death. 

"  I  wish  to  heaven,"  said  he,  "I  was  a  private  man 
with  nothing  to  do  but  just  what  I  pleased.  Ah !  Mr. 
Mirvan,  I  am  glad  to  see  you.  It  is  a  delightful  thing 
to  receive  a  visit  from  one  who  wants  nothing."        ( 

Mirvan  was  an  old  friend  of  Horatio,  a  rather  eccen- 
tric person.  Some  people  thought  him  wise,  others  a 
fool,  for  he  seemed  content  with  what  he  had ;  and 
what  he  was,  though  he  was  neither  rich  nor  in  power. 
He  was  a  kind-hearted  man,  though  he  had  not  the 
reputation  of  it;  for  he  was  apt  to  make  a  jest  of  what 
other  people  thought  very  serious  misfortunes,  and 
seemed  to  take  little  interest  in  what  we  call  the  upa 
and  downs  ef  life. 

After  the  first  friendly  salutations,  Mirvan  assumed 
the  privilege  of  age  and  intimacy,  and  inquired  how 
he  liked  his  new  situation. 

"  You  neither  look  so  well  nor  seem  in  such  good 
spirits  as  when  I  used  to  see  you  in  your  office  draw- 
ing pleas  and  declarations." 

Horatio  unbosomed  himself  to  his  old  friend.  He 
detailed  to  him  the  progress  of  his  wishes  from  boy- 
hood upward— from  the  time  he  wished  he  was  free 
from  the  labors  and  confinement  of  school,  till  he  rea- 
lized them  all,  step  by  step,  and  became  a  great  man, 
since  when  he  had  done  little  else  than  wish  himself  a 
school-  boy  again. 

"  It  is  the  history  of  mankind,"  said  Mirvan,  after 
listening  attentively;  "and  of  all  living  things  I  be- 
lieve if  there  be  any  truth  in  the  fable—" 

"  What  fable  7"  asked  Horatio. 

"I  will  tell  you,"  replied  the  old  man,  his  eye  light- 
ing up  with  arch  intelligence :  "  will  you  promise  to 
listen?" 

"  Provided  you  neither  ask  a  favor  nor  give  advice," 
said  the  other.    "I  have  had  enough  of  both  lately.0 

"Agreed.  Once  upon  a  time  a  certain  atom  which 
shared  a  portion  of  that  spirit  of  intelligence  which 
animates,  or  at  least  in  those  days  did  animate  all  na- 
ture, being  trod  upon  by  a  little  insect  that  has  never 
been  of  sufficient  consequence  to  be  christened  in  En- 
glish or  Latin,  exclaimed  against  his  hard  fate  in  being 
thus  at  the  mercy  of  every  creeping  thing. 

"If  I  were  but  an  insect!"  cried  he,  and  the  spirit 
of  discontent  possessed  him  from  that  moment.  "  O, 
Jupiter  Ammon,  Jupiter  Ammon,"  he  repeated, 
"  wouldst  thou  but  change  me  into  an  insect,  if  it  were 
but  as  big  as  that  which  just  now  Insulted  me,  I  could 
then  get  out  of  the  way  of  danger." 

"Jupiter,  whom  nothing  escaped,  laughed  ready  to 
die  at  hearing  this  request,  which  he  granted  in  a  fit  of 
good  humor.  The  little  atom  was  as  proud  as  a  pea- 
cock and  strutted  about  with  great  dignity  until  it 
chanced  that  he  encountered  an  ant,  which  walked 
over  him  without  ceremony,  either  accidentally  or  by 
design. 

'  O,  Jupiter  Ammon !"  exclaimed  the  little  insect 
without  a  name,  "what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  so  small 
that  nobody  can  see  you !  Would  I  were  an  ant,  and 
then  nobody  would  dare  to  insult  me."  / 

"Again  Jupited  laughed  and  granted  his  request. 
The  little  ant  strutted  about,  who  but  he !  prouder  than 
ever,  and  flattered  himself  he  was  somebody. 
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"It  is  worth  while  to  live  thus  with  the  eyes  of  the 
•universe  upon  us,"  cried  he,  when  just  at  that  instant 
a  great  wasp  darted  at  him,  and  he  narrowly  escaped 
toy  running  into  his  hole. 

"Body  o1  me,"  exclaimed  he,  panting  with  rage  and 
fear;  "body  o'  me !  what  a  misery  it  is  to  be  nothing 
but  an  ant.  If  I  were  only  a  wasp  now  I  should  be 
somebody.  O,  Jupiter  Ammon,  would  I  were  a  wasp !" 

"Jupiter,  as  usual,  granted  his  prayer,  for  he  began 
to  be  highly  amused  with  his  little  atom. 

"The  wasp  frisked  with  his  great  tail  and  admired 
his  little  waist,  just  like  a  fashionable  fine  lady,  until 
one  day,  not  minding  what  he  was  about,  he  got  en- 
tangled in  a  large  spider-web,  where  he  remained 
struggling  while  the  spider  sat  trembling  with  eager- 
ness, waiting  till  he  should  exhaust  himself  by  his  ef- 
forts, to  pounce  upon  him.  At  length  supposing  the 
moment  arrived,  he  darted  toward  him,  just  as  he  made 
a  last  desperate  effort  and  escaped  the  toils. 

"Truly  a  pleasant  sort  of  life  this,"  quoth  the  wasp, 
"  to  be  forever  in  danger  of  being  caught  and  eaten  up 
by  spiders.  O,  Jupiter  Ammon,  if  I  could  only  be  a 
beautiful  speckled  spider !"  and  a  spider  he  became 
from  that  moment. 

"Mercy  upon  us  what  a  big  creature  was  he,  and 
what  a  havoc  he  made  among  the  wasps  and  flies,  till 
-a  great  moth,  blundering  his  way  in  the  twilight,  bolt- 
•ed  right  through  his  fine  web,  as  big  round  as  a  cart- 
wheel,  dotted  with  imprisoned  flies,  and  not  only  car- 
ried all  away,  but  put  the  spider's  life  in  jeopardy. 

"  Fire  and  fury  !"  exclaimed  he,  "here  is  a  month's 
provisions  and  an  age's  toil  all  swept  away  in  a  mo- 
ment. O,  Jupiter  Ammon!  make  me  a  great  moth,  I 
beseech  thee."  No  sooner  said  than  done,  and  a  moth 
was  he. 

"  Nothing  was  ever  so  happy  as  our  new  made  moth. 
fie  flew  from  flower  to  flower,  tasted  their  sweets, 
gambolled  whiihersoever  he  pleased,  till  one  night 
seeing  a  candle  in  an  open  window,  he  became  ena- 
mored of  its  splendor,  and  rushing  toward  it  so  singed 
bis  wings  and  burned  his  body  that  he  lay  in  the  great- 
est agony. 

"I  am  dying— O,  Jupiter  Ammon !  make  me  an 
Atom  again,"  and  he  perished  with  this  humble  re- 
quest on  his  lips. 

"And  now  for  the  moral  of  my  story,"  said  Mirvan. 

"  I  comprehend,"  said  Horatio ;  "  my  own  expe- 
rience furnishes  it.  From  an  atom  I  have  become  a 
moth,  flitting  about  the  candle,  and  every  moment  in 
danger  of  scorching  my  wings  and  falling  to  the  ground. 
.'But  suppose  the  moth  had  become  an  eagle,  and  king 
of  all  birds  r 

"  He  would  have  only  the  more  bitterly  experienced 
the  folly  of  being  discontented  with  his  former  state, 
^nd  sighed  for  the  ease  and  insignificance  of  an  atom." 

"But  suppose  he  had  become  an  atom  again?" 

"Then  he  would  have  longed  to  become  an  eagle 
once  more.    Thus  ends  the  circle  of  human  wishes." 

La  Favbttb  in  the  last  centuby.— Gibbon,  the 
author  of  the  "Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Roman  Em- 
pire" writes  as  follows  in  one  of  his  letters.  "  We  talk 
chiefly  of  the  Marquis  de  la  Fayette,  who  was  here  a 
few  weeks  ago.  He  is  about  twenty,  with  130,000  li- 
vrea  a  year,  the  nephew  of  Noa files,  who  is  ambassa- 
dor here.  He  has  bought  the  Duke  of  Kingston's 
yacht,  and  is  gone  to  join  the  Americans.  The  Court 
appears  to  be  angry  with  him." 
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Insects  are  now  a  formidable  body,  and  were  mock 
more  so  in  former  times,  when  their  habits  ^nd  per- 
sons were  less  familiarly  known.  Men  had  not  began 
to  ask  from  whence  they  came  or  whither  they  were 
going ;  but  they  found  them  when  they  least  desired 
their  company,  and  there  was  a  sort  of  mystery  in  their 
movements,  which  more  than  anything  else  tends  to 
inspire  the  feelings  of  dread.  It  was  on  this  account 
that  they  were  first  distinguished  by  the  name  of  bug, 
which  however,  it  may  have  degenerated  into  a  watch- 
word of  contempt  at  the  present  day,  was  formerly 
synonymous  with  ghost,  and  equally  alarming.  The 
scripture  from  the  Psalms,  "  Thou  shalt  not  need  to 
be  afraid  of  any  bug  by  night,"  as  it  stood  in  Matthew's 
old  English  Bible,  is  probably  know  to  our  readers. 
Later  translators  have  judiciously  substituted  a  more 
general  word  in  its  stead.  But  even  now,  considering 
their  power  to  destroy  our  peace,  there  is  some  reason 
to  fear  them,  and  were  there  nothing  else  formidable 
about  them,  their  numbers  are  sufficiently  alarming. 
When  we  hear  their  concert  on  a  summer  evening,  it 
sounds  as  if  every  leaf  and  every  blade  of  grass  had 
found  a  voice ;  though  in  fact  there  is  no  voice  in  the 
matter.  They  deal  wholly  in  instrumental  music; 
some  have  heard  a  voice  like  sound  proceeding  from  a 
month  occasionally,  but  their  concert— great  nature's 
hum— is  produced  by  rubbing  the  hard  shells  of  the 
wings  against  the  trunk  or  together,  which  makes  a 
sharp  shrill  sound,  that  can  be  heard  at  a  considerable 
distance.  The  hum  of  insects  on  the  wing  can  be 
heard  when  the  performer  is  invisible.  We  remember 
that  once  standing  in  a  summer  day  on  the  top  of  a 
high  hill,  we  heard  a  sound  as  of  a  million  of  bees 
directly  over  our  head,  when  not  an  insect  which  could 
be  held  responsible  for  any  noise,  was  within  onr  view. 
Such  cases  are  not  uncommon,  and  the  only  explana- 
tion is,  that  the  authors  of  the  sound  are  distant,  and 
its  loudness  deceives  us  into  the  impression  that  it  la 
nigh. 

We  will  suggest  some  advantages  of  an  acnqaintaace 
with  this  subject ;  we  mean  a  general  acquaintance, 
such  as  popular  works  are  calculated  to  give.  For 
example,  the  insect  called  the  death-watch,  was  for- 
merly thought  to  sound  an  alarm  of  death  to  some  in- 
mate of  the  mansion  where  it  was  heard,  though  it 
would  have  required  a  perpetual  cholera  to  have  ful- 
filled the  number  of  his  predictions.  Now  it  is  known 
to  proceed  from  a  little  wood-boring  insect,  whose 
skull  is  somewhat  hard,  and  who  uses  it  for  the  par- 
pose  of  a  signal  to  others.  Standing  on  its  hind  lege, 
it  beats  regularly  on  the  board  a  number  of  timee — a 
process,  which,  comparing  its  force  with  the  size  of 
the  insect,  one  would  think  more  likely  to  be  fatal  to 
itself  than  to  those  who  hear  it.  The  bug  so  wed 
know  in  connection  with  "  rosy  dreams  and  slumbers 
light,"  when  it  was  past  occasioned  equal  dismay — an 
alarm  not  wholly  superstitious  and  unreasonable,  when 
we  remember  how  often  it  has  "murdered  the  sleep" 
of  the  innocent  as  well  as  the  guilty.  If  we  believe 
David  Deans,  the  Scotch  bewail  its  introduction  among 
them  as  one  of  the  evils  of  the  Union,  and  for  that  rea- 
son distinguish  it  by  the  name  of  the  English  bag. 
The  history  of  the  Hessian  fly,  which  made  its  ap- 
pearance at  the  close  of  the  American  war,  and  which 
certain  aged  people,  believing  It  to  be  a  consequence 
of  our  separation,  froth  the  British  Government,  nam- 
ed the  revolution  fly,  shows  how  much  alarm  and 


INSECTS. 


341 


trouble,  ignorance  of  a  little  insect  may  occasion. 
They  first  appeared  in  Staten  Island,  and  spread  rapidly 
destroying  the  wheat  upon  their  way.  They  passed 
the  Delaware  in  clouds,  and  swarmed  like  the  flies  of 
Egypt  in  every  place  where  their  presence  was  un- 
welcome. The  British  naturally  disliking  everything 
that  savored  of  revolution,  were  in  great  fear  lest  they 
should  reach  their  Island,  and  resolved  to  prevent  it, 
if  necessary,  with  all  the  power  of  their  fleet.  The 
privy  council  sat  day  after  day :  dispatches  were  sent 
to  all  the  foreign  ministers ;  expresses  were  sent  to  the 
custom-houses  to  close  the  ports ;  Sir  Joseph  Banks, 
who  held  such  matters  in  special  charge— as  Swift 
said  Mr.  Flamstead  was  once  appointed  by  govern- 
ment to  look  after  the  stars — was  called  upon  to  exert 
himself  with  such  importunity,  that  if  such  a  thing 
were  possible,  he  grew  almost  profane  upon  the  occas- 
ion. He  shouted  across  the  ocean  to  Dr.  Mitchell, 
while  the  Dr.  stood  wringing  his  hands  on  the  western 
shore.  When  he  had  collected  all  the  information 
which  could  be  furnished  by  scientific  and  practical 
men  concerning  the  bug  in  question,  amounting  to 
more  than  two  hundred  octavo  pages,  he  enlightened 
the  government  with  the  information  that  he  did  not 
know  what  the  creature  was ;  a  report  satisfactory  as 
far  as  it  went,  no  doubt,  but  which  might,  for  aught 
that  appears,  have  been  reduced  to  somewhat  smaller 
dimensions.  If  any  one  could  have  furnished  a  scien- 
tific description  of  the  insect,  it  might  have  been  pro- 
bebly  arrested  in  its  depredations,  and  if  not,  there 
would  have  been  some  consolation  to  men,  could  they 
have  pointed  it  out  to  the  indignation  and  scorn  of  the 
world. 

We  certainly  receive  many  serious  injuries  at  the 
hands  of  the  insect  race.  But  they  are  not  wholly  un- 
provoked; nor  can  it  be  denied,  that  if  they  torment 
as,  we  also  torment  them.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  the 
time  will  come  when  we  shall  be  able  to  deal  with  them 
as  with  larger  animals,  exterminating  those  which 
cannot  be  employed  in  the  service  of  man.  At  present, 
however,  their  ingenuity,  their  perseverance,  and  their 
numbers  render  it  hopeless  for  man  to  make  any 
general  crusade  against  them.  But  we  have  little  to 
complain  of,  compared  with  the  inhabitants  of  warmer 
chmates.  Dr.  Clark  tells  as  that  in  the  Crimea  he 
found  the  moschetoes  so  venomous  that  in  spite  of 
gloves,  and  every  other  defence,  he  was  one  entire 
wound.  In  a  sultry  night  he  sought  shelter  in  his  car- 
riage ;  they  found  him  there,  and  when  he  attempted 
to  light  a  candle,  they  extinguished  it  by  their  num- 
bers). 

In  South  America  there  are  countless  varieties;  some 
pursue  their  labors  by  day,  and  others  by  night;  they 
form  different  strata  in  the  air,  and  new  detachments 
relieve  guard  as  fast  as  the  former  are  exhausted. 
Humboldt  tells  us  that  near  Rio  Unare,  the  wretched 
inhabitants  bury  themselves  in  the  sand,  all  excepting 
the  head,  in  order  to  sleep ;  we  should  think  that  in 
such  a  condition  they  would  be  sorely  tempted  to 
make  no  exception.  Even  this  is  not  so  great  an  evil 
as  the  destruction  made  by  the  white  ants  among 
papers  of  all  descriptions.  The  same  authority  men- 
tions that  their  are  no  documents  of  any  antiquity 
spared  by  this  destroyer;  it  invades  the  tenure  of  pro- 
perty, the  duration  of  literature,  the  record  of  history, 
and  all  the  means  of  existence  and  improvement  by 
which  civil  society  is  held  together.  It  is  melancholy 
enough  to  see  gardens,  fields  and  forests  sinking  into 


dust ;  but  we  must  confess  that  this  last  calamity  quite 
exceeds  all  others. 

The  animals  in  our  service  suffer  more  from  the  in- 
sects than  ourselves,  and  nothing  effectual  can  be  done 
to  prevent  it.  After  the  horse  has  been  irritated  almost 
to  madness  by  the  fly,  the  (Utbanus)  horse-fly  comes  to 
bleed  him,  as  if  to  prevent  the  effects  of  his  poison. 
This  service  is  rendered  the  horse  solely  against  his 
will;  but  he  fears  nothing  so  much  as  the  horse-bee; 
the  animal  is  violently  agitated,  when  one  of  these  is 
near  him :  if  he  be  in  the  pasture,  he  gallops  away  to 
the  water,  where  his  persecutor  dare  not  follow  him ; 
every  rider  knows  what  a  desperate  enemy  he  has  In 
the  forest-fly,  a  creature  difficult  to  kill,  though  it  holds 
life  in  so  light  an  esteem,  that  it  prefers  death  to  quit- 
ting his  hold.  An  insect  similar  to  the  horse-bee  takes 
the  ox  under  his  special  keeping,  piercing  with  an  au- 
gur of  very  curious  construction. 

But  it  is  needless  to  mention  particulars  of  this  kind  ; 
it  is  enough  to  say  that  there  is  no  domestic  beast  or 
fowl  which  is  not  tormented  by  some  kind  of  insect, 
and  generally  more  than  one.  The  abode  of  pigeons 
is  always  haunted  by  that  ominous  bug,  which  is  such 
an  enemy  to  the  rest  of  man.  But  among  those  vari- 
ous injuries  offered  to  man,  and  the  animals  under  his 
protection — to  whom  bis  protection  in  this  instance) 
does  but  little  good— there  are  some  examples  on  the 
part  of  insects  which  deserve  to  be  mentioned,  as 
equally  gratifying  and  unexpected.  The  insect  which 
lays  its  eggs  in  peas,  deposits  them  so  that  the  grub 
may  feed  upon  them  after  it  ripens;  the  grub  feeds 
accordingly,  but  show  so  much  discretion  in  its  opera- 
tion as  not  to  injure  the  germ,  even  when  it  eats  the 
pea  to  a  shell.  The  catterpillars  also,  which  eat  the 
leaves  of  the  trees,  spare  the  bud,  so  that  its  growth  is 
not  seriously  injured.  It  may  be  well  to  mention, 
with  respect  to  the  former  insect,  (hat  its  presence  is 
not  always  seen  in  the  peas  which  it  inhabits,  so  that 
those  who  eat  dried  peas,  which  are  not  split,  may  be 
gratified  to  learn  that  they  secure  a  large  portion  of 
animal,  when  they  paid  only  for  vegetable  food. 

There  are  some  valetudinarian  bugs,  which  consume 
large  quantities  of  drugs  and  medicines,  though  so  fyt 
as  we  can  learn,  their  custom  is  little  in  request  by  the 
apothecaries.  The  rinodtndrum  pitssiltum  takes  rhu- 
barb ;  there  is  a  kind  of  beetle  which  eats  musk,  and 
the  white  ants  are  well  known  to  be  in  the  bad  habit 
of  chewing  opium.  Some  are  fond  of  dress.  The 
clothes-moth  is  so  retired  in  its  habits,  that  we  know 
little  concerning  it,  except  that  it  eats  our  clothes  in 
summer.  The  tapetzellu  feeds  on  the  linings  of  car- 
riages ;  the  ptllumeUa  chooses  furs,  and  shaves  them 
clean ;  the  meUorulla  eats  wax,  and  in  seasons  of  scar* 
city  submits  to  eat  leather  or  paper.  There  are  hund- 
reds which  live  on  wood;  one  of  which  a  etrambyz% 
after  eating  through  the  wooden  roof,  forced  his  way 
through  the  lead.  Some  have  a  literary  turn.  The  / 
crambua  pinguinalia,  like  some  literary  gentlemen,  re- 
gards books  only  with  an  eye  to  the  binding.  Another 
called  the  learned  mite,  acacus  trnditxu  eats  the  paste 
that  fastens  the  paper  over  the  edges  of  the  binding. 
Another,  whose  name  we  have  never  learned,  gets  be- 
ween  the  leaves  and  devours  them ;  while  the  anctnun^ 
an  industrious  little  beetle  determined  to  make  him- 
self throughly  acquainted  with  the  contents  of  the 
work,  goes  quietly  from  the  beginning  to  the  end.  We 
are  told  that  one  of  them  in  a  public  library  in  France, 
went  through  twenty-seven  volumes  in  a  straight  line, 
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so  that  on  passing  a  cord  through  the  whole  were  lifted 
at  once.  The  beetle  deserved  credit  for  this  remark- 
able exploit,  being  probably  the  only  living  creature 
who  had  ever  gone  through  the  book.— From  the  North 
American  Review. 


LOVE. 

And  what  is  love  1    Is  it  the  consciousness 

That  one  among  the  selfish  multitude 

Has  centered  all  her  hope  and  pride  in  thee : 

A  hope,  that  thou  wilt  mount  the  peak  of  fame 

With  Glory's  sunlight  on  thy  manly  brow, 

And  pride,  that  thy  high  blood  has  some  time  flowed 

In  veins  of  kings,  and  filled  the  warrior's  heart 

Whose  stalwart  arm  cut  through  the  hostile  rank 

As  through  the  forest  sweeps  the  hurricane  1 

Ah  no !  such  love  is  like  the  reverence 

Of  servile  crowds  who  bow  when  great  men  pass, 

And  shout  as  if  they  overflowed  with  joy, 

Yet  love  not— nay !  perchance  despise  the  heart 

Of  him  whose  dignities  so  dazzle  them. 

Such  love,  when  thou  art  deck'd  with  laurel  wreath, 

And  many  tongues  are  sounding  forth  thy  praise, 

Will  smile  upon  thee  with  its  soulful  eyes, 

And  cling  with  admiration  to  thy  side, 

And  worship  thee,  and  flatter,  and  adore; 

But  when  the  laurel  withers,  and  its  leaves 

Hang  dead  and  sapless  on  thy  sallow  brow, 

And  men  no  longer  welcome  thee  with  shouts, 

But  scorn  and  falsehood  from  their  slimy  holes 

Creep  forth  to  hiss  at  thee ;  and  when  thy  heart 

In  the  dark  chamel  of  thy  breast  doth  lie, 

Cheerless  and  cold,  but  conscious  still  of  life, 

Oh !  then  how  poor  and  mean  this  pride-born  love ! 

How  powerless  to  heal  thy  wounded  heart,  and  fill 

The  great  void  in  thy  soul !  for  'tis  not  born 

Of  sympathy !    Around  thy  strength  it  clings 

Like  vines  aspiring  'round  the  sturdy  oak. 

They  glow  in  the  same  sun,  in  the  same  rain 

Are  watered,  are  swayed  by  the  same  blast, 

And  like  sad  dreamers  'neath  the  quiet  moon, 

Shed  dewy  tears  together.    But  the  oak 

Is  rent  by  fire,  and  its  great  heart  is  pierced ; 

The  vine  still  clings  around  it,  and  doth  grow 

All  fresh  and  green  above  the  ruined  trunk, 

But  gives  no  sap  nor  Itfe  to  it  again. 

The  very  freshness  of  the  creeping  thing 

That  seemed  a  beauty  and  an  ornament 

When  the  firm  oak  stood  rocking  in  the  breeze, 

But  serves  to  make  the  ruin  still  more  sad, 

And  cannot  heal  the  thunder-riven  tree.  l— i. 

For  the  Rover— Cambridge,  Mass.,  Aug.,  1844. 

Our  correspondent  above  has  told  us  what  love  is 
not.    Why  not  tell  us  now  what  love  is?— ed. 


Mori  Stbambhs  on  the  Hudson.— The  Albany  Mi- 
eroecope  says,  "  Old  Rip  Van  Winkle"  has  waked  up 
at  last,  and  brushed  the  cob-webbs  of  lethargy,  stupi- 
dity, and  tardiness  from  his  garments.  There  is  no  mis- 
take about  a  company  being  organized  in  this  city, 
with  a  capital  of  THREE  HUNDRED  THOUSAND 
DOLLARS,  to  establish  a  regular  line  of  steamboats 
on  the  Hudson.  They  have  already  contracted  for  the 
•onstruction  of  two  boats  of  the  largest  class,  to  be 
wady  for  the  opening  of  navigation  next  season.  So, 
brether  Trojans,  old  Rip  is  "ii  after  you,"  you  see. 


WASHINGTON. 

The  character  of  "  the  man  who  scarcely  confer- 
red greater  benefits  on  his  country  by  bis  actions 
than  posterity  will  derive  from  his  example,"  can- 
not be  too  familiar  to  my  young  countrymen,  as  k 
still  presents,  and  will  through  all  time  present,  the 
true  model  and  ideal  of  "  a  Native  American."    We 
are  no  cosmopolites.    We  have  no  part  nor  lot  in  that 
sentimental-philosophizing  spirit  which  preaches  the 
doing  away  with  national  distinctions,  and  merging 
the  genial  feellng^of  kindred,  home  and  country  in  a 
cool  and  speculative  regard  for  the  human  family  at 
large.    We  believe  that  with  all  the  prejudices  anddis- 
agreeableness  of  character  and  manners  which  it  hat 
entailed  upon  the  peculiar  people  from   whom  we 
derive  our  origin,  their  strong  and  exclusive  nationali- 
ty is  at  once  the  parent  and  the  guardian  of  so  much 
that  is  great  and  good  in  the  English— the  ever  salient 
source  of  their  national  energy,  the  shield  and  muni- 
ment of  their  national  integrity;  in  a  word,  the  agent 
that  has  carried  their  proud  island  to  her  present  pitch 
of  glory.    A  nd  when  they  tell  us  it  displays  only  a  nar- 
row and  vindictive  spirit  to  recall  the  horrors  of  the 
Revolution,  the  burnings  and  massacres  among  the 
inoffensive  American  yoemonry,  or  the  loathsome  trials 
to  which  their  prison*  ships  condemned  those  who  were 
taken  in  arms  against  them ;  they  are  striking  at  the 
very  root  of  our  national  feelings  by  bidding  us  forget 
the  price  of  our  freedom— the  sacrifices  to  which  we 
owe  our  existence  as  a  people.    To  value  that  freedom, 
we  must  be  ever  mindful  what  it  cost ;  and  harsh  feel- 
ings must  mingle  with  nobler  ones  when  reading  of 
those  from  whom  it  was  wrung.    The  weak  gloss- 
ing over  of  their  crimes  is  a  manifold  injustice  to 
the  dead.    But  in  reviewing  the  times  when  those 
crimes  were  perpetrated,  and  according  the  full  mea- 
sure of  indignation  which  they  should  call  forth  in 
every  patriotic  bosom,  it  by  no  means  follows  that  a 
feeling  of  hereditary  hostility  must  exist  to  their  de- 
scendants.   An  inheritance  of  hatred  was  never  be- 
queathed to  us  by  our  fathers ;  and  if  it  had  been,  there 
is  no  reflecting  person  who,  in  the  present  condition 
of  the  world,  would  claim  the  heritage.    The  living 
generation  is  no  longer  bound  to  espouse  the  animosi- 
ties  of  that  which  preceded  it.    Men  stand  and  fall  la 
our  day  by  theirown  deeds ;  but  no  revolution  of  feetmg 
and  taste  can  alter  the  relative  position  of  parties  whose 
acts,  whether  of  good  or  evil,  have  now  passed  to  the 
page  of  history. 

To  estimate  the  value  of  our  liberties  must  be  the 
first  lesson  in  every  book,  however,  which  treats  of 
the  men  of  those  trying  times.  The  second  is  hardly 
less  important,  and  can  be  taught  in  no  work  so  effec- 
tually as  in  one  which  commemorates  the  character 
and  services  of  Washington.  It  is  the  example  of  high 
purpose,  disinterested  patriotism— honor— bright  hon- 
or—such as  the  poet  and  novelist  have  ascribed  to  the 
dazzling  heroes,  the  chivalric  hosts  of  fictitious  story, 
and  self-sustainment  such  as  bard  and  romancer  never 
dreampt  of  till  the  annals  of  republican  America  show- 
ed that  devotion  to  a  principle  was  as  ennobling  a  mo- 
tive of  action  as  loyalty  to  a  prince.  It  is  this  last 
quality,  this  all-glorious  self-sustainment  which  gives 
its  godlike  halo  to  the  character  of  Washington.  The 
successful  leader  of  party  may  kindle  our  enthusiasm 
in  classic  literature— the  upholder  of  ancestral  aristo- 
cracy stir  our  blood  in  feudal  story— wa  are  dazzled  by 
the  Roman  devotion  of  the  one  to  the  tenets  of  his  po? 
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Htical  school,  and  fired  by  the  knightly  loyalty  of  the 
other  to  the  prescriptive  rights  of  his  order;  but  each 
Is,  after  all,  nothing  but  the  creature  of  circumstance 
—a  being  that  takes  his  form  and  pressure  from  the 
opinions  or  the  prejudices  around  him— a  man,  the 
breath  of  whose  nostrils  is  the  atmosphere  that  up- 
holds him.  Washington,  however,  lived  in  an  atmos- 
phere of  his  own ;  his  free  thoughts  were  generated  in 
his  own  bosom,  and  the  elements  which  sustained  his 
soul  were  born  and  nursed  into  power  within  itself. 
Napoleon  even,  as  compared  to  him,  was  but  a  skillful 
mechanic  that  works  with  the  tools  provided  to  his 
hand ;  a  builder  that  carried  his  art  perhaps  beyond 
Ms  age,  but  was,  in  the  end,  compelled  to  strengthen 
the  fabric  he  had  reared  by  materials  drawn  from  the 
ruins  around  him ;  a  patcher  up  of  greatness,  who, 
when  he  had  reared  the  edifice  of  empire  upon  the 
popular  will,  had  the  meanness  to  resort  to  the  trum- 
pery of  past  ages  to  furnish  the  frieze  and  capitals  of 
Ids  mongrel  structure ;  a  climber  that  raised  himself 
nobly  indeed  above  the  heads  of  others,  but  stooped  to 
lean  upon  their  shoulders  the  moment  he  had  attained 
the  highest  rung  of  the  ladder.  But  Washington  stood 
alone ;  not  only  among  men,  but  among  the  nations. 
He  grafted  himself  upon  no  nurturing  stock,  but  flour- 
ished from  his  own  inherent  vigor.  He  did  not  attempt 
to  "  make  might  right,"  but  right  itself  was  the  vivify- 
ing principle  which  gave  him  might ;  and  the  moral 
grandeur  of  his  character  places  him  so  far  above 
earth's  proudest  conquerors,  that  in  their  loftiest  vi- 
sions of  greatness  they  probably  never  conceived  of 
glory  like  his.  And  yet  the  humble  and  the  lowly- 
hearted  are  not  the  less  able  to  appreciate  it  on  that  ac- 
count Unlike  its  vulgar  counterfeit,  the  greatness 
that  springs  from  virtue  shines  like  Religion  herself 
upon  the  soul,  and  sheds  its  cheering  rays  like  hers, 
as  benignantly  and  as  fully  into  the  most  simple  mind 
as  into  the  understanding  that  is  most  richly  cultiva- 
ted. We  eschew  all  man-worship,  even  of  the  mighty 
dead ;  but  we  think  it  well  for  our  race  that  there  have 
been  some  great  characters,  who  were  as  good  as  they 
were  great,  whose  souls  were  moulded  with  every  li- 
neament in  just  proportion ;  the  perfect  fabric  of  whose 
fame  stands  like  some  Doric  temple,  in  severe  and 
simple  majesty,  amid  the  more  dazzling  structures 
which  Time  may  rear  around  them— monuments  of 
what  great  minds  have  been,  models  of  what  aspiring 
minds  may  yet  become.  Their  memory  is  a  watch- 
tower  on  the  Sea  of  Change,  to  guide  the  bark  of  hu- 
man hope,  and  bid  it  never  despair  of  the  best  interests 
«f  mankind.— C.  F.  Hoffman. 


Chbistian  Missions— Opinion  in  Fsance. — The 
Geographical  Society  of  Paris  includes  among  its 
members  many  of  the  savant  of  France,  as  well  as  all 
the  most  distinguished  travelers  and  voyagers.  It 
holds  two  public  meetings  annually,  at  which  very  in- 
teresting reports  and  narratives  are  read  by  members 
and  travelers,  and  speeches  are  delivered  by  distin- 
guished men  previously  invited.  Some  time  since,  at 
a  semi-annnual  meeting  of  this  society  at  the  Hotel 
de  Ville,  M.  Guizot,  Prime  Minister  of  the  King,  on 
taking  the  chair,  in  the  course  of  an  eloquent  address 
of  half  an  hour,  took  occasion  to  utter  the  warmest 
sentiments  of  gratitude  and  respect  for  the  labors  of 
modem  Missionaries  of  the  Gospel ;  and  expressed 
the  conviction  that  if  ever  the  world  should  be  tho- 


roughly explored,  more  of  the  work  would  be  done 
through  the  enterprize  of  these  learned,  devoted,  self- 
denying  pioneers,  of  Heaven's  sending,  than  by  all 
others.  On  this  ground,  as  well  as  for  reasons  more 
immediately  bearing  on  the  high  interests  of  man,  he 
maintained  that  Christian  Missions  ought  to  find  a 
friend  and  advocate  in  every  lover  of  science.  These 
incidents  may  interest  some,  even,  who  can  see  no 
grandeur  in  an  enterprize  of  the  age,  which,  in  its  re- 
sults, looks  infinitely  beyond  the  bounds  of  earth.  It 
Is  a  striking  historical  fact,  that  such  sentiments  should 
now  be  uttered  by  a  Prime  Minister,  in  that  same  Ho- 
tel de  Ville,  which,  fifty  years  ago,  was  the  rallying 
point  of  the  Robespierres  and  the  Jacobins  who  labor- 
ed so  zealously  for  the  subversion  of  Christianity  in 
France,  and  who  blasphemously  exulted  in  the  antici- 
pation of  shortly  blotting  the  name  and  records  of  its 
Founder,  the  despised  Nazarine,  from  the  earth ! 
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An  amusing  writer  in  a  late  number  of  Chamber's 
Edinburgh  Journal,  has  given  some  interesting  back- 
wood  sketches,  as  reminiscences  of  a  residence  in 
America,  and  of  recollections  of  the  Irish  emigrants 
in  the  young  Republic  of  Texas.  Among  other  nar- 
ratives, is  the  following  account  of  a  wedding,  at 
which  the  writer  was  present  in  the  year  1842,  the 
family  of  which  he  writes  being  resident  on  one  of 
the  tributaries  which  pour  their  waters  into  (Salves- 
ton  Bay.  The  bride  was  a  wild  Irish  girl  originally, 
and  the  bridegroom  a  thriving  Yankee.— Sat.  Em- 
porium. 

After  sixteen  miles'  journey  down  a  river  by  moon- 
light, and,  as  many  more  across  the  rough  and  sea- like 
bay  of  Galveston,  enlivened  by  merry,  jocund  talk  all 
the  way,  we  arrived  about  dawn  at  the  new  settlement 
of  the  Rock  family.  It  was  a  large  deserted  bam  or 
warehouse  near  Clare  Creek.  The  family  were  already 
up  and  6tirring,  and  engaged  in  active  preparation  for 
the  important  ceremony ;  and,  to  my  surprize,  the  sup- 
ply of  eatable  and  drinkables  was  both  varied  and  great ; 
all,  however,  being  presents  from  the  bridegroom,  one 
Luke,  a  wealthy  land  owner,  for  Texas,  in  possession 
of  much  cleared  ground,  and  many  hundred  head  of 
cattle.  It  may  be  matter  of  surprize  that  a  man  well 
to  do  in  the  world  should  have  chosen  a  bride  so  every 
way  rude  and  uneducated :  but  in  Texas  women  are 
scarce,  and  then  the  lover  might  have  looked  far  before 
he  could  have  found  a  more  cheerful  and  good  natured 
companion,  more  willing  to  learn,  more  likely  to  be 
loving,  faithful,  and  true,  than  Betsy  Rock.  The 
blushing  bride  received  me  in  a  cotton  gown,  shoes 
and  stockings,  and  other  articles  of  civilized  clothing 
previously  unknown  to  her,  and  in  which  she  felt  suf- 
ficiently awkward.  But  Luke  had  sent  them,  and 
Betsy  wished  to  appear  somebody  on  her  wedding  day. 
About  eight  o'clock  the  visitors  began  to  arrive. 
First  came  a  boat  full  of  men  and  women  from  Gal- 
veston, bringing  with  them  a  negro  fiddler,  without 
whom  little  could  have  been  done.  Then  came  Dr. 
Worcester  and  his  lady,  from  St.  Leon,  in  a  canoe ; 
after  them  Col.  Brown,  from  Anahuac, in  his  dug-out; 
and,  about  nine,  the  bridegroom  and  four  male  and  an 
equal  number  of  female  companions  on  horseback,  the 
ladies  riding  either  before  or  behind  the  gentlemen  on 
pillions.  Ere  ten,  there  were  thirty  odd  persons  as- 
sembled, when  a  most  substantial  breakfast  was  Mt 
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down  to,  chiefly  consisting  of  game,  though  pork,  beef, 
coffee,  and,  rarer  still,  bread,  proved  that  Luke  had  had 
a  hand  in  it.  This  meal  over,  the  boat  in  which  the 
party  from  Galveston  had  come  up,  and  which  was  an 
open  craft  for  failing  or  pulling,  was  put  in  requisition  to 
convey  the  bride  and  bridegroom  to  the  nearest  magis- 
trate, there  to  plight  their  troth.  The  distance  to  be 
tub  was  six  miles  with  a  fair  wind  going,  but  dead 
against  us  on  our  return.  The  party  consisted  of 
Luke,  who  was  a  young  man  of  powerful  frame,  but 
rather  unpleasant  features;  the  bride  and  bride's  maid, 
(Mary  Rock  officiating  in  that  capacity)  papa  of  course, 
myself  as  captain,  and  eight  men  to  pull  us  back.  The 
breeze  was  fresh,  the  craft  a  smart  sailer,  the  canvas 
was  rap  full,  and  all  therefore  being  in  our  favor,  we 
reached  West  Point,  the  residence  of  Mr.  Parr,  the 
magistrate,  in  less  than  an  hour.  We  found  our  Texan 
Solon  about  to  start  in  chase  of  a  herd  of  deer,  just 
reported  by  his  son  as  visible,  and  being  in  a  hurry, 
the  necessary  formalities  were  gone  through,  the  fee 
paid,  and  the  usual  document  in  the  possession  of  the 
husband  in  ten  minutes.  The  eye  of  the  old  squatter 
was  moistened  as  he  gave  his  child  away ;  some  na- 
tural tears  she  shed,  but  dried  them  soon ;  and  presently 
everybody  was  as  merry  as  ever. 

No  sooner  were  the  formalities  concluded  than  we 
returned  to  the  boat,  and  to  our  great  delight  found 
that,  close-hauled,  we  could  almost  make  the  desired 
spot  The  wind  had  shifted  a  point,  and  ere  ten  min- 
utes we  were  again  clean  full,  the  tide  with  us,  and  the 
boat  walking  the  waters  at  a  noble  rate.  All  looked 
upon  this  as  a  good  omen,  and  were  proportionably 
merrier.  About  one  o'clock  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Charles 
Luke  were  presented  by  old  Rock,  to  the  assembled 
company  at  the  barn ;  and,  after  an  embrace  from  her 
mother,  the  bride  led  the  way,  accompanied  by  her  lord 
and  master,  to  the  dinner  table.  The  woods,  prairies, 
and  waters,  as  well  as  the  Galveston  market,  had  all 
liberally  contributed  their  share  of  provender.  Wild 
turkeys,  ducks,  geese,  haunches  of  vension,  were  dis- 
played, besides  roast  beef,  pork,  red-fish,  Irish  and 
sweet  potatoes,  pumpkins  and  apple  pie,  and  an  abun- 
dant supply  of  whisky,  brandy,  and  hollands,  without 
which  nfdc  in  Texas  is  nothing  thought  of.  An  hour 
was  consumed  in  eating  and  drinking,  when  Sambo 
was  summoned  to  take  his  share  in  the  day's  proceed- 
ings. Tables,  such  as  they  were,  were  cleared  away, 
the  floor  swept,  and  partners  chosen,  and,  despite  the 
remonstrance  of  one  of  the  faculty  present,  Dr.  Wor- 
cester, against  dancing  so  shortly  after  a  heavy  meal, 
all  present,  the  dissentient  included,  began  to  foot  it 
most  nimbly.  Never  was  there  seen  such  dancing 
since  the  world  began,  never  such  laughing,  such 
screaming,  such  fiddling.  Every  one  took  off  shoes 
and  stockings.  I  was  compelled  to  do  so,  to  save  the 
toes  of  my  especial  partner,  and  to  the  rapid  music  of 
the  old  negro,  reels  and  country  dances  were  rattled 
off  at  a  most  surprizing  rate.  All  talked,  and  joked, 
and  laughed,  such  couples  as  were  tired  retired  retreat- 
ing to  seek  refreshment ;  but  the  dancing  never  ceased, 
except  at  rare  intervals,  when  Sambo  gave  in  from 
sheer  fatigue  and  thirst.  Such  was  the  state  of  things 
until  about  nine  o'clock,  when  a  sudden  diminution  in 
our  number  was  noticed  by  all  present.  The  bride  and 
bridegroom  were  missed,  as  well  as  the  four  couples 
who  accompanied  Luke.  Rushing  into  the  open  air, 
we  descried  the  husband  and  Wife  on  their  fine  black 
bene,  galloping  beneath  the  pale  moon  across  the  prai- 


rie, escorted  by  their  friends.  A  loud  shout  was  given 
them,  and  those  who  remained,  returned  to  the  bouse 
to  renew  the  dancing,  which  was  kept  up  until  a  late 
hour.  It  was  four  days  after  my  departure  ere  1  re- 
gained my  companions  at  Todville. 

Such  was  the  wedding  of  one  of  those  hardy  pio- 
neers, of  civilization,  whose  descendants  may  yet  be 
members  of  a  great  and  powerful  nation. 

A  FREE  COUNTRY. 
"  Thy  spirit,  Independence,  let  me  share." 

An  odd  scene,  or  rather  a  series  of  scenes  took  place, 
not  long  since,  on  board  of  one  of  our  Mississippi  boats. 
A  son  of  Erin,  intoxicated  by  the  draughts  of  freedom, 
or  something  even  more  exhilerating,  was  disturbing 
the  lower  deck  by  the  most  outrageous  cries  and  ex- 
travagancies—in fact,  the  poor  wretch  was  in  the  rail 
delirium  of  mainia  a  potu,  and  his  one,  intense,  absorb- 
ing thought  was  the  phrenzied  triumph  of  being  in  a 
free  country. 

"A  free  country  1  I'm  in  a  free  country  !"  and  off 
he  ran  forward,  clearing  the  shaft  at  a  jump  upsetting 
an  engineer,  and  nearly  knocking  a  deck-hand  over- 
board, until  the  mate  and  a  stick  of  wood  brought  him 
down,  just  forward  of  the  boilers.  Half  a  doxen  of  the 
hands  immediately  pinned  him  where  he  lay,  from 
under  the  mass  of  whom  he  still  bawled  out  his  satis- 
faction at  being  in  a  free  country. 

Apparently  pacified  he  was  soon  released,  when  off 
he  went,  again,  along  the  other  side  of  the  engine,  and 
again  clearing  the  shaft,  he  sprang  into  one  of  the  lop- 
most  "  bunks"  of  the  deck  passengers,  at  the  stern. 
Here  his  ecstacies  became,  if  possible,  more  violent 
than  ever. 

"  Hurrah  for  the  free  country  I  Oh,  Dan  O'Connell, 
I'll  be  a  President  yet!  hurrah!  whoop!" 

With  this  he  began  to  discharge,  at  the  heads  of  the 
crowd  beneath  him,  sundry  articles  of  kitchen  furni- 
ture, which  some  poor  emigrant  had  stowed  away  in 
the  spot  now  occupied  by  the  madman. 

"  Bad  scran' t  ye's !  aint  it  a  free  country  you're  in  1 
Whoop !— dance,  ye  divils !  Hurrah  for  ould  Undo 
Sam!" 

He  was  dislodged  with  much  difficulty,  when,  again 
escaping,  he  made  a  dive  into  one  end  of  the  case  of 
pit  in  which  the  fly  wheel  revolves.  There  was  barely 
room  for  him  to  get  in ;  the  wheel  was  whirling  with 
rapidity  of  lightning,  and  now  a  general  shudder  per- 
vaded the  crowd.  It  was  evident,  however,  that  the 
poor  wretch  had  not  injured  himself  vitally,  as  he  was 
rejoicing  below  in  his  freedom  as  loudly  as  ever.  The 
engine  was  stopped,  and  after  incredible  exertion,  the 
fellow  was  dragged  out,  taken  forward  and  tied  securely 
to  the  windlass— a  most  pitiable  object,  his  clothes 
rent  to  tatters  and  his  skin  begrimmed  with  mud  and 
filth ;  still  his  exultation  continued,  and,  in  spite  of  his 
wretched  state,  it  was  impossible  to  restrain  a  laugh. 

"Isn't  it  free  I  am,  ye  blackguards!  Look  at  me 
here,  like  a  bird  in  the  tree !  Hurrah  for  the  land  of 
freedom !    Whoop !" 

His  exclamations  were  suddenly'checked  by  sucese- 
sive  buckets  of  water;  but  only  for  a  moment— all 
was  in  vain ;  his  strength  and  his  lungs  seemed  to  be 
inexhaustible.  The  boat  was  just  hauling  into  her 
ports,  and  the  poor  creature  was  absolutely,  after  being 
secured  by  a  rope,  soused  overboard,  and  drawn  along 
by  the  side  of  the  vessel j  but  he  swam  like  a  fish  and 
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sang  out  like  a  river  god — nothing  for  a  moment  damp- 
ing satisfaction  at  the  freedom  of  his  condition. 

The  last  we  saw  of  him  was  on  our  return  to  the 
boat,  after  a  short  run  on  shore ;  he  was  going  up  the 
street,  in  custody  of  two  constable,  as  ardent  in  his  en- 
thusiasm as  ever,  shouting  "Hurrah  to  the  free  coun- 
try !"—#.  Louis  Reveille. 

Tire  Ossified  Man  op  Dublin.— A  writer  in  the 
Christian  Advocate,  under  the  head  of  "Transatlantic 
Recollections,"  speaking  of  the  Museum  at  Dublin, 
remarks:— "What  calls  and  rivets  the  attention  of 
every  visitor,  whether  scientific  or  otherwise,  is  the 
celebrated  skeleton  of  an  ossified  man.  It  is  said  to 
be  the  only  instance  of  entire  ossification  ever  known. 
It  is  the  skeleton  of  a  young  man,  named  Clark,  who 
was  of  large  frame  and  strong  and  healty  constitution. 
Falling  asleep  in  the  open  air,  during  a  state  of  per- 
spiration, he  caught  a  severe  cold,  at  which  time,  it  is 
supposed,  ossification  commenced,  and  contined  to 
progress  for  many  years  by  slow  degrees,  till  finally  he 
was  bone,  except  the  skin,  eyes,  and  entrails.  For  a 
length  of  time  before  death,  his  joints  grew  together  so 
that  he  could  not  move;  and  thus  did  death  in  this 
horrible  and  terrific  form  creep  over  him  by  slow  de- 
crees, until  at  length  his  sight  departed,  his  tongue 
became  stiff  and  useless,  his  teeth  grew  together  in 
one  solid  mass  of  bone,  so  that  to  prolong  his  misera- 
ble existence,  an  aperture  had  been  broken,  through 
which  to  pour  nutriment." 

THE  WESTERN  FLOOD8. 

Nbvsb,  since  the  commencement  of  the  settlements 
in  the  great  valley  of  the  Mississippi,  have  the  floods 
been  so  high  and  the  destruction  of  life  and  property 
through  that  section  of  the  country  so  great,  as  they 
have  been  the  present  season.  The  immediate  loss 
of  property,  according  to  estimates  we  have  seen, 
cannot  fall  short  of  twenty  millions  of  dollars;  and 
the  ultimate  loss,  by  damage  to  the  lands,  <fcc,  pro- 

•  bably  will  be  more  than  double  that  amount.  The 
number  of  lives  already  lost  cannot  be  known,  and 
probably  never  will  be  correctly  ascertained.  It  is 
hoped  the  number,  however,  is  not  great ;  but  fearful 
apprehensions  are  entertained  that  the  extensive 
overflowings  of  the  lands  will  be  followed  by  a  very 
sickly  season.  The  following  very  interesting  arti- 
cle on  this  subject  is  furnished  by  a  correspondent  of 
the  New  World  newspaper,  writing  from  Missouri. 

LITB  IN  THE  WX8T. — THE  MISSISSIPPI  FLOOD. 

Benton,  Mo  ,  July  1 1. 
Mb.  Editob— You  who  live  in  a  land  where  winter 
wears  its  direst  investiture,  have  hardly  any  concep- 
tion of  the  winter  and  summer  we  have  had  here  in 
South  Missouri.  Though  the  difference  in  latitude  is 
so  small,  yet  the  difference  of  climate  is  extraordinary. 
Little  frost,  little  cold,  little  snow,  and  a  great  supera- 
bundance of  sunshine,  maybe  chronicled  in  the  mete- 
orology of  January  and  February.  Such  a  Christmas 
day  as  we  have  had  here  would  gladden  the  hearts  of 
the  New  Yorkers  in  May.  March  was  a  medium 
month,  in  which  rain  and  sunshine  combated  for  rival- 
ry. But  since  that  time,  we  have  had  nothing  but  de- 
luges of  rain,  more  like  cataracts  than  anything  else, 
and  whose  effects  on  the  soil  have  been  awfully  start 


and  new  water  courses  were  formed  in  rapid  succes- 
sion. The  labor  of  replanting  corn  commenced,  and 
all  hands,  young  and  old,  were  occupied  in  remedying 
the  ravages  of  the  torrent.  But  the  rains  continued  in 
an  unprecedented  manner,  and  replanting  has  been, 
we  may  fairly  say,  often  resorted  to. 

The  consequence  of  these  heavy  rains,  which  have 
extended  far  to  the  west,  has  been  an  awful  and  un- 
precedented rise  in  the  Missouri  and  Mississippi— a 
rise  unequalled  in  the  memory  of  the  oldest  settler— a 
risew  hich  has  exceeded,  by  three  feet  at  St.  Louis,  the 
great  rise  of  1785. 

There  have,  in  fact,  been  two  rises.    The  first  to- 
ward the  end  of  May,  which  was  attended  with  a  suffi- 
cient amount  of  calamity.    A  fall  succeeded  this  first 
rise,  and  though  the  river  was  still  at  a  remarkable 
height,  yet  the  people  imagined  that  it  was  only  re- 
tiring to  its  bed.    But  reports  from  above,  always  ex- 
aggerated, announced  a  general  rise  in  the  tributaries 
of  the  Missouri,  and  that  the  Kansas  was  coming  out 
twenty  feet  head  water.    There  was,  indeed,  a  fearful 
rush  from  that  river  into  the  Missouri,  and  the  latter 
was  partially  driven  out  of  its  regular  channel.    The 
bottom  lands  were  suddenly  inundated,  and  furniture 
was  taken  out  of  the  garret  windows  of  Madame  Chou- 
teau's house,  about  the  best  on  the  river  above  St. 
Louis.    The  mail-boat  was  hailed  to  the  rescue  from 
both  sides,  and  spent  a  whole  day  in  relieving  the  suf- 
ferers below  the  mouth  of  the  Kansas.    Corn,  which 
flourishes  so  much  on  the  river  bottoms,  has  been  de- 
stroyed to  an  immense  amount.    The  Missouri  rose 
rapidly  at  St.  Louis,  and  there  and  below  found  ex- 
panse for  its  enlargement.    The  great  national  road 
crosses  here  from  Illinois,  and  the  eastern  mail  travels 
that  route,  by  which  mail  almost  the  whole  state  is 
supplied  with  letters  and  news.    This  mail  has  been 
much  disordered :  in  fact,  were  it  not  for  the  timber, 
many  parts  of  the  Missouri  would  look  like  an  im- 
mense lake.    The  ferry  boats  at  St.  Louis  have  landed 
their  passengers  at  the  bluffs,  nine  or  ten  miles  from 
the  city.    Illinoistown  has  suffered  fearfully,  and  so 
has  Brooklyn.    The  inhabitants  were  loth  to  believe 
that  the  river  would  go  beyond  the  usual  mark,  and 
were  rescued  from  their  upper  and  garret  windows  by 
the  steamboat  sent  from  St.  Louis  for  that  purpose. 
The  river  below  St.  Louis  has  been  awfully  prolific  in 
devastation ;  but  perhaps  the  inhabitants  have  not  suf- 
fered so  much  as  above.    It  is  supposed  that  many 
lives  have  been  lost  in  that  quarter;  and  this  country 
is  not  like  the  east,  where  every  broken  limb  is  chroni- 
cled in  the  papers :  here,  many  awful  accidents  hap- 
pen—murders, fires,  robberies— but  they  never  find 
their  way  to  the  newspapers.    The  chief,  we  may  say 
the  only,  fuel  used  by  the  steamers  is  wood.    On  the 
Ohio  there  is  coal  in  any  quantity.    Therefore  it  is  a 
great  business  here,  that  of  the  wood-chopper,  and  five 
or  six  thousand  cords  of  wood  may  be  seen  at  one  land- 
ing ;  and  as  these  landings  are,  for  convenience  sake, 
close  to  the  river,  the  floods  have  taken  away  almost 
every  stick  for  many  miles.    In  some  places,  cord- 
wood,  drift-wood,  and  an  immense  amount  of  floating 
mbbish,  darkening  the  surface  of  the  water,  has  been 
laid  down  over  the  corn-bottoms,  ruining  the  crop  en- 
tirely, and  in  some  measure  ruining  the  soil;  for  the 
Missouri  brings  down  such  an  incredible  amount  of 
floating  mud,  which,  in  still  or  more  quiet  water,  will 
soon  settle,  that  the  drift-wood,  cord-wood,  and  other 


rubbish,  is  bedded  and  "mortared"  down  in  such  a 
manner  that  the  land  is  hardly  worth  the  cost  of  clean* 
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log  up,  and  the  cord-wood  recovered  from  it  is  unsalea- 
ble in  the  market. 

It  is  an  extraordinary  sight  to  witness  the  devasta- 
tion making  around  you.  The  breaking  away  of  the 
banks— the  perpetually  falling  timber— its  crashing, 
groaning,  and  even  howling,  are  remarkable.  At  night, 
the  sounds  seem  redoubled.  The  upper  ends  of  the 
islands  suffer  much,  and  one  hundred  yards  are  cut 
away  in  an  incredible  short  space  of  time.  Some  hun- 
dreds of  houses  must  have  come  down  from  above  ; 
many  of  them  not  wanting  furniture,  bedding,  kitchen 
utensils,  &c.  The  owners,  not  anticipating  such  a 
rise,  did  not  quit  them  till  too  late.  Thirty  or  forty 
miles  above  the  mouth  of  the  Ohio,  the  long  swamp 
takes  off  a  vast  amount  of  water,  which  in  some  mea- 
sure relieves  the  settlers  below.  This  swamp,  three  or 
four  miles  broad,  and  increasing  in  its  breadth,  has 
evidently,  from  its  water- worn  rock,  been  the  bed  of  a 
mighty  torrent  in  olden  time.  It  also  forms  the  boun- 
dary between  Cape  Guardien  county  and  Scott  coun- 
ty, between  which  counties,  at  present,  the  only  com- 
munication is  by  means  of  a  boat  through  the  dark 
vistas  of  cypress  and  other  swamp  timber.  The  deer 
are  driven  to  the  ridges,  and  now  become  an  easy  prey 
to  the  huntsman ;  the  bears  also  are  hurrying  from 
their  haunts,  and  wild-cats  in  abundance  are  stalking 
abroad.  There  is  no  lack  of  wolves  here  in  the  Spring, 
but  they  do  not  show  themselves  now  in  any  great 
force.  This  extraordinary  swamp  stretches  far  away 
south,  parallel  with  the  Hudson,  and  joins  the  Missis- 
sippi again  at  the  mouth  of  the  St  Francis.  It  is  an 
immense  and  gloomy  expanse  of  invaluable  land,  thick 
set  with  timber,  but  not  so  large  a  growth  as  that  on 
the  hills ;  it  has  its  rocky  islands,  and  its  oases,  which 
are  comparatively  dry  and  habitable.  It  is  a  great 
range  for  the  cattle,  before  the  river  rises  and  before 
musquitoes  make  their  appearance.  The  latter  reign 
undivided  in  their  sovereignty,  and  cloud  about  with- 
out any  compunction.  The  swamp  soil,  in  a  land  of 
high  prices  and  crowded  population  as  England,  would 
be  invaluable,  and  capital  would  be  largely  embarked 
in  rescuing  it  from  its  periodical  floodings. 

You  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  Cairo  is  secure  so  far. 
A  leott  has  been  constructed  within  the  last  fourteen 
months,  and  it  is  well  that  it  has  been  done,  for  this 
rise  would  have  driven  away  the  few  remaining  set- 
tlers, and  the  place  would  have  got  a  worse  name  than 
ever.  Had  this  remarkable  point  of  low  land  been  but 
a  natural  elevation  of  table  land,  like  Penducah,  flank- 
ed (not  like  Penducah)  with  indestructible  rock, 
such  as  has  resisted  and  turned  the  torrent  at  West 
Point  for  so  many  .centuries,  the  city,  which  would  ne- 
cessarily rise  on  the  spot,  would,  at  some  future  time, 
be  second  to  none  in  the  United  States.  Standing  at 
the  confluence  of  the  Mississippi  and  the  Ohio,  it  would 
become  a  point  of  union  between  the  East  and  the 
West.  As  it  is,  with  its  natural  disadvantages,  it  will 
force  its  way  in  spite  of  every  obstacle,  and,  like  New 
Orleans,  become  a  ciiy  in  spite  of  itself,  after  having 
ruined  multitudinous  speculators,  who  are  sanguine 
enough  (we  should  say  blind)  to  construct  public  works 
before  there  is  a  public.  However,  this  the  west  is  ra- 
pidly settling  up,  and  Missouri  is  doubling  its  popula- 
tion in  about  seven  and  a  half  years.  In  1830  it  had 
140,000  inhabitants,  and  in  1840,  383,000.  It  will  pro- 
bably amount  to  about  one  million  in  1850.  The  only 
states  above  a  million  at  the  last  census,  were  New 
York,  Pennsylvania,  Ohio  and  Virginia.    The  Old  Do- 


minion, though  the  first  settled,  is  evidently  frittag  k 
the  rear,  and  an  immense  amount  of  her  cbikivao  are 
finding  new  homes  in  Missouri  and  the  west.  Oar 
neighbor  Arkansas  dees  not  seem  to  thrive,  for  white 
Missouri  has  (1640)  six,  Arkansas  has  only  one  sad  a 
half  individuals  to  the  square  mUe.  Yours,  Nsro. 
p.  S.— We  have  just  heard,  though  the  Mlselsstpsi 
has  been  falling  a  week,  that  a  rise  of  seven  feet  is 
coming  on  again.  No  mail  has  crossed  the  swamp 
from  the  north  to  Benton  and  New  Madrid  for  three 
weeks. 


NATIVE  AMERICAN  PRINCIPLED 

That  our  friends  here  may  see  how  Native  Americani 
in  other  states  agree  with  them  in  principle,  we  co- 
py the  following  from  the  American  Republican,  at 
Lancaster,  Pa. 

OUB  PRINCIPLES. 

That  our  principles  may  be  fully  known  and  under- 
stood, we  declare  and  hold : 

1.  That  the  elective  franchise  should  be  preserved 
pure  and  uncorrupted. 

2.  That  the  terra  of  probation,  for  the  naturalization 
of  all  foreigners  who  may  hereafter  emigrate  to  this 
country,  after  they  have  filed  their  declarations  of  in- 
tention to  become  citizens,  be  extended  to  twenty-one 
years ;  and  that  the  proceedings  necessary  to  obtain 
certificates  of  naturalization  ought  to  be  so  checked 
and  ordered  by  law,  as  to  prevent  frauds  and  corrup- 
tion therein. 

3.  That  the  Press  is  of  right  free ;  and  that  no  per- 
son ought  to  be  restrained  in  the  liberty  of  speech. 

4.  That  the  Liberty  of  our  common  country  was  es- 
tablished by  her  free  institutions,  devised  and  perfect- 
ed by  the  valor,  patriotism  and  wisdom  of  oar  own  Ame- 
rican ancestors. 

5.  That  Native  Americans  are  competent  to  make 
their  laws,  unassisted  by  foreigners. 

6.  That  Native  Americans  only,  should  be  appointed 
and  elected  to  office,  to  administer  and  execute  the 
laws  of  their  own  country. 

7.  That  the  Constitution  of  the  United  States  ab- 
hors a  union  of  church  and  stats,  and  hence  the  en- 
croachments of  foreign  spiritual  as  well  as  temporal 
power  over  the  Institutions  of  our  country  mast  be  re- 
sisted. 

8.  That  all  men  have  a  natural  and  indefeasible  right 
to  worship  Almighty  God,  according  to  the  dictates  of 
theij  own  consciences. 

9.  That  the  continual  use  and  reading  of  the  Bible 
in  the  public  schools  without  sectarian  or  political  dic- 
tation is  right,  and  ought  to  be  insisted  upon. 

10.  That  the  people  have  the  undoubted  right  peace- 
ably to  assemble  and  discuss  all  questions  of  general 
and  particular  interest,  and  when  so  assembled,  are 
entitled  to  protection. 

11.  That  the  American  Flag  when  used  by  the  peo- 
ple thus  peaceably  assembled,  shall  not  be  desecrated 
with  impunity  by  those  who  differ  in  opinion  from  the 
citizens  who  have  gathered  beneath  its  folds. 

12.  That  the  National  and  State  Governments  should 
be  honestly  and  economically  administered ;  end  that 
the  American  laborer  ought  to  be  properly  rewarded. 

13.  That  as  a  party  we  have  nothing  to  do  with  the 
Gubernatorial  or  Presidential  questions  of  the  year 
1844,  but  leave  every  freeman  to  vote  for  the  man  of 
his  choice. 
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THE  AMERICAN  FLAG. 

BY  J.  E,  DBAII. 

Wrar  Freedom  from  her  mountain  height 
Unfurled  her  standard  to  the  air, 

She  tore  the  azure  robe  of  night, 
And  set  the  stars  of  glory  there. 

fJhe  mingled  with  its  gorgeous  dyes 

The  milky  baldric  of  the  skies, 

And  striped  its  pure  celestial  white 

With  streakings  of  the  morning  light ; 

Then  from  his  mansion  in  the  sun 

She  called  her  eagle  bearer  down, 

And  gave  into  his  mighty  hand 

The  symbol  of  her  chosen  land. 

Majestic  monarch  of  the  cloud, 

Who  rear'st  aloft  thy  regal  form, 
To  hear  the  tempest  trumplngs  loud, 

And  see  the  lightning  lances  driven 
When  strive  the  warriors  of  the  storm, 

And  rolls  the  thunder-drum  of  heaven, 
Child  of  the  sun !  to  thee  is  given 

To  guard  the  banner  of  the  free- 
To  hover  in  the  sulphur  smoke- 
To  ward  away  the  battle  stroke, 
And  bid  its  Mendings  shine  afar, 
Like  rainbows  on  the  cloud  of  war, 

The  harbingers  of  victory ! 

Flag  of  the  brave !  thy  folds  shall  fly, 
The  sign  of  hope  and  triumph  high, 
When  speaks  the  signal  trumpet  tone, 
And  the  long  line  comes  gleaming  on. 
Ere  yet  the  life-blood  warm  and  wet, 
Has  dimm'd  the  glistening  bayonet, 
Each  soldier  eye  shall  brightly  turn 
To  where  thy  sky-born  glories  burn ; 
And  as  his  springing  steps  advance, 
Catch  war  and  vengeance  from  the  glance ; 
And  when  the  cannon-mouthings  loud 
Heave  in  wild  wreaths  the  battle  shroud, 
And  gory  sabres  rise  and  fall 
Like  shoots  of  flame  on  midnight's  pall ; 
Then  shall  thy  meteor  glances  glow, 

And  cowering  foes  shall  sink  beneath 
Each  gallant  arm  that  strikes  below 

That  lovely  messenger  of  death. 

Flag  of  the  seas !  on  ocean  wave 
Thy  stars  shall  glitter  o'er  the  brave; 
When  death,  careering  on  the  gale, 
Sweeps  darkly  round  the  bellied  sail, 
And  frighted  waves  rush  wildly  back 
Before  the  broadside's  reeling  rack, 
Each  dying  wanderer  of  the  sea 
Shall  look  at  once  to  heaven  and  thee, 
And  smile  to  see  thy  splendors  fly 
In  triumph  o'er  his  closing  eye. 

Flag  of  the  free  heart's  hope  and  home! 

By  angel  hands  to  valor  given ; 
Thy  stars  have  lit  the  welkin  dome, 

And  all  thy  hues  were  born  in  heaven. 
Forever  float  that  standard  sheet! 

Where  breathes  the  foe  but  fails  before  us, 
With  Freedom's  soil  beneath  our  feet, 

And  Freedom's  banner  streaming  o'er  us? 


From  the  Bunker  Hill. 

REPRESENTATIVES  TO  CONGRESS. 

Shall  the  native  American  party  run  a  congression- 
al ticket  at  the  coming  election,  or  shall  they  not  ? 
That  is  the  question.  Most  decidedly  and  assuredly, 
yea.  If  they  have  good  reasons  for  doing  any  thing 
as  a  party,  they  have  good  reasons  for  electing  repre- 
sentatives to  Congress.  What  is  the  great  work  which 
this  party  has  laid  out  for  itself  to  do  ?  Among  the 
prominent  objects  it  proposes  to  accomplish,  is  an  alter- 
ation of  the  naturalization  laws,  so  that  foreigners  shall 
be  required  to  serve  as  long  a  probation  in  our  coun- 
try before  voting  at  elections,  as  we  ourselves  and  our 
children  are  required  to  serve ;  and  also  an  alteration 
in  the  laws,  or  in  the  constitution  of  the  United  States 
if  need  be,  so  that  foreigners  shall  not  be  eligible  to 
office  under  our  government.  The  justice  and  expe- 
diency of  these  measures  we  are  not  in  this  article 
going  to  discuss ;  but  take  it  for  granted  that  they  are 
measures  which  every  native  American,  who  looks  in- 
to the  subject  understandingly,  believes  ought  to  be 
carried  out,  and  has  determined  shall  be  carried  out. 

The  main  question  can  then  be  approached  at  once 
—how  is  It  to  be  done?  How  are  these  objects  to  be 
attained1)  The  country  is  divided  into  two  great  po- 
litical parties,  styling  themselves  Whigs  and  Demo- 
crats, directly  opposed  to  each  other  on  various  ques- 
tions of  state  policy,  and  now  on  the  eve  of  an  impor- 
tant election.  Neither  of  these  parties  has  given  any 
indication  of  action,  as  a  party,  upon  these  great  ques- 
tions, which  the  native  American  party  regard  as  of 
vital  importance  to  the  country  and  its  institutions. 
The  native  Americans  must  therefore  go  to  work  as  a 
distinct  party,  and  fight  on  their  own  hook.  They 
have  set  the  ball  in  motion  and  they  must  keep  it  roll- 
ing till  it  is  seen  and  felt  through  the  whole  length 
and  breadth  of  the  land— till  they  find  themselves  in 
the  majority,  not  only  in  cities  and  towns,  but  in  the 
state  and  national  legislatures.  Their  votes  of  course 
are  to  come  from  the  Whigs  and  Democrats,  for  they 
comprize  almost  the  entire  community.  Hence  the 
importance  of  observing  a  strict  neutrality  with  regard 
to  the  measures  and  men  of  those  two  great  parties, 
and  hence  the  necessity  in  selecting  candidates  for 
office  and  for  carrying  out  our  measures,  that  they  be 
taken  equally  from  these  two  great  parties. 

That  is  the  way  we  succeeded  in  carrying  the  city, 
and  that  is  the  way  we  shall  succeed  in  obtaining  ma- 
jorities in  state  legislatures  and  in  Congress.  But 
why  should  there  be  any  division  of  opinion  among 
native  Americans  about  running  a  Congressional  tick- 
et at  the  coming  election  ?  Is  it  because  it  will  inter- 
fere with  the  other  political  parties'!  So  did  the  city 
election  interfere  with  those  parties ;  so  will  electing 
members  to  the  state  legislature  interfere  with  these 
parties,  just  as  much  as  electing  members  to  Congress. 
But  it  is  said  there  is  no  use  in  our  electing  members 
of  Congress,  inasmuch  as  Congsess  cannot  pass  a 
law  prohibiting  foreigners  from  holding  office,  till  the 
constitution  of  the  United  States  is  altered.  Very 
well,  how  is  the  constitution  of  the  United  States  to 
be  altered  or  amended?  It  must  be  proposed  by  two- 
thirds  of  both  houses  of  Congress,  or  by  two  thirds 
of  the  state  legislatures.  Now  we  might  perhaps  get 
two  thirds  of  Congress  long  before  we  might  get  two 
thirds  of  the  state  legislatures.  And  by  showing  a 
bold  front,  waking  up,  and  running  for  both  at  once, 
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we  should  be  likely  to  obtain  both  much  sooner  than 
we  should  one  by  running  for  one  alone. 

If  the  native  Americans  are  in  earnest,  and  deter- 
mined to  carry  out  the  great  measures  of  reform  which 
they  have  proposed,  they  must  go  straight  ahead,  and 
turn  neither  to  the  right  nor  to  the  left.  The  harbor 
is  before  them,  and  they  have  a  fair  wind.  Let  them 
not  dally  away  their  time,  creeping  along  under  fore- 
sail and  jib,  but  up  with  the  main-sail,  top-sail,  and 
top-gallant-sail,  and  go  in  under  flying  colors. 

SPREAD  OF  NATIVE  AMERICANISM. 
People  are  fast  waking  up  to  the  importance  of  this 
subject  in  every  direction.  We  have  just  received 
the  fifth  number  of  a  Native  American  paper  pub- 
lished at  Lancaster,  Penn.,  which  advocates  the 
leading  measures  of  the  party  with  force  and  clear- 
ness. We  copy  from  this  paper  a  portion  of  an  ad- 
dress and  resolutions  adopted  at  a  public  meeting  in 
Conestoga  township,  on  the  27th  of  July.  They  are 
plain,  strong,  and  straight-forward,  showing  that  the 
true  American  spirit  is  up  in  the  key-atone  state, 
and  will  not  be  allayed  till  the  great  object  is  accom- 
plished. 

Fellow  Cxtizbns:— Public  attention  has  recently 
been  directed  to  the  consideration  of  a  great  evil,  ex- 
isting in  our  midst  A  system  of  policy,  in  regard  to 
the  naturalization  of  foreigners,  supposed  to  be  proper 
at  the  time  it  was  adopted,  has  not  only  wrought  those 
changes  in  our  national  circumstances  which  It  was 
intended  to  effect,  but  it  has  brought  in  its  train  dan- 
gers of  the  most  startling  character,  which  threaten, 
unless  promptly  met  and  exposed,  to  overthrow  our 
republican  form  of  government,  and  establish  in  its 
place  a  corrupt  union  of  Church  and  State,  under  the 
control  of  a  foreign  spiritual  and  temporal  potentate. 

It  is  a  fact,  known  and  admitted  by  all,  except  those 
interested  in  continuing  the  abuse,  that  our  naturaliza- 
tion Laws,  as  they  now  stand,  and  as  they  have  been 
for  many  years  past  administered,  tend  in  a  great 
measure  to  place  the  control  of  the  government  in  the 
hands  of  men,  who,  from  their  previous  education  and 
mode  of  life,  are  altogether  unfit  to  appreciate  the  ad- 
vantages derived  from  free  institutions.  Born  where 
the  power  of  the  King  and  the  Priest  is  almost  uni- 
versally recognized,  they  land  upon  our  shores  alto- 
gether ignorant  of  our  system,  and  well  prepared  to 
follow  with  implicit  obedience  the  commands  of  their 
Priest,  who,  with  the  thirst  for  power  which  has  char- 
acterized the  order  in  all  ages  and  in  all  countries,  is 
not  slow  in  wielding  his  influences  in  behalf  of  "  the 
highest  and  best  bidder."  Of  these  facts  political  de- 
magogues and  party  hacks  are  well  informed,  and  the 
consequence  has  been,  and  still  is,  that  the  leaders  of 
the  two  great  political  parties  have  vied  with  each 
other  in  offering  the  greatest  inducements  to  persuade 
foreigners  to  enter  their  ranks.  Both  parties  have  been 
equally  ready  to  violate  the  laws  to  obtain  their  votes, 
and  it  is  a  fact  too  well  known  to  be  disputed,  that  the 
last  three  gubernatorial  elections  in  a  neighboring 
state  have  been  decided  by  foreign  votes,  given  to  the 
respective  candidates  at  the  command  of  a  foreign 
Priest,  in  consideration  of  peculiar  privileges  to  be  con- 
ferred upon  the  sect  over  which  he  is  appointed  by  a 
foreign  potentate  to  preside.  In  our  own  state  the 
same  system  has  been  so  vigorously  pursued,  that 
throughout  the  whole  extent  of  our  public  improve- 


ments, with  but  few  exceptions,  every  man  who  holds 
an  office  or  who  has  got  a  lucrative  contract  is  a  for- 
eigner. Our  present  rulers  appear  to  think  it  "  glory 
enough"  for  Native  Americans  to  pay  the  taxes,  while 
ihey  and  their  foreign  supporters  grow  rich  on  the 
spoils. 

One  of  the  purest  and  most  enlightened  patriots  of 
our  land  has  told  us,  that  "  Eternal  vigilance  is  the 
price  of  Liberty,"  and  never  was  the  truth  of  the  max- 
im so  fully  revealed  as  at  the  present  moment.  If  we 
look  around  us  we  see  foreign  influence  every  where 
predominant,  and  every  grade  of  politicians  ready  to 
barter  away  the  rights  of  their  countrymen  to  secure 
an  exertion  of  its  power  in  their  behalf  The  Chief 
Magistrate  of  the  Nation  courts  it  by  sending  0*Con- 
nell  repeal  contributions,  the  Governor  of  Pennsylvania 
aims  to  secure  its  good  offices  by  furnishing  muskets- 
and  military  commissions  to  unnaturalized  aliens ;  the 
Canal  Commissioners  try  to  propitiate  it  by  making 
such  appointments  as  the  priests  may  dictate,  and  the 
laborer  on  the  public  works  bows  down  before  it  in  ab- 
ject submission,  fearful  lest  his  place  may  be  supplied 
by  some  fresh  importation  from  Europe.  Surely  the 
consideration  of  these  facts  Is  enough  to  arouse  every 
American  to  a  sense  of  the  duty  he  owes  to  himself 
and  his  posterity.  Who,  of  common  intelligence,  can. 
fail  to  perceive,  that  if  this  state  of  things  be  suffered 
to  go  on  unchecked,  for  another  quarter  of  a  century, 
every  distinctive  mark  of  national  character  must  be 
entirely  obliterated,  and  the  country  reduced  from  the 
high  elevation  on  which  it  yet  stands  to  the  miserable 
condition  of  a  Botany  Bay  for  the  world. 

A  great  national  question  is  now  submitted  to  the 
decision  of  freemen.  It  is  nothing  less  than  shall 
Americans  govern  America?— shall  the  sons  of  those 
who  fought  the  battles  of  the  Revolution  be  their  own 
masters,  or  submit  to  be  ruled  by  the  descendants  of 
them  who  put  forth  all  their  energies  to  rivet  the  chains 
of  British  tyranny  upon  our  forefathers?  This  is  the 
issue,  and  we  as  American  Republicans  are  ready  to 
meet  it.    Therefore, 

Resolved,  That  we  cordially  approve  of  the  princi- 
ples of  the  American  Republican  party,  as  set  forth  in 
the  Address  and  Resolutions  adopted  by  the  County 
meeting  held  at  Lancaster,  on  the  fourth  day  of  July 
last,  and  that  we  will  spare  no  labor,  but  use  all  lair 
and  honorable  means  to  render  them  triumphant  at  the 
ensuing  election. 

Resolved,  That  we  now  are,  and  always  have  been, 
opposed  to  any  union  of  Church  and  State.  Believing 
that  such  union  is  in  the  highest  degree  dangerous  to 
Liberty,  we  view  with  alarm  the  tremendous  influence, 
which  a  body  of  men,  known  to  be  directly  under  the 
control  of  a  foreign  temporal,  as  well  as  spiritual  lead- 
er, have  acquired  in  the  councils  of  the  State.  This 
pernicious  influence  must  be  checked,  and  we  see  no 
method  to  accomplish  this  desirable  end,  but  by  depri- 
ving foreigners,  who  may  hereafter  come  among  us,  of 
the  power  of  controlling  our  elections,  till  they  shall 
have  been  long  enough  in  the  country  to  understand 
the  nature  of  our  government  and  to  appreciate  the 
blessings  of  freedom. 

Resolved,  That  foreigners  have  no  just  cause  to  com* 
plain,  should  they  be  required  to  reside  here  for  twen- 
ty-one years,  before  being  admitted  to  enjoy  the  privi- 
lege of  voting.  Their  emigration  hither  is  an  act  of 
their  own  free  choice,  and  we  suppose  it  cannot  be  de- 
nied, that  Americans  have  a  perfect  right  to  fix  the 
terms  on  which  they  shall  be  received.    When  they 
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are  protected  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  all  their  natural 
rights,  allowed  to  acquire  property  and  transmit  it  to 
their  children,  they  have  all  which  the  most  unbound- 
ed philanthropy,  consistent  with  a  due  regard  to  the 
preservation  of  our  /own  rights,  requires  us  to  bestow. 
When  other  nations  equal  us  in  this  respect,  it  will  be 
aoon  enough  to  accuse  us  of  a  want  of  liberality  to 
foreigners. 


A  DisiBviD  8THBAK  or  Fohtwi.— A  few  days 
since  Mr.  James  Latham,  a  well  known  Washingto- 
nian  of  this  city,  received  intelligence  from  England 
of  the  death  of  his  grandfather,  and  with  that  intelli- 
gence, the  news  that  he  was  the  legal  heir  to  a  very 
pretty  little  sum,  varying  not  far  from  one  hundred 
and  thirty- five  thousand  dollars !  Mr.  L.  has  gone  to 
England  to  take  possession.  We  understand  he  will 
return  and  dwell  among  us.  He  was  the  first  signer 
of  the  Washingtonian  pledge  in  this  city.  He  had 
stationed  himself  in  the  gallery  of  the  Green  street 
methodist  church,  on  the  evening  when  Mr.  Hawkins 
and  several  Baltimore  gentlemen  held  the  first  Wash- 
ingtonian meeting  here,  and  at  the  close  of  Mr.  H.'s 
address  he  cried  out,  with  much  emotion,  "  Is  there 
any  hope  forme?"  "Oh  yes,"  said  Mr.  Hawkins, 
"you're  just  the  man  we  want— come  down  here!" 
Mr.  L.  did  "  come  down,"  and  placed  his  name  on  the 
pledge,  amid  great  cheering.  He  has  adhered  faith- 
fully to  it  ever  since,  and  contributed  to  the  inteiest 
of  the  meetings  by  speaking  upon  the  subject  when- 
-ever  called  upon.  We  are  glad  to  hear  of  his  good 
luck,  and  presume  he  will  use  his  fortune  to  much  bet- 
ter advantage  than  if  it  had  fallen  to  him  before  "  this 
great  reformation."— W.  Y.  Sun. 

THE  PHILADELPHIA  TROUBLES. 

The  Grand  Jury  who  have  been  for  some  time  la- 
boriously examining  into  the  affairs  of  the  late  riots 
and  bloodshed  in  Philadelphia,  have  at  last  made  their 
presentment  in  the  Court  of  Quarter  Sessions  before 
Judges  Jones,  Campbell,  and  Parsons.  The  following 
-extracts  contain  the  principal  portion  of  their  facts 
and  reasoning  in  the  matter. 

"  The  cause  of  the  late  outbreak  in  the  District  of 
Southwark  may  be  attributed  to  an  attack  made  upon 
a  meeting  of  citizens  in  the  District  of  Kensington 
in  the  early  part  of  the  month  of  May  last.  The  feel- 
ings engendered  in  the  minds  of  a  portion  of  the  peo- 
ple by  the  events  of  that  murderous  outrage  upon  the 
constitutional  rights  of  citizens  was  of  such  a  charac- 
ter as  not  to  be  soon  forgotten,  and  the  first  plausible 
pretext  was  seized  upon  for  the  perpetration  of  new 
scenes  of  violence  and  disorder.  The  arming  of  the 
church  of  St.  Philip  de  Neri  presented  that  pretext, 
and  a  mob  more  formidable  and  systematic  in  their 
movements  than  any  which  ever  occurred  in  this  coun- 
try, was  not  overcome  and  dispersed  until  they  were 
fired  upon  by  the  military  and  several  of  the  number 
killed.  The  services  of  the  military  to  sustain  and  en- 
force the  laws  can  only  be  justified  when  the  civil  pow- 
er is  found  to  be  unavailable  for  that  purpose,  and  the 
Grand  Jury  are  satisfied,  from  the  evidence  before  them 
that  the  services  of  the  military  on  the  occasion  of  the 
"late  riots  was  absolutely  required,  as  the  civil  power 
had  proved  iti8iiflk*if nt 

"The  authority  of  the  she  riff  to  fire  upon  a  mob 
-ought  10  be  filed  by  Statute  Law.    There  should  be  a 


Riot  Act  passed  by  the  Legislature,  and  the  time  fixed 
when  the  order  to  fire  shall  be  given.  The  law  should 
fix  the  time,  and  not  the  sheriff.  When  this  shall  be 
done,  there  will  be  an  end  to  mobs  in  Pennsylvania. 

"The  Grand  Inquest,  under  instruction  from  the 
Court  regarding  the  arming  of  churches  and  other  pub- 
lic buildings,  have  summoned  evidence  and  examined 
fully  into  the  particulars,  from  which  it  has  been  shown 
that  several  churches  have  been  armed  for  defence,  un- 
der what  was  deemed  by  those  in  whose  charge  they 
were  placed,  to  be  legal  authority— and  that  so  soon  as 
it  was  apparent  that  the  properly  constituted  authori- 
ties were  prepared  to  protect  them  from  threatened  de- 
struction, the  arms  were  immediatuly  given  up  or  re- 
moved. The  law  guarantees  to  every  one  the  right  to 
protect  his  domicil,  and  whatever  difference  of  opinion 
may  exist,  real  or  supposed,  among  the  administrators 
of  justice  on  this  subject,  the  citizens  at  large  have 
firmly  believed  and  have  always  acted  on  the  belief, 
that  self- protection  is  an  absolute  right  which  belongs 
to  all  men,  and  that  in  extremity  or  when  the  process 
of  law  is  too  tardy  to  afford  an  adequate  protection, 
then  means  for  self-defence  may  justly  and  properly 
be  resorted  to.  It  is  indeed  lamentable  to  know  that 
it  was  even  deemed  necessary  to  place  arms  inside  of 
a  church  for  its  protection— but  that  it  was  necessary 
events  have  painfully  shown  in  the  outbreaks  in  South- 
wark. The  Magistrates  were  unable  to  allay  the  tu- 
mult or  to  arrest  the  rioters.  The  peace  should  be 
preserved  by  them  without  regard  to  sectional  feeling 
—the  laws  guarantee  to  all  liberty  of  worship  in  any 
faith  or  creed— and  all  should  be  alike  respected  and 
protected.  The  sheriff  did  all  that  could  be  done  after 
receiving  notice  of  the  riots.  To  the  police  and  mili- 
tary the  citizens  owe  much  for  their  fearless  exertions 
in  suppressing  a  riot  of  such  a  serious  character,  in 
which  they  perilled  and  lost  life  in  the  protection  of 
their  property.  We  condole  with  the  relatives  of  the 
killed— we  rejoice  with  the  peaceable  portion  of  our 
fellow  citizens,  that  we  are  now  safe  from  any  further 
tumult,  since  the  rioters  know  that  the  forfeit  of  life 
must  be  the  penalty  of  such  offences  in  future.  We 
are  of  opinion  that  the  arming  of  churches  and  engine 
houses  will  be  hereafter  wholly  abandoned,  and  that 
those  persons  or  companies  who  have  heretofore  deem- 
ed this  course  necessary  for  their  safety,  will  now  rely 
on  the  protection  of  the  properly  constituted  author- 
ities, seeing  that  it  tends  to  engender  mistrust  and 
riot,  and  is  a  fruitful  source  of  misrule  and  disorder. 

"On  an  examination  in  relation  to  the  Fire  Compa- 
nies, it  has  been  fully  shown  that  the  Fairmount  Fire 
Company,  (Engine,)  and  the  Good  Will  Hose  Compa- 
ny, both  of  the  District  of  Spring  Garden,  have  been 
heavily  armed,  and  the  peace  of  the  neighborhood  dis- 
turbed by  them  and  other  Fire  Companies.  The  con- 
duct of  the  above  companies  has  been  characterized  by 
such  lawless  brutality,  that  citizens  have  been  prevent- 
ed for  days  from  attending  to  their  business.  The  lo- 
cal police  being  inadequate  to  the  maintenance  of  or- 
der, or  to  arrest  any  ot  the  open  violators  of  the  law. 
Fire-arms  have  been  used  by  both  companies,  inside 
and  out  of  their  houses,  and  the  lives  of  valuable  citi- 
zens jeopardized  thereby,  who  reside  in  the  neighbor- 
hood. The  Grand  Inquest  would  further  present  the 
Weccacoe  Engine  Company,  the  Southwark  Engine 
Company,  and  Weccacoe  Hose  Company  as  creating 
a  most  disgraceful  riot  in  the  District  of  Southwaik — 
the  Weccacoe  Engine  Company  having  their  home 
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armed  with  muskets  and  shot  guns,  which  were  fired 
from  their  house  and  wounding  a  Mr.  Lucas,  a  citizen 
of  the  district.  The  Sheriff  immediately  disarmed  the 
house  on  being  called  on,  and  had  the  arms  deposited 
in  the  Sheriff's  office.  Such  scenes  are  disgraceful  to 
the  age  we  live  in,  and  we  are  at  a  loss  for  language  to 
describe  them.  The  Grand  Inquest  would  therefore 
present  the  above  named  Companies  and  houses  to  the 
consideration  of  the  Court  and  the  Attorney  General 
as  nuisances  which  require  immediate  abatement. 

"  While  reflecting  on  the  disasters  produced  by  the 
action  of  the  rioters,  the  attention  of  the  Jury  is  na- 
turally drawn  to  consider  the  primary  and  radical  cause 
of  these  outbreaks  on  law  and  order.  A  disposition  to 
resist  oppression,  usurpation,  or  violence,  is  common 
to  all  men,  and  with  the  majority  it  is  regulated  under 
the  control  of  a  moral  accountability ;  but  in  others  it 
assumes  the  right,  and  exerts  its  own  powers  to  re- 
dress aggression :  but  even  in  these  it  would  sleep 
harmless,  if  left  undisturbed  by  a  class,  whose  deprav- 
ity seeks  every  opportunity  to  violate  the  rights  of 
others.  This  latter  class  are  the  pests  of  society,  dis- 
turbers of  the  peace,  the  cause  of  riots,  tumults,  and 
murder.  Belonging  to  this  class  were  they  who  as- 
sailed the  citizens  of  the  Third  Ward,  Kensington, 
when  they  first  assembled  peaceably  with  the  expecta- 
tion of  being  protected  in  the  enjoyment  of  their  legal 
rights.  They  may  be  considered  the  first  cause  of  all 
the  mischiefs  and  wo,  that  marked  the  character  of  the 
riot.  If  these  first  assailants  had  been  promptly  ar 
rested,  the  subsequent  meeting  would  not  have  been 
disturbed,  no  riots  would  have  occurred,  and  citizens 
would  not  have  been  brought  in  array  against  each 
other  before  the  cannon's  mouth.  To  check  violence, 
and  tumult,  and  preserve  the  peace,  the  Grand  Jury 
lay  before  the  court  the  following  plan  for  the  forma- 
tion of  what  they  think  would  be  a  sufficient  police 
establishment." 

The  plan  proposed  by  the  Grand  Jury  is  briefly  this. 
That  there  be  organized  a  permanent  body  of  paid 
police,  to  consist  of  four  hundred  and  fifty  men,  in  two 
divisions,  one  for  day  and  the  other  for  night  service ; 
one  division  to  be  constantly  on  duty,  and  the  other 
liable  to  be  called  out  at  any  moment  when  required. 
These  men  to  be  raised  and  paid  in  their  proper  propor- 
tions, by  the  city  proper,  the  Northern  Liberties,  and 
the  other  districts,  but  to  act  under  a  special  law  in 
one  body  for  the  city  and  the  several  districts  indis- 
criminately. The  Jury  recommended  that  the  pay 
should  be  one  dollar  a  day  each,  or  three  hundred  and 
sixty-five  dollars  a  year.  And  they  add,  "The  ex- 
pense of  such  a  force,  in  addition  to  that  already  paid 
by  the  city  and  districts  for  police  purposes,  will  be  of 
little  consequence.  The  increased  value  of  property 
consequent  upon  the  establishment  of  permanent  peace 
and  secruity,  will  fully  compensate  for  the  increase  in 
taxation.  Besides,  if  this  system  is  adopted,  it  will 
probably  dispense  with  the  use  of  the  military  in  future 
for  the  suppression  of  riots,  a  result  to  be  desired,  not 
only  on  account  of  the  great  expense,  but  because  the 
interposition  of  the  military,  however  urgent  and  un- 
avoidable the  necessity  may  be,  always  tends,  in  a 
greater  or  less  degree  to  draw  a  line  of  distinction  be- 
tween the  citizen  and  the  soldier,  and  to  build  up  in 
the  community  an  order  of  men  distinct  from  the  great 
body  of  the  people. 

You*  white  hairs  are  the  avant-couriers  of  your  death. 


From  Major  Dowsing '•  Bunker  HiU. 
MY  CIRCULAR. 
To  Mr.  day,  and  Mr.  Polk,  and  Mr.  Dallas,  and 

Mr.  Frtettnghuyttn. 

Respected  Gintlemen— I  tfpose  you  got  that  letter 
tother  day  from  some  of  our  folks  here  at  New  York, 
signed  by  Mr.  McMurray,  Mr.  McLaughlin,  Mr.  O' Sul- 
livan, Mr.  O'Donnell,  Mr.  CNeil,  and  a  half  a  dozen 
more  of  'em.    It  is  something  of  a  long  yarn,  but  I'm 
shure  it  is  one  of  the  most  kindest  and  moat  benlvolent 
letters  I've  seen  for  a  long  time.    I  cant  never  see  any 
body  do  a  kind  and  benlvolent  thing  without  feeling 
all  over  as  if  I  wanted  to  do  jest  so  too.    And  that  are 
letter  has  got  me  in  sich  a  fidget,  that  I  cant  be  easy 
till  I've  writ  you  a  letter  to  show  you  that  I'm  aa  kind 
as  they  are.    I  say  it  is  one  of  the  most  kindest  letters 
that  I  ever  see.    If  a  man  asked  you  for  a  penny,  and 
then  turned  round  and  give  you  a  dollar,  would  n't  you 
say  the  kindness  was  pretty  much  all  on  his  aide  t 
Mr.  McMurray  and  the  rest  ask  you  for  a  leetle  streak 
of  light  as  big  as  the  new  moon  before  its  a  day  old, 
and  then  they  go  on  and  pour  out  the  light  to  you 
enough  to  darken  the  sun  at  noonday.    They  jest  ask 
you  for  a  little  bit  of  your  notions  about  Native  Ameri- 
cans, and  naturalization,  and  so  on,  and  then  they  go 
on  of  their  own  free  will  and  accord,  through  three  or 
four  oolume8,  and  tell  you  all  about  the  Native  Ameri- 
can faction,  and  Roman  Catholics,  and  Protestants, 
and  riots,  and  murders,  and  Washington,  and  Jeffer- 
son, and  Major  Noah,  and  a  hundred-  more  things 
which  will  give  you  more  light  about  these  matters 
than  ever  you  had  before ;  for  a  great  deal  of  it  is  what 
nobody  ever  knew  till  they  writ  it,  and  therefore  it 
must  be  new  to  you.    Now  I  say,  Mr.  Clay,  and  Mr. 
Polk,  and  Mr.  Dallas,  and  Mr.  Freelinghuysen,  I'm  as 
benlvolent  as  these  ere  gintlemen  that  have  writ  you 
this  long  letter.    And  as  I'm  very  anxious  that  you 
should  see  their  light  in  the  clearest  light  possible,  I 
want  to  jest  hold  up  a  few  little  spots  in  their  letter  for 
you  to  look  at  again.    They  say, 

"  A  faction  or  class  have  arisen  in  our  city,  assum- 
ing the  name  of  '  Native  Americans,'  pledged  to  op- 
pose the  naturalization  of  our  brethren  from  other 
lands,  or,  which  is  nearly  the  same  thing,  to  exclude 
all  foreigners  from  naturalization  until  they  have  been 
resident  among  us  twenty-one  years. 

When  you  see  these  gintlemen  I  wish  you  would 
jest  ask  them  how  long  it  is  since  they  "  come  over." 
I'm  sure  it  cant  be  long,  from  the  warm  feelins  they 
still  have  for  their  "brethren  in  other  lands." 

As  to  this  "  Native  American  faction,"  that's  as  plain 
as  the  nose  on  a  man's  face.  There  it  such  a  taction 
here,  and  a  most  outrageous  great  one  too.  I  guess 
you'd  a  thought  so  if  you'd  a  seen  'em  paradin  throagh 
the  streets  jest  before  the  spring  election.  And  they 
are  getting  up  such  a  faction  all  over  the  country.  But 
I  dont  think  there's  much  danger  of  its  doing  any 
hurt,  because  these  gintlemen  that  writ  you  this  letter 
have  undertook  in  their  kind  benevolence  to  put  iidmnu 
Sich  factions  will  spring  up  sometimes ;  1'  /e  beam  old 
folks  tell  about  one,  a  kind  of  a  Native  American  Ac- 
tion, that  broke  out  somewhere  about  the  year  1775,  at 
Lexington  and  Bunker  Hill,  and  made  considerable 
of  a  fuss  in  them  days.  But  it  worked  itself  out,  and 
'twas  thought  it  did  more  good  than  hurt  after  all. 

"  This  party  [the  faction]  has  possession  of  the  dry 
government,  and  its  leaden  and  presses!  aided  by  the 
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Tast  patronage  of  the  corporation,  advocate  the  princi- 
ple of  a  national  or  favored  religion." 

That's  news ;  that's  one  of  the  streaks  of  light  that 
nobody  ever  see  before  these  gintlemen  writ  it. 

"The  body  of  persons  thus  banded  together  upon 
persecuting,  intolerant  principles,  have  disturbed  the 
peace  of  society  throughout  the  Union,  while  their  ad- 
herents in  the  sister  city  of  Philadelphia  have,  oftener 
than  once,  within  the  last  few  months,  risen  in  open 
rebellion  against  the  laws,  inciting  a  portion  of  the 
people  to  deeds  of  treason,  blood,  and  arson." 

The  truth  of  the  case  is,  as  near  as  I  can  come  at  it 
from  the  Grand  Jury  and  all  concerned,  the  faction 
was  peaceable  and  quiet  as  lambs  in  Philadelphia  till 
their  "  brethren  from  other  lands"  begun  to  shoot  them 
down :  and  in  that  case,  most  any  faction  would  be 
for  kicking  up  a  row. 

"  At  the  civic  election  here  last  spring,  a  majority  of 
the  voters  of  the  party  called  whig,  abandoned  their 
party  organization  and  candidates,  and  united  with  the 
*  Native  Americans,1  as  did  a  lesser  number  of  those 
called  democrats,  thus  enabling  the  most  intolerant 
faction  ever  known  among  us  to  obtain  the  control  of 
the  city  government." 

Now  that's  a  bad  business.  When  such  respectable 
folks  as  whigs  and  democrats  take  sides  with  a  native 
American  faction,  and  cut  up  such  shines,  it  is  high 
time  they  were  looked  after,  and  these  gintlemen  let- 
ter-writers cant  be  too  quick  in  getting  every  one  of 
'em  indicted. 

"  Washington  deliberately  approved  a  naturalization 
law,  which  only  required  a  probation  of  two  years, 
without  any  previous  notice  whatever." 

Washington  was  a  very  clever  man,  and  had  as  much 
gumption  as  a  most  any  body,  and  generally  did  what 
was  the  best  for  the  time ;  and  1  take  it  the  light  the 
gintlemen  have  thrown  out  here  goes  to  show,  that  if 
we  come  into  the  house  with  an  empty  stomach,  and 
take  a  cup  of  tea,  and  leel  refreshed  by  it,  in  about  fif- 
ty years  afterward  we  ought  to  swallow  the  tea-kettle, 
and  it'll  do  us  good. 

These  gintlemen  letter-writers  seem  to  insist  that 
the  native  American  faction  are  agoing  to  establish  the 
protectant  religion  as  the  law  of  the  land,  and  proscribe 
all  other  sorts  of  religion.  And  they  say  Major  Noah, 
a  Jew,  is  leading  the  faction  on  with  with  all  his  might 
This  is  quite  a  bright  streak  of  light,  and  shows  a 
good  ways.  But  they  ought  to  write  another  letter  to 
the  worthy  Major  and  praise  him  for  his  disinterested- 
ness in  trying  to  bite  his  own  nose  off. 

Again  these  gintlemen  say,  "  Exclude  foreign-born 
friends,  as  the  Native  party,  so  called,  are  pledged  to 
do,  and  men  like  Alexander  Hamilton,  Albert  Gallatin, 
Charles  Thompson,  Robert  Morris,  Thomas  Addis  Em- 
met, Gates,  Barry,  De  Kalb,  Montgomery,  Steuben, 
Kosciusko,  Mercer,  and  Lawrence,  will  be  lost  to  us  in 
future.    They  were  all  of  them  born  foreigners." 

Yes,  that's  a  fact,  that's  well  thought  of.  And  we 
should  loose  more  than  that  too ;  we  should  loose  Capt 
John  Smith  of  Virginny,  and  William  Penn  of  Phila- 
delphy,  and  Governor  Stuyvesant  of  New  York,  and 
all  that  little  band  of  stragglers  that  come  over  to  Ply- 
month  in  the  May  Flower.  Yes,  we  should  loose  the 
whole  of 'em. 

These  gintlemen  letter-writers  quote  Mr.  Jefferson 
and  seem  to  think  if  he  was  here  he  would  kick  this 
Native  American  faction  all  to  flinders.  But  they  are 
mistaken  there ;  Mr.  Jefferson  was  a  bad  man  j  he  was 


nothing  but  a  Native  American ;  and  if  he  was  here 
now  he'd  belong  to  this  faction,  and  likely  as  not,  be  a 
ring-leader  of  it. 

Here's  what  Mr.  Jefferson  once  said  about  this  busi- 
ness, which  I  think  shows  pretty  clear  where  he  stood, 
or  where  he  would  stand  if  he  was  here  now.  "  To 
the  principles  of  our  government,  nothing  can  be  more 
opposed  than  the  maxims  of  absolute  monarchies.  Yet 
from  such  we  are  to  expect  the  greatest  number  of 
emigrants.  They  will  bring  with  them  the  principles 
of  the  governments  they  leave,  imbibed  in  their  early 
youth ;  *  *  *  *  In  proportion  to  their  numbers  they  will 
share  with  us  the  legislation.  They  will  infuse  into  it 
their  spirit,  warp  and  bias  Us  directions,  and  render  it  a 
heterogeneous,  incoherent,  distracted  mass1* 

Now,  Mr.  Clay,  and  Mr.  Polk,  and  Mr.  Dallas,  and 
Mr.  Freelinghuysen,  them's  my  sentiments;  what's 
yourn  ?  I  shall  be  very  happy  to  hear  from  you  at 
your  earliest  convenience.  Uncle  Joshua  was  well, 
and  so  was  Aunt  Keziah,  the  last  time  I  heard  from 
Downingville ;  and  I  remain  one  of  the  faction,  and 
your  old  friend,  and  the  Gineral's  friend, 
Major  Jack  Downing, 

Editor  of  the  Bunker  Hill. 

CITY  REFORM— THE  NEW  CORPORATION. 
We  aometiraes  hear  captious  persons  flouting  the  new 
city  government,  and  saying  the  reforms  which  were 
promised  and  expected  have  not  been  carried  out. 
Reasonable  expectations  have  not  been  met.  But 
we  apprehand  these  complaints  do  not  come  from 
candid  observers,  but  from  those  who,  from  some 
cause  or  other,  are  disposed  to  take  one-sided  views 
of  the  matter.  Thy  following  is  the  testimony 
which  the  Journal  of  Commerce  gave  on  the  subject 
a  few  days  ago. 

The  American  Republican  Corporation  have  now 
been  in  office  for  three  months.    The  members  were 
elected  in  and  disgust  of  old  parties,  and  simply  be- 
cause they  were  supposed  to  be  "honest  and  capable." 
Elected  not  by  a  grand  interest,  nor  sectional  interest 
of  any  sort,  but  by  a  common  interest  for  the  common 
good,  with  a  commission  to  be  "just  and  fear  not." 
See,  now,  what  this  revolution  has  accomplished  of 
practical  good,  in  so  short  a  period  : 
The  streets  are  clean. 
The  Sabbath  is  quiet. 
The  steamboat  landings  are  orderly. 
The  booths  are  no  more. 

Here  are  four  great  benefits,  either  of  which  would 
have  rewarded  a  peaceful  revolution. 

Several  other  reforms,  of  great  importance,  have  been 
made,  and  others  still  are  in  progress.  In  addition  to 
all  these  things,  several  principles  have  been  es- 
tablished, which  will  be  of  great  value  hereafter.  One 
of  these  is,  that  the  evils  of  past  administrations  have 
not  had  their  origin  in  the  law,  but  in  the  men  who  ad- 
minister the  law.  They  have  not  adopted  the  new  po- 
lice bill,  nor  have  they  possessed  the  aid  of  any  laws 
but  those  which  have  been  long  existing,  through  the 
worst  condition  of  our  affairs.  We  know  now,  and 
shall  remember  it,  that  the  fault  was  in  the  men,  not 
in  the  law.  Future  corporations,  therefore,  will  not 
be  able  to  Bcreen  their  mal-administrations  under  the 
old  pretence  of  the  insufficiency  of  the  law.  The  ben- 
efit has  also  been  exhibited,  of  having  a  city  govern- 
ment independent  of  national  politics,  in  so  strong  a 
light  that  it  will  be  adhered  to  hereafter.    This  is  the 


352 


A  NOON  SCENE. 


great  desideratum :  a  city  corporation  independent 
op  national  pahties.  There  is  a  firmer  regard  for 
law,  a  stronger  assurance  of  order,  than  ever  existed 
before;  and  without  going  farther  into  details,  we  may 
safely  affirm,  that  more  good  has  been  done  by  the 
present  corporation,  in  the  short  space  of  three  months, 
than  has  been  accomplished  by  all  the  previous  corpo- 
rations for  the  past  ten  years,  with  the  single  excep- 
tion of  Croton  water. 

One  thing,  however,  is  not  yet  thoroughly  accom- 
plished, and  that  is— killing  the  dogs.  In  the  upper 
part  of  the  city  they  are  quite  numerous.  One* of  our 
friends  says  that  he  counted  seven  one  morning,  in 
eight  from  his  house  at  one  time.  They  spend  the  plea- 
sant moonlight  nights  in 

Barking,  growling, 

Fighting,  howling, 
to  the  great  annoyance  of  all  other  animals.    They 
ought  to  be  killed  or  sent  to  Philadeldhia  forthwith. 


A  NOON  SCENE. 


BY  W-  0.  BRYANT. 


The  quiet  August  noon  is  come, 
A  slumberous  silence  fills  the  sky, 

The  fields  are  still,  the  woods  are  dumb, 
In  glassy  sleep  the  waters  lie. 

And  mark  yon  soft  white  clouds,  at  rest 
Above  our  vale,  a  moveless  throng ; 

The  cattle,  on  the  mountain's  breast, 
Enjoy  the  grateful  shadow  long. 

Oh,  how  unlike  those  merry  hours 
In  sunny  June,  when  earth  laughs  out, 

When  the  fresh  winds  make  love  to  flowers, 
And  woodlands  sing  and  waters  shout. 

When  in  the  grass  sweet  voices  talk, 
And  strains  of  tiny  music  swell 

From  every  moss-cup  of  the  rock, 
From  every  nameless  blossom's  bell. 

But  now  a  joy  too  deep  for  sound, 
A  peace  no  other  season  knows, 

Hushes  the  heavens  and  wraps  the  ground — 
The  blessings  of  supreme  repose. 

Away!  I  will  not  be  to-day 

The  only  slave  of  toil  and  care ! 
Away  from  desk  and  dust !— away ! 

I'll  be  as  idle  as  the  air. 

Beneath  the  open  sky  abroad, 

Among  the  plants  and  breathing  things, 
The  sinless,  peaceful  works  of  God, 

I'll  share  the  calm  the  season  brings. 

Come,  thou,  in  whose  soft  eyes  I  see 
The  gentle  meanings  of  thy  heart; 

One  day  amid  the  woods  with  me — 
From  men  and  all  their  cares  apart 

And  where,  upon  the  meadow's  breast, 

The  shad  3 w  of  the  thicket  lies, 
The  blue  wild  flowers  thou  gatherest, 

Shall  glow  yet  deeper  near  thine  eyes. 

Come,  and  when  mid  the  calm  profound 
I  turu  those  gentle  eyes  to  seek, 


They,  like  the  lovely  landscape  round, 
Of  innocence  and  peace  shall  speak. 

Rest  here— beneath  the  un  moving  shade— 

And  on  the  silent  valleys  gaze, 
Winding  and  widening  till  they  fade 

In  yon  soft  ring  of  summer  haze. 

The  village  trees  their  summits  rear 
Still  as  its  spire ;  and  yonder  flock, 

At  rest  in  those  calm  fields,  appear 
As  chisseled  from  the  lifeless  rock. 

One  tranquil  mount  the  scene  o'erlooks — 
There  the  hushed  winds  their  Sabbath  keep; 

While  a  near  hum  from  bees  and  brooks, 
Comes  faintly  like  the  breath  of  sleep. 

Well  might  the  gazer  deem  that  when, 
Worn  with  the  struggle  and  the  strife, 

And  heart-sick  at  the  wrongs  of  men, 
The  good  forsake  the  scenes  of  life. 

Like  this  deep  quiet  that,  awhile, 
Lingers  the  lovely  landscape  o'er, 

Shall  be  the  peace  whose  holy  smile 
Welcomes  him  to  a  happier  shore. 


New  Invisible  fluid. — The  scientific  gentlemen  of 
Paris  have  had  much  talk  recently  in  regard  to  a  new 
fluid  which  Mr.  Thiloiper  and  M.  Lafontain  aver  they 
have  discovered  in  the  human  system.  At  a  recent 
sitting  of  the  Academy  of  Sciences,  a  paper  was  read 
on  this  subject,  the  purport  of  which  was,  that  the  ex- 
istence of  the  invisible  fluid  had  been  surely  ascertain- 
ed, and  that  it  is  neither  magnetic  nor  electric,  bat  in- 
termediate, operating  upon  the  nerves.  They  speak  of 
having  ascertained  the  existence  of  this  nervous  fluid 
by  the  ordinary  galvanometer.  And  in  regard  to  cu- 
rative purposes,  they  think  they  have  made  an  im- 
portant discovery.  Half  of  the  maladies  with  which 
mankind  are  affected,  are  in  some  way  or  other  con- 
nected with  the  nervous  system,  and  nervous  diseases, 
although  frequently  treated  with  indifference  and  even 
ridicule,  when  witnessed  in  others,  are,  of  all  the  ills 
of  life,  perhaps  the  most  deplorable.— PhiL  SaL  Cow 


The  New  Propellers.— The  new  propeller,  alleged 
by  Mr.  Erricson  to  be  based  upon  his  hitherto  cele- 
brated invention,  is  destined  to  make  quit  a  revolution 
in  machinery.  From  all  we  see,  its  superiority  over 
the  Erricson  wheel  is  very  evident,  as  well  for  its  sim- 
plicity, cheapness,  durability,  and  above  all,  for  speed 
or  power.  In  reply  to  the  charge  of  copying  or  imita- 
tion made  by  Mr.  Erricson  or  his  friends,  Captain 
Loper  has  made  drafts  of  the  two  inventions,  which, 
as  far  as  wc  are  able  to  judge,  show  them  to  be  sin- 
gularly dissimilar;  in  addition  to  which  a  writer  in  the 
United  States  Gazette  of  Saturday,  charges  Mr.  Erric- 
son indirectly  with  having  revamped  an  old  wheel  used 
by  Colonel  Stevens,  forty  years  ago,  on  the  North 
River,  and  then  abandoned  as  impracticable.  Mr.  Er- 
ricson is  a  foreigner,  and  must  look  to  his  laurels,  or 
our  Yankee  boys  will  invent  him  out  of  sight  in  a  short 
time. — Philadelphia  Saturday  Courier. 


True  prudence  is  to  see  from  the  commencementof 
an  affair  what  will  be  the  end  of  it. 
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And  then  up  goes  our  downy  couch,  and  overboard  |  all  hands,  ot  the  first  cutcer  01  uw  «•—  Mwr  . 
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THE  MOTHER'8  JEWEL. 

BY  WILLIAM  CUTTER. 
WITH  AM  KNORAVINO. 

The  crown  let  diamonds  grace, 

And  gems  the  signet-ring ; 
Where  pride  and  power  would  find  a  place 

For  every  costly  thing. 

Give  pearls  to  deck  the  fair, 

Give  gold  to  heartless  men, 
Who  aim  with  sleepless  toil  and  care 

Such  poor  rewards  to  gain. 

They  cannot  fill  the  heart, 

They  cannot  reach  the  soul ; 
Nor  one  poor  ray  of  hope  impart, 

To  light  it  to  its  goal. 

Let  Alps  on  Alps  be  reared, 

Of  purest  gems  combined, 
Twere  less  than  nothingness,  compared 

With  one  immortal  mind. 

"  These  are  my  jewels— these  1" 

The  Roman  matron  cried, 
As  on  her  noble  boys  she  gazed 

With  all  a  mother's  pride. 

Lives  there  a  mother  still, 
Whose  yearning  love  accords 

No  echo  to  the  holy  thrill 
Of  those  ennobling  words  1 

Mothers  in  Christ,  behold 
The  jewels  Christ  has  given ! 

Not  for  a  crown  of  worthless  gold, 
But  for  the  Lord  of  Heaven. 

Oh!  keep  them  pure  from  sin, 
Polished  with  grace  and  prayer; 

So  shall  they  deck  his  crown,  and  win 
A  radiant  glory  there. 


THE  PIRATE  OF  THE  SOUTH  PACIFIC- 

BY   THE  AUTHOR   OP   "THE   MUTINY,"    f,MY  FIRST  AND 
LAST  FLOGGING,"  ETC. 

One  warm  afternoon  in  January,  18—,  I  lay  caulking 
away  on  the  stowed  fore- topmast  staysail  of  the  sloop 
of  war  P ,  then  lying  at  anchor  in  the  port  of  Val- 
paraiso. The  said  stowed  staysail  is  a  glorious  place 
to  "  soger"  at  any  time,  for  the  netting  keeps  one  from 
rolling  overboard,  and  No.  three  canvas  is  as  soft  as 
(some  kinds  of)  down;  and  it  is  well  out  of  the  way, 
and  free  from  those  bothersome  interruptions,  so  com- 
mon on  the  decks  of  men  oi  war.  I  cannot,  it  is  true, 
recommend  said  staysail  as  a  caulking  place  at  sea, 
for  while  a  fellow  is  dreaming  away  about  "  sweet- 
hearts and  wives,"  the  officer  of  the  deck  may  rub  his 
eoes  suddenly,  and  the  following  dialogue  ensue : 

Lieut.—  Forecastle,  there ! 

Master*  a  Moie.^S\i\ 

Litut.—Msin  the  fo'- topsail  staysail  halyards* 

Master's  Mate.— All  manned  for'ard,  Sir. 

Lieut.  Hoist  away  the  staysail. 

And  then  up  goes  our  downy  couch,  and  overboard 
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goes  the  dreamer ;  and  a  cold  bath  is  not  always  plea- 
sant, even  in  warm  climates,  eeyecially  when  so  ap- 
plied. 

These  are  the  pull-backs  at  sea ;  but  in  port  there  is 
nothing  of  the  kind  to  fear;  so  I,  Jack  Garnet,  snored 
away  in  in  most  magnificent  style. 

Alas  1  however,  no  man  can  safely  count  upon  any- 
thing in  a  man  of  war,  save  a  flogging,  which  he  is 
pretty  sure  to  get,  from  one  cause  or  another.  While 
dreaming  about  "  Mary  &  Co.,"  as  above,  my  slumber 
was  dispelled  by  a  lick  from  a  good  natured  foretopman, 
who  rode  rode  down  the  stay  to  inform  me  that  the 
first  cutter  was  called  away;  and  turning  out,  I  heard 
the  boatswain's  mate  "  making  my  number,"  that  is, 
roaring  out  "  Jack  Garnet." 

"  Here  you  are,"  said  I  to  the  boatswain's  mate,  as 
I  jumped  from  the  forecastle  into  the  waist. 

"  Get  into  the  boat  you,  Sir,"  said  the  lieutenant  of 
the  watch,  who  was  standing  at  the  gangway,  "  and 
look  out  for  half  a  dozen  when  you  return." 

"  Ay,  ay,  Sir,"  I  promptly  replied.  I  took  my  oar  j 
we  shoved  off,  let  fall  and  gave  way. 

We  had  no  officer  on  board  save  a  mid.,  and  I  was 
at  first  at  a  loss  to  know  where  we  could  be  going;  but 
after  pulling  half  an  hour,  we  boarded  a  merchantman 
which  lay  at  anchor,  far  out  in  the  harbor,  beyond  Lit- 
tle Cape  Horn,  nearer  Point  Angels  than  Valparaiso. 
She  was  in  some  trouble,  having  suddenly  and  by  ac- 
cident come  to  anchor,  while  sailing  out  of  the  harbor 
— the  cat  and  fish  of  the  starboard  bower  having  parted 
—and  there  she  lay  with  seventy  fathom  of  cable  out 
ahead,  and  her  sails  whipping  the  masts  in  fine  style, 
everything  having  been  let  go  by  the  run. 

"  You  Garnet,"  said  the  mid,  as  he  went  up  the 
ship's  Bide,  "  stay  in  the  boat,  and  have  your  nap  out, 
for  you  remember  Mr.  Harrison  promised  you  half  a 
dozen ;  so  get  ready  for  it" 

"Ay,  ay,  Sir,"  I  replied,  and  sitting  down  in  the 
stern  sheets,  the  parater  being  made  fast  on  board  the 
ship,  I  proceeded  to  obey  orders,  while  the  rest  of  the 
boat's  crew  began  to  heave  up  our  friend's  anchor,  and 
so  forth. 

It  is  one  of  my  rules  never  to  borrow  trouble,  and  so 
I  napped  away,  my  dream  beginning  where  I  had  left 
it  off  on  board  the  sloop  of  war;  and  I  enjoyed  myself 
in  the  true  man  of  war  style. 

How  long  my  slumbers  may  have  lasted,  I  know 
not— but  I  was  at  length  awakened  by  the  rolling  and 
pitching  of  the  boat,  she  having  shipped  a  heavy  sea, 
which  thoroughly  ducked  Jack  Garnet,  anyhow.  I 
bolted  up,  and  found  myself  in  a  peck  of  troubles. 

Some  one,  in  the  hurry  of  duty  on  board  the  mer* 
chantman,  had  accidentally  cast  off  the  painter  of  my 
boat,  and  the  south  wind  having  suddenly  freshened 
into  a  snorter,  I  had  quietly  drifted  out  to  sea,  and  now 
found  myself  outside  Point  Angels,  in  a  stiff  breeze, 
rolling  about  on  the  mountain  surges  of  the  Pacific. 
The  thing  was  done  so  quietly,  that  no  one  on  board 
had  observed  it,  (the  aforesaid  squall  having  taken 
them  unawares,)  they  did  not  perceive  my  departure, 
until  after  I  made  that  discovery.  Here,  then,  I  was 
for  enough  from  any  possible  aid,  captain,  cook,  ana 
all  hands,  of  the  first  cutter  of  the  F sloop  of  war 
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—•11  alone  by  myself,  and  nobody  with  me— outward 
bound. 

Taking  the  tiller,  I  endeavored  to  keep  her  head  to 
the  wind,  to  diminish  her  way  out  to  sea ;  but  finding 
that  she  broached  to,  rather  too  often,  I  took  one  of  the 
oars  and  pulled  her  round,  stern  to  the  wind.  I  then 
resumed  the  tiller,  and  began  to  make  a  straight  wake 
before  the  wind  to  Coquimbo,  Callao,  or  Davy  Jones. 
I  now  made  fine  headway,  so  fine,  indeed,  that  I  had 
seen  the  satisfaction  to  see  that  all  the  shipping  in 
Valparaiso  were  out  of  sight,  and  Point  Angels  was 
drifting  rapidly  astern.  To  add  to  the  uncomfortable 
romance  of  my  situation,  the  sun  was  now  setting, 
and  never  to  my  view  did  he  sink  so  hurriedly  to  re- 
pose. 

If  y  boat  luckily  needed  not  my  guidance,  for  the 
•well  was  long  and  regular,  and  the  wind  blew  steadi- 
ly from  the  south,  and  she  kept  straight  upon  her 
course,  mounting  the  waves  gallantly,  as  if  sensible 
that  her  voyages  were  not  ended,  and  that  she  should 
again  float  under  the  stars  and  stripes  of  the  Land  of 
the  Free. 

The  sun  next  day  was  high  in  heaven,  when  my 
•lumbers  were  dispelled  by  the  report  of  a  musket, 
and  a  voice  hailed : 

"Boat'boy." 

I  rose  and  looked  wildly  around.  I  was  in  the  open 
sea  now  smooth  and  tranquil— no  land  in  sight— while 
off  a  hundred  yards,  a  large  brig  was  lying  to.  The 
hail  was  repeated : 

"  Boat  'hoy." 

"  Fleet,"  I  replied,  mechanically,  for  the  Captain  of 

the  F was  the  senior  officer  on  the  station,  and  I 

have  not  yet  forgotten  the  usages  of  the  first  cutter. 

"  Ha  t  ha !"  roared  the  spokesman  :  "  Fleet,  indeed  1 
Where  are  you  bound,  Hr.  Commodore  ?" 

By  this  time  I  had  collected  my  scattered  wits,  and 
perceiving  that  they  were  lowering  a  boat,  I  made  no 
reply. 

I  was  speedily  picked  up,  and  put  on  board  the  brig, 
and  a  glass  of  half-and-half  being  given  me,  I  found 
both  my  eyes  and  tongue,  and  while  telling  my  story, 
I  saw  that  the  brig  was  large  and  heavy,  mounting 
ten  guns  over  her  bulwarks,  having  no  ports  and  full 
of  men.  These  were  rather  suspicious  particulars, 
and  I  was  glad  to  find  that  the  person  commanding 
was  in  the  best  of  humor,  being  greatly  amused  by  my 
narration. 

"  Well,  well,"  said  he,  after  a  long  fit  of  laughter, 
"  since  you  are  Commodore  of  the  American  fleet,  I 
must  treat  you  civilly :  for'ard  there !  Cook,  give  this 
man  some  breakfast." 

While  discussing  said  breakfast,  and  racking  my 
brains  to  discover  whereaway  I  was,  the  truih  sudden- 
ly flashed  Into  my  mind  that  I  had  heard  something 
said  in  Valparaiso  about  a  piratical  vessel  which  had 
been  off  the  coast  of  Peru.  The  story  was  that  many 
merchantmen  had  been  plundered  by  her,  but  that  no 
violence  was  ever  offered  to  the  officers  or  crew,  by 
the  pirate's  crew,  unless  they  resisted,  nor  even  then 
anything  more  than  was  necessary  to  subdue  them. 
Cargo  never  was  touched ;  all  they  wanted  was  gold 
and  silver,  and  that  being  surrendered,  they  always 
went  off  peaceably.  They  were  spoken  of  as  a  horrid 
looking  set  of  fellers,  commanded  by  a  remarkably 
handsome  young  man — all  speaking  a  strange  Ian 
guage,  and  unable  to  understand  English,  Spanish,  or 
Ftomch.    It  was  also  said  that  they  were  usually  seen 


near  evening,  and  tfeat  at  night,  though  frequently 
in  £lain  sight,  they  would  always  suddenly  disap- 
pear—and though  frequently  seen  and  chased  by  men 
of  war,  they  always  disappeared  entirely  at  night- 
while  in  the  day,  they  sailed  like  the  wind,  laughing 
at  pursuit.  My  informant  also  said,  that  the  piratical 
vessel  was  a  brig,  with  painted  ports  carrying  ten  gona, 
and  a  long  twenty-four  pounder  on  a  pivot.  All  this 
was  true  of  the  brig  I  was  now  on  board  of.  She  wis 
heavily  sparred,  her  canvas  white,  raked  masts,  while 
her  sharp  bows,  beautiful  shear,  and  clean  run  up,  at 
once  convinced  me,  though  manned  by  imps  and  com- 
manded by  Satan,  she  was  as  sweet  a  craft  as  ever 
ploughed  the  sea. 

When  I  had  finished  my  breakfast,  and  related  my 
yarn  to  the  hands  forward,  who,  though  hideous  look- 
ing rascals,  spoke  English  as  well  as  I,  I  was  ordered 
aft  again  to  meet  the  scrutiny  of  the  captain,  whom  I 
had  not  yet  seen.  He  was  a  small  man,  below  the 
middle  size,  slender  form,  delicate  limbs,  and  a  Usee  so 
smooth  and  round  that  he  did  not  seem  to  be  over 
eighteen,  while  his  voice  was  melody  itself,  being  low 
and  exquisitely  modulated. 

Having  heard  my  story,  and  assured  me  of  kind 
treatment,  he  demanded  to  know  of  me  what  ships 
were  in  Valparaiso  Bay,  inward  or  outward  bound, 
and  what  men  of  war  were  there — the  state  of  things 
ashore— what  vessels  were  expected,  and  where  from 
—and  lastly,  whether  1  had  heard  anything  about  a  pi- 
rate off  Peru.  I  answered  these  manifold  questions 
as  fully  as  possible,  and  in  reply  to  the  latter,  said 
what  I  had  heard— adding,  truly,  that  the  English 

sloop  of  war  T was  despatched  a  week  before  to 

protect  the  merchant  service  from  him. 

This  last  item  afforded  him  much  amusement 

"Well,  my  lad,"  he  said,  "it  will  be  a  long  time  be- 
fore they  catch  us— for  we  are,  as  you  see,  that  same 
pirate — frieuds  to  the  sea,  and  enemies  to  all  who  sail 
upon  it.  We  are  short  of  wood  and  water,  and  must 
go  into  Valparaiso  to  fill  up — not,  however,  till  your 
sloop  of  war  comes  out ;  but  since  you  say  she  is 
about  to  remain  there,  I  will  entice  her  out.  Tou  can 
now  take  care  of  yourself.  I  shall  not  ask  of  you  any 
duty,  and  as  soon  as  I  can,  will  set  you  ashore." 

It  was  now  about  noon,  and  the  brig— which  had 
been  lying  to  since  I  was  picked  up— filled  her  main- 
top-sail, made  all  sail,  and  boarding  her  starboard  tacks, 
was  off  with  the  speed  of  light,  south  by  east,  to  make 
Point  Angels,  leaving  my  boat  adrift.  The  Andes 
were  yet  in  sight,  and  Valparaiso  not  far  distant,  so 
that  in  an  hour  Point  Angels  was  in  plain  view,  and 
at  4  P.  M.  we  entered  the  bay,  steering  straight  for  the  - 
F . 

All  hands  were  now  upon  deck,  and  to  do  them  jus- 
tice the  brig  was  worked  admirably.  The  long  twen- 
ty-four was  hauled  aft,  and  pointed  over  the  taftrai), 
white  the  rest  of  the  guns  were  cleared  away  and  dou- 
ble shotted.  All  this  preparation  for  action  rather  pu2- 
zled  me,  for  I  oould  not  think  that  the  pirate  captain 

intended  to  fight  the  F ,  inasmuch  as  her  battery 

of  twenty-four  pounders  would  have  blown  us  out  of 
water  m  five  minutes.  However,  I  took  my  stand  on 
the  forecastle,  determined  to  see  the  fun,  whatever  it 
might  be. 

When  we  were  within  about  a  mile  of  the  F , 

I  began  to  perceive  some  motion  on  board  of  her,  and 
the  boat  of  the  captain  of  the  port,  which  chanced  to 
be  along  aide  of  her,  suddenly  cast  off  and  ma4a  tail 
toward  us. 
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"  What  is  the  battery  of  the  F 1"  coolly  inquir- 
ed the  captain,  who  was  standing  near  me  at  this  mo- 
ment I 

"  Medium  twenty-fours,  sir,"  said  I.  I 

"  Very  good,"  he  replied,  calmly,  and  then  sung  out, 
as  he  walked  aft.  "Man  the  starboard  battery  !  stand 
by  !  Hands  by  the  weather  braces !  Slack  the  lee 
ones  I    Hard  up  the  helm  1" 

We  were  now  not  more  than  half  a  mile  from  the 

F ,  (which  as  yet  lay  quiet  with  her  sails  loose  to 

dry,)  and  wearing  round,  each  gun  of  the  starboard 
battery,  (long  twelves,)  was  fired  at  her  as  It  came  to 
bear,  until  we  were  round  on  the  larboard  tack,  when, 
giving  her  the  long  twenty* four,  we  were  o0,  two 
points  free,  standing  oat  to  sea. 

Our  first  shot,  which  struck  the  hull  of  the  F , 

was  followed,  quick  as  thought,  by  the  notes  of  her 
drum  beating  to  quarters,  while  her  jib  run  up  as  if  by 
magic,  and  her  cables  slipped,  topsails  were  hoisted 
and  sheeted  nome.  She  fell  off  directly  before  the 
wind,  and  hauled  up  on  the  larboard  tack— her  battery 
•peaking  in  thunder  as  it  came  to  bear;  then  crowding 
everything  she  gave  chase. 

Here,  however,  she  was  at  disadvantage ;  for  we  had 
the  start  of  a  mile— and,  moreover,  were  under  fine 
headway.  Her  true  game  was  to  keep  away  a  little, 
and  if  possible  carry  away  some  of  our  spars  with 
found  shot;  but  that  part  she  determined  to  put  off 
until  it  could  be  given  with  effect— nothing  doubting 
bat  she  should  speedily  overtake  us.  j 

But  in  this  the  commodore  reckoned  without  his 
host,  for  we  rapidly  slipped  away  from  him  working  to 
windward  of  him  in  spite  of  his  teeth.  He  carrit  d  on, 
however,  with  undaunted  zeal,  though  we  gradually 
increased  our  distance  from  one  mile  to  six  or  seven, 
and  darkness  found  him  still  driving  ahead,  with  every 
rag  of  canvas  spread  to  the  breeze,  which  was  now  a 
ten-knotter,  from  west-north-west. 

When  daylight  was  fully  gone,  our  captain  had  or- 
dered signal  lanterns  to  the  main-sky-sail  mast  head, 
and  at  each  yard  arm,  in  order  to  challenge  the  F.  to 
continue  her  chase,  and  now  (eleven  o'clock)  the  F. 
being  at  least  ten  miles  astern,  he  ordered  mast  and 
yard  ropes  to  be  rove,  and  all  hands  to  "  stand  by  to 
rig  ship." 

This  order  brought  me  up  ail  standing,  for  I  could 
not  imagine  what  was  to  follow ;  but  his  crew  under- 
stood the  thing  perfectly.  Some  large  spars  were 
brought  aft,  double  purchase  tackles  were  rigged  on 
the  stay.  Some  hogsheads  containing  fireworks  were 
tossed  overboard,  but  kept  in  tow,  and  numberless 
other  preparations  made  in  less  time  than  I  can  write 
them.  . 

"  All  ready  V »  hailed  the  captain.  I 

"  AH  ready,  sir,"  was  the  answer  from  all  parts  of 
the  vessel  , 

"  Then  fire !"  he  continued.  ! 

Every  gun  was  discharged  at  once,  and  at  the  in- 
stant, the  hogshead  astern  blew  up  with  a  tremendous 
report,  and  the  firmament  was  illuminated  with  a 
ghastly  blue  glare,  and  all  the  lights  were  extinguished, 
so  that  the  next  instant  we  were  in  darkness.  The 
main  and  fore-royal  and  sky  sail  masts  and  yards  were 
then  sent  down — the  mizzen  mast  stepped— a  top- 
mast and  top-gallant  mast  rigged  and  yards  crossed, 
while  the  guns  were  all  lowered  Into  the  hold.  Davits 
were  then  made  fast  at  the  sides,  and  whale  boats  run 
up  at  them,  while  others  were  placed  keel  up  on  the  | 


booms,  and  in  fifteen  minutes  we  tacked  and  stood 
toward  the  F.,  as  complete  a  whaling  ship  as  ever 
doubled  the  Horn.  The  tackles,  etc.,  were  then  un- 
rove — all  hands  but  sixteen  sent  below,  the  hatchet 
put  on,  and  away  we  bowled  for  the  F.  The  captain 
then  left  the  deck,  the  first  mate  taking  command; 
but  shortly  after  returned  from  below,  dressed  as  a 
woman,  and  directed  our  motion,  though  all  orders 
were  given  by  the  mate. 

in  half  an  hour  we  were  near  the  F.,  on  her  water 
bow,  standing  as  if  to  cross  her  wake.  When  within 
three  hundred  yards,  she  sent  a  light  up  in  her  mizen 
rigging,  and  fired  a  gun,  which  in  nautical  parlance 
means,  "  Heave  to,  1  speak  you." 

We  hove  to,  accordingly,  in  true  merchantman  style, 
while  the  F.  backed  her  main-to'sail,  as  became  a 
crack  sloop  of  war. 

"  What  ship  is  that?"  hailed  the  first  lieutenant  in 
the  short  peremptory  manner  proper  for  a  man  of  dig* 
nlty. 

"  The  Three  Sisters,  of  New  Bedford,"  replied  our 
first  mate,  taking  the  Yankee  twang  in  a  most  admir- 
able manner. 

11  Where  are  you  from — and  where  bound  —  and 
what's  your  master's  name"— continued  the  first  luff. 

"I  expect  we'm  from  a  cruise,"  drawled  the  mate 
again,  "  bound  to  Valparaiso  for  wood  and  water,  and 
our  old  man's  name  is  Andrew  Maxwell,  at  your  ser- 
vice." 

"  Have  you  seen  a  stranger  sail  hereaway  ?"  inter- 
rupted the  commodore. 

"  Guess  I  see  a  dipper  of  a  brig  pretend  to  blow  up, 
about  half  an  hour  ago,  but  she  only  made  b'lieve,  for 
I  see  her  ag'in  cutlin'  away  to  the  nor'ard  and  east'ard, 
pretty  considerable  fast,  I  expect,"  drawled  the  mate ; 
"  howsomover,  that  was  in  the  old  man's  watch,  and 
he's  turned  in  now,  snorin'  like  a  lobster,  and  I'll  be 
darned  if  I  want  to  call  him,  for  he's  cross  as  the  divil 
if  you  break  him  of  his  sleep — and  his  wife  would'nt 
like  it  neither,  I  gues»;  so  I'd  a  leetle  ruther  not— If  it's 
all  the  same  to  you." 

"Clap  a  stopped  over  all,  you  infernal  Yankee," 
hailed  our  first  luff;  and  she  braced  up  again,  and  was 
off  like  a  shot  in  chase,  of  said  brig,  while  we  up  stick 
and  bore  away  for  Valparaiso.  Here,  then,  was  the 
secret  of  the  pirate's  constant  escape  from  all  pursuers, 
this  change  of  form— and  of  course,  he  would  deceive 
any  one — e.  g.  the  Yankee  commander  of  the  F. 

The  next  day,  with  only  thirty  hands  to  be  seen, 
and  with  our  whaling  appearance,  we  er.tered  the  port 
of  Valparaiso — not  a  brig,  nor  commanded  by  a  hand- 
some young  man ;  as  our  acting  captain  had  a  face 
like  a  dead  eye,  and  our  real  commander  played  wife 
to  him,  for  the  time  being,  as  young  and  handsome  as 
ever.  Some  waggish  persons,  indeed,  little  thinking 
how  truly  they  spoke,  insisted  that  the  said  wife  was 
to  all  intents  and  purposes,  commander  of  the  ship — 
since  the  captain  had  a  way  of  saving,  "Mask  my 
i0(/e,"  on  all  Important  occasions. 

At  the  end  of  four  days— the  said  whaler  having 
wooded  and  watered,  etc.  I  was  brought  upon  deck, 
(for  I  had  been  kept  under  hutches,  too,  since  our  ar- 
rival, that  I  need  not  be  seen  by  any  loafers)  and  hav- 
ing been  sworn  to  secrecy,  (which  said  oath,  N.  B.,  I 
kept,)  I  was  set  ashore,  and  then  the  Three  Slsiera 
weighed  anchor,  and,  under  a  cloud  of  canvas,  stood 
out  to  sea,  to  recommence  her  fair  trading  operations. 

What  became  of  her  thereafter  is  none  of  my  bust* 
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seas,  though  I  am  told,  her  tricks  were  at  last  found 
out;  and  a  bright-sided  brig,  which  she  industriously 
chased  for  a  whole  day,  and  finally  overtook,  proved 
to  be  the  F.  sloop  of  war,  her  commander  thus  paying 
(he  devil  in  his  own  coin ;  and  in  the  interchange  of 
"  warm  expressions"  which  followed,  the  F.  sent  her 
so  effectually  to  the  bottom,  that  It  was  generally  sup- 
posed she  would  stay  there  a  time,  unless  Jimmy 
Flatfoot  actually  took  her  under  his  wing.  However, 
friend  Greenhorn,  all  this  is  none  of  yeur  business. 

Jack  Gasket. 


Thrilling  and  beautiful  Ballad. — We  know  not 
the  author  of  the  following  effective  and  highly  finish- 
ed ballad,  but  it  is  certainly  one  of  the  best  pieces  of 
historical  verse  the  country  has  produced.    The  histo- 
rical notes  attached  are  also  exceedingly  interesting. 
Vermont  is,  and  always  has  been,  all  Native  American, 
to  the  back  bone. 
THE  SONG-  OF  THE  VERMONTERS— 1779.  * 
Ho — all  to  the  borders !  Vermonters,  come  down, 
With  your  breeches  of  deer-skin  and  jackets  of  brown ; 
With  your  red  woolen  caps  and  your  moccasins,  come 
To  the  gathering  summons  of  trumpet  and  drum. 

Come  down  with  your  rifles!— let  gray  wolf  and  fox 
Howl  on  in  the  shade  of  their  primitive  rocks ; 
Let  the  bear  feed  securely  from  pig- pen  and  stall, 
Here's  &  two-legged  game  for  your  powder  and  ball. 

On  our  south  come  the  Dutchmen,  enveloped  in  grease, 

And  arming  for  battle  while  canting  of  peace ; 

On  our  east  crafty  Meshecht  has  gathered  his  band 

*  The  political  history  of  Vermont  Is  full  of  interest. 
In  1762,  New  York,  by  reason  of  an  extraordinary 
grant  of  Charles  II.  to  the  Duke  of  York,  claimed  a 
jurisdiction  over  about  sixty  townships  of  which  grants 
had  been  given  by  the  Governor  of  New  Hampshire, 
declaring  those  grants  Illegal.  An  attempt  was  made 
to  dispossess  the  settlers,  but  It  was  promptly  resisted. 
In  1774,  New  York  passed  a  most  despotic  law  against 
the  resisting  Vermonters,  and  th#Dovernor  offered  a 
large  reward  for  the  apprehension  of  the  celebrated 
Ethan  Allen  and  seven  of  his  associates.  The  proscri- 
bed persons  In  turn  threatened  to/1  kill  and  destroy  any 
person  or  persons  whomsoever  that  should  be  acces- 
sary, aiding  or  assisting  in  taking  any  of  them." — See 
Allen's  Vindication  p.  45.  Blood  was  shed  at  West- 
minster Court  House,  in  1775.— Vide  R.  Jones's  Nar- 
rative. In  1777,  Vermont  declared  its  independence. 
New  York  still  urged  her  claims  and  attempted  to  en- 
force them  with  her  militia.  In  1779,  New  Hampshire 
also  laid  claim  to  the  whole  state  of  Vermont.  Mas- 
sachusetts speedily  followed  by  putting  In  her  claim  to 
about  two-thirds  of  It.  Congress,  powerless  under  the 
old  Confederation,  endeavored  to  keep  on  good  terms 
with  all  the  parties,  but  ardently  favored  New  York. 
Vermont  remonstrated  warmly.  Congress  threatened. 
Vermont  published  "an  appeal  to  the  candid  and  im- 
partial world"— denounced  Congress,  and  asserted  its 
own  absolute  independence.  Notwithstanding  the 
threats  offered  on  all  sides,  the  contest  terminated 
without  much  bloodshed,  and  Vermont  was  admitted 
into  the  Union  in  1791,  after  existing  as  an  indepen- 
dent sovereignty  for  nearly  fifteen  years.  Williams's 
History  of  Vermont ',  <f»c. 

t  Hon.  Meshech  Weare,  Governor  of  New  Hamp- 
shire. 


To  hang  up  our  leaders  and  eat  out  our  land. 

Ho— all  to  the  rescue !  for  Satan  shall  work 
No  gain  for  the  legions  of  Hampshire  and  York ! 
They  claim  our  possessions— the  pitiful  knaves — 
The  tribute  we  pay  shall  be  prisons  and  graves ! 

Let  Clinton  and  Ten  Broek :  with  bribes  in  their  hands, 
Still  seek  to  divide  us  and  parcel  our  lands, 
We've  coats  for  our  traitors,  whoever  they  are — 
The  warp  is  oifeathtrsl  the  filling  of  tar!  % 

Does  the  "old  bay  state"  threaten?    Does  Congress 

complain? 
Swarms  Hampshire  in  arms  on  our  borders  again? 
Bark  the  war-dogs  of  Britain  aloud  on  the  lake? 
Let  'em  come— what  they  con  they  are  welcome  to  take. 

What  seek  they  among  us  ?    The  pride  of  our  wealth 
Is  comfort,  contentment,  and  labor  and  health, 
And  lands  which,  as  freemen,  we  only  save  trod, 
Independent  of  all,  save  the  mercies  of  God. 

Yet  we  owe  no  allegiance ;  we  bow  to  no  throne ; 
Our  ruler  is  law,  and  the  law  Is  our  own; 
Our  leaders  themselves  are  our  own  fellow-men, 
Who  can  handle  the  sword,  or  the  scythe  or  the  pen. 

Our  wives  are  all  true,  and  our  daughters  are  fair, 
With  their  blue  eyes  of  smiles  and  their  light  flowing 

hair; 
All  brisk  at  their  wheels  till  the  dark  even-fall, 
Then  blithe  at  the  sleigh-ride,  the  husking  and  ball! 

We've  sheep  on  the  hill-sides,  we've  cowe  on  the  plain, 
And  gay-tasseled  corn-fields^  and  rank-growing  grain ; 
There  are  deer  on  the  mountains,  and  wood-pigeons  fly 
From  the  crack  of  our  muskets,  like  clouds  on  the  sky. 

And  there's  fish  in  our  streamlets  and  rivers  which  take 
Their  course  from  our  hills  to  our  broad-bosom'd  lake; 
Through  rock-arch'd  Winooski  the  salmon  leaps  free, 
And  the  portly  shad  follows  all  fresh  from  the  sea. 

Like  a  sun-beam  the  pickerel  glides  through  his  pool; 
And  the  spotted  trout  leaps  where  the  waters  are  cool, 
Or  darts  from  his  shelter  of  rock  and  of  root 
At  the  beaver's  quick  plunge  or  the  angler's  pursuit 


And  ours  are  the  mountains  which  awfully  rise 
Till  they  rest  their  green  heads  on  the  blue  of  the 
And  ours  are  the  forests  unwasted,  unshorn, 
Save  where  the  wild  path  of  the  tempest  is  torn. 


And  though  savage  and  wild  be  this  climate  of  ours, 
And  brief  be  our  season  of  fruits  and  of  flowers, 

:  Governor  Clinton  of  New  York,  and  Hon.  A.  Ten 
Broek,  President  of  the  New  York  Convention. 

5  The  New  York  sheriffs  and  those  who  submitted 
to  the  authority  of  New  York  were  often  roughly  han- 
dled by  the  Green  Mountain  boys.  The  following  is 
from  the  journal  of  the  proceedings  of  the  Vermont 
Council  of  public  safety :  "  Council  of  Safety,  3d  Sept. 

1777. is  permitted  to  return  home,  and 

remain  on  his  father's  farm  (and  If  found  off  to  expect 
thirty-nine  lashes  of  the  beach  seal)  until  further  orders 
from  this  Council."  The  instrument  of  punishment 
was  termed  the  "beach  seal"  In  allusion  to  the  great 
seal  of  New  Hampshirkaffixed  to  the  grants,  of  which 
the  beach  rod  well  laid  upon  the  naked  backs  of  the 
"  Yorkers"  and  their  adherents  was  considered  a  con- 
firmation. 
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JPar  dearer  the  blast  round  our  mountains  which  raves, 
Than  the  sweet  summer  zephyr  which  breathes  over  * 
slaves. 

Hurrah  for  Vermont !  for  the  land  which  we  till 
31  ust  have  sons  to  defend  her  from  valley  and  hill ; 
Leave  the  harvest  to  rot  on  the  field  where  it  grows, 
And  the  reaping  of  wheat  for  the  reaping  of  foes. 

From  far  Michiscoui's  wild  valley,  to  where 
Poosoomsuck  steals  down  from  his  wood-circled  lair, 
From  Shocticook  river  to  Lutterlock  town— 
Ho — all  to  the  rescue !  Vermonters  come  down  I 

Come  York  or  come  Hampshire— come  traitors  and 

knaves, 
If  ye  rule  o'er  our  land,  ye  shall  rule  o'er  our  graves; 
Oar  vow  is  recorded— our  banner  unfurled— 
In  the  name  of  Vermont  we  defy  all  the  world !  * 

*"  Rather  than  fail,  I  will  retire  with  my  hardy 
Green  Mountain  boys  to  the  desolate  caverns  of  the 
mountains,  and  wage  war  with  human  nature  at  large" 
—Ethan  Allen's  Letter  to  Congress,  March  9,  1781. 


THE  FAIE,  ABTIST. 

BY  MR8.  SARAH  J.  HALE. 

"I  can  never  finish  this  picture,  Sir  Anthony;  it 
does  not  please  me  at  all,"  said  the  fair  artist,  as  she 
rested  her  pallette  on  her  lap,  while  the  hand  which 
held  her  pencil  fell  listlessly  at  her  side.  "I  will  try 
no  more,"  she  continued,  fixing  her  gaze  half  sadly, 
half  disdainfully  on  the  easel  where  stood  the  unfin- 
ished portrait  of  Edmund  Waller. 

This  youth,  for  he  had  not  yet  attained  his  twentieth 
year,  was  already  a  great  favorite  with  the  ladies  of  the 
court  of  Charles  the  First.  His  sweet  songs  that  he 
sung  sweetly  to  the  accompaniment  of  his  Spanish 
guitar,  which  he  touched  with  exquisite  skill,  had  al- 
ready won  him  the  coveted  smiles  of  Lady  Dorothea 
Sydney,  (so  well  known  as  "  Sacharissa,")  and*  even 
Queen  Henrietta  herself,  had  deigned  to  bestow  prais- 
es on  the  handsome  minstrel  poet.  But  there  was 
among  the  ladies  who  attended  the  queen,  one  whom 
the  young  favorite  had  never  been  able  to  charm  either 
by  his  poetry  or  music.  This  was  the  lovely  and  ac- 
complished Mary  Gowry,  usually  designated  by  the 
king,  and,  of  course,  by  all  others,  as  the  "fair  artist" 

Mary  Gowry  was  the  orphan  daughter  of  the  unfor- 
tunate Lord  Gowry— and  after  his  death,  she  had  been 
brought  up  by  her  aunt,  the  old  lady  Morton,  in  her 
secluded  country  residence.  There  the  young  girl  be- 
came an  enthusiastic  admirer  of  the  beauties  of  nature, 
and  after  the  favor  of  Queen  Henrietta  toward  her  Ca- 
tholic subjects  and  their  descendents,  had  sought  our 
Mary,  and  established  her  as  maid  of  honor  in  the  ele- 
gant and  refined  court  over  which  she  presided,  this 
taste  it  probably  was,  which  led  the  new  favorite  to 
cultivate  her  talents  for  painting.  She  loved  quiet  and 
retirement,  and  her  devotion  to  her  pencil  was  permit- 
ted by  the  queen  to  apologize  for  the  little  interest 
which  Mary  seemed  to  take  in  the  amusements  of  the 
court. 

The  revelations  of  Miss  Burney,  in  her  lately  pub- 
lished "  Memoirs,"  must  haws-  dissipated  all  the  pleas- 
ant illusions  with  which  the  fancies  of  young  ladies  or 
gentlemen  may  have  invested  life  in  a  palace.  A  more 
uncomfortable  place  of  residence  for  rational  beings 
can  scarcely  be  imagined.    The  slavery  of  royal  eti- 


quette which  never  relaxes,  never  even  sleeps  without 
its  fetters,  which  subdues  the  mind  while  it  controls 
the  every  movement  of  the  body,  is  a  burden  so  revolt- 
ing to  the  spirit,  that,  when  reading  descriptions  of  the 
routine,  it  seems  impossible  that  men,  or  even  womea 
who  have  constitutionally  more  patience,  can  submit 
to  it. 

Pope,  in  one  of  his  letters,  describing  a  dinner  given 
him  by  some  of  the  ladies  at  the  court  of  George  the 
Second,  says :  "  We  all  agreed  that  the  life  of  a  maid 
of  honor  was  of  all  things  the  most  miserable ;  and 
wished  that  every  woman  who  envied  it  had  a  speci- 
men of  It."  And  from  this  life  it  was  that  Mary  Gow- 
ry sought  to  find  some  relief  in  cultivating  her  talents 
for  painting,  which  the  indulgence  of  her  royal  mis- 
tress was  graciously  pleased  to  sanction. 

Sir  Anthony  Vandyke— for  it  was  this  celebrated 
painter  whom  the  fair  artist  addressed— had  been  her 
instructor  in  this  divine  art,  and  it  had  been  remarked 
by  many  a  watchful  eye  In  the  royal  household,  that 
the  lovely  pupil  engrossed  a  wonderful  share  of  atten- 
tion from  her  noble  looking  master.  And  the  favor  of 
Sir  Anthony  Vandyke  was  not  of  slight  moment 
Those  who  cared  nothing  for  his  genius  or  his  worth 
of  character  while  he  was  only  an  artist,  now  that  the 
king  had  knighted  him,  and  heaped  fortune  and  hon- 
ors upon  him,  were  his  most  obsequious  flatterers; 
Still,  the  friendship  of  courtiers  is,  proverbially,  hollow- 
hearted,  and  many  who  fawned  on  Sir  Anthony,  were 
eagerly  watching  for  an  opportunity  to  bring  him  into 
disgrace  with  the  king. 

Among  this  number  was  Edmund  Waller.  He  had 
taken  mortal  offence  at  a  rebuke  which  Vandyke  had 
given  him,  for  alluding— as  the  painter  thought  lightly 
and  presumptiously— to  the  fair  artist  in  one  of  his 
songs.  In  his  heart,  therefore,  Waller  vowed  ven- 
geance against  Vandyke ;  and  having  discovered,  as 
he  thought,  (and  truly  enough,) that  this  distinguished 
artist  was  deeply  in  love  with  his  fair  pupil,  the  envi- 
ous poet  determined  to  profit  by  the  circumstance. 

Mary  Gowry  had  succeeded  to  a  miracle,  as  it  was 
said,  in  painting  the  portraits  of  the  queen  and  her 
young  daughter,  the  princess  Elizabeth,  and  one  or 
two  of  the  ladies  of  the  court  She  had  also  succeed- 
ed in  taking  an  excellent  likeness  of  Vandyke  himself, 
which  she  executed  by  command  of  the  king,  who 
wished  to  test  her  ability  to  paint  a  masculine  head, 
and  then,  he  said,  he  should  sit  to  her  for  his  own  por- 
trait 

It  was  while  Miss  Gowry  was  painting  the  likeness 
of  Vandyke,  that  Waller  contrived  by  various  artful 
manoeuvres,  to  obtain  from  Queen  Henrietta  the  ex- 
pression of  a  wish,  (which  from  royal  lips  is  the  same 
as  a  command,)  that  the  fair  artist  would  paint  the  por- 
trait of  Waller.  Accordingly  she  began  it,  though  with 
no  good  will,  for  she  disliked  his  trifling  manners,  and 
the  vanity  and  egotism  which  she  had  discovered  to  be 
his  governing  characteristics. 

What  was  Waller's  motive  may  be  easily  understood. 
He  intended  to  charm  Mary,  to  torture  the  noble- 
minded  Vandyke  with  jealousy,  and,  if  possible,  to 
provoke  from  him  a  declaration,  which  Waller  thought 
would  be  both  rejected  by  the  lady  and  disapproved  of 
by  the  king  and  queen. 

"  I  will  try  no  more,"  repeated  Mary  in  a  low  but 
decided  tone. 

Waller  bent  down  his  head  with  a  non-chalante  air, 
while  with  a  furtive  glanee  he  watched  the  master  and 
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pupil, 
he. 


"  I  will  at  least  have  a  story  to  tell,"  thought 


Vandyke  was  not,  in  heart,  sorry  that  the  fair  artist 
had  failed  in  this  instance ;  still  for  the  credit  of  his 
eleve  he  must  strive  to  encourage  her;  so  he  said,  as 
he  placed  his  right  hand  on  the  back  of  her  chair  and 
bent  his  regards  on  her  fair  face  in  a  manner  rather  too 
tender  for  that  expression  of  reproof,  which  a  master 
conveys  to  a  refractory  pupil : 

"  I  think  you  may  succeed  yet ;  that  shade  by  the 
corner  of  the  left  eye,  and  that  near  the  mouth  also," 
pointing  with  the  forefinger  of  his  left  hand,  while  he 
spoke,  to  the  portrait,  "  are  a  little  too  dark.  There  is 
*  sinister,  unpleasant  expression  too  in  the  face.  Can 
you  not  see  these  faults?" 

"  I  see  faults,  many  faults,  Sir  Anthony,  which  I 
cannot  remedy.  I  am  weary  of  the  subject  It  is  vain 
for  me  to  try  longer." 

"Yet  you  suceeded  admirably  with  the  queen's— 
with  all  that  you  have  attempted." 

"That  was  because  I  painted  from  the  image  in  my 
heart,  and  not  from  the  form  before  me.  I  loved  the 
queen  and"- she  stopped  suddenly  as  the  thought 
^flashed  on  her,  that  he  must  think  that  she  loved  the 
others  also  whom  she  had  painted  so  admirably.  The 
deep  blush,  the  succeeding  pallor,  the  effort  she  evi- 
dently made  to  conceal  and  overcome  her  emotions, 
these  which,  to  an  indifferent  spectator,  would  have 
seemed  of  trifling  import,  were  all  harbingers  of  a 
blessed  hope  to  Sir  Anthony  Vandyke.  For  the  first 
time,  the  thought  that  Mary  Gowry,  young,  beautiful, 
high-born  and  accomplished  as  she  was,  would  permit 
him  to  love  her,  would  return  his  affection,  came  to 
light  up  his  soul  with  such  brightness  as  the  morning 
•tar  sheds  when  we  are  weary  with  watching  for  the 
day.  It  was  the  crisis  of  their  fate ;  the  moment  when 
when  the  beatings  of  each  heart  seemed,  as  it  were,  to 
be  heard  and  echoed  by  the  other. 

The  denouement  is  known  to  all  who  are  conver- 
sant with  the  history  of  those  times.  We  need  not  go 
into  the  particulars  of  this  love  passage,  which  enliven- 
ed in  a  most  unwonted  manner,  the  dull  monotony  of 
the  court  of  Charles  the  First.  That  monarch  had 
shown  his  good  taste  ia  appreciating  the  fine  genius 
of  Vandyke.  He  now  snowed  himself  capable  of  a 
wise  and  disinterested  friendship  toward  those  whom 
he  had  patronized.  He  gave  Mary  Gowry  with  a  hand- 
some marriage  portion,  to  Sir.  Anthony  Vandyke, 
though  he  felt  that  in  thus  making  the  artist  happy  at 
home,  he  was  lessening  his  dependence  on  his  royal 
toaster.  This  species  of  self-remuneration  Queen 
Elizabeth  never  would  make. 


"Anothsb  Engines*."— The  Sheriff  on  a  Loco- 
motive.— A  most  amusing  scene  occurred  one  day  last 
week  on  one  of  the  rail-roads  between  Buffalo  and 
Albany.  Mr.  Welles,  the  people's  letter  carrier,  find- 
ing the  rail-road  would  not  give  him  a  passage  In  con- 
sequence of  Postmaster  Wickliffe's  order  to  turn  out 
all  persons  suspected  of  carrying  letters,  had  a  Sheriff 
wailing  at  every  station  with  an  injunction  to  prohibit- 
ing the  departure  of  the  cars  without  him  under  a  pen- 
alty of  *  10,000. 

The  train  was  ready.  Welles  said  nothing,  but  stood 
by,  carpet  bag  in  hand. 

Dling,  Dllng,  ding,  ding,  went  the  signal  bell  for  the 
train  to  start. 


11  All  aboard,"  shouted  the  conductor,  giving  the  sig- 
nal to  the  engineer. 

Engineer. — I  can't  go. 

Conductor.— What's  the  matter. 

Engineer.— There  is  another  Engineer  bete.  Ht 
won't  let  me  start  her. 

Conductor. — Kick  him  overboard. 

[Passengers  putting  their  heads  out  of  the  cars,  and 
bawling  at  the  top  of  their  voice,  "  Conductor,"  u  Coev 
ductor,"  "  what's  the  matter."  "Thebiler  ain't  going 
to  burst,  is  it  1" J 

Engineer.— You  had  better  come  here  and  kick  him 
overboard  yourself. 

[Conductor  approaches  and  addresses  the  Sheriff  J 
What  business  have  you  here,  Sir. 

Sheriff.— I  forbid  the  departure  of  this  train  withoat 
Mr.  Welles  under  a  penalty  of  ten  thousand  dollars. 
Here's  my  authority. 

[Passengers  getting  out— a  terrible  alarm  In  the 
cars — dbc,  &cj 

Conductor.— All  right  sir.  Come,  Mr.  Welles,  jump 
aboard.  Passengers  will  please  to  take  their  seats  im- 
mediately. 

Dling,  Diing,  Whist,  phiz,  ziz,  and  the  cars  are  oflj 
with  Mr.  Welles  aboard.  An  injunction  awaited  the 
train  at  the  commencement  of  each  corporate  juris- 
diction, as  it  passed  on  to  Buffalo.  Mr.  Wicklifife  has 
been  defeated  by  "  another  Engineer."— JV.  Y.  Sun. 


JOSEPHINE. 
From  the  memoirs  of  the  former  Empress  of  Prance, 
published  in  Constable's  Miscellany,  we  derive  the 
interesting  notices  which  are  subjoined. 

HEtt  BimTH  AND  *ABBNTAOE. 

The  name  of  this  celebrated  lady  has  been  variously 
given ;  the  only  decisive  authority — her  own  signature 
to  a  public  document— is  M.  J.  R.  Tatcher,  or  Marie- 
Joseph-Rose-Tascher.  There  are  jointly  the  baptis- 
mal appellations  of  both  parents.  Her  father  was 
Joseph-  Gaspard- Thicker,  frequently,  but  improperiy 
written  Dctascher,  and  her  mother,  /&se-t3air»-Dee- 
vergere  de  Sanoie,  both  natives  of  France,  though 
married  in  St.  Domingo  about  1771.  Of  these  indivi- 
duals, now  become  historical  personages,  little  inter- 
esting information  has  been  preserved.  Occurrences 
in  private  life  are  seldom  retained,  and  can  rarely  he 
recovered,  when  they  derive  their  sole  importance  from 
unexpected  and  long  subsequent  events.  M.  Teacher 
had  early  embraced  a  military  career,  and  attained  the 
rank  of  captain  in  a  regiment  of  horse.  This  station 
necessarily  implies  honorable  descent,  even  were  theft 
not  other  means  of  ascertaining  the  condition  of  his 
family :  for  certain  quarterings  of  nobility,  as  the  term 
goes  on  the  continent,  constituted  a  qualification  in* 
dispensably  necessary  to  an  officer,  especially  of  caval- 
ry in  the  armies  of  old  France.  He  appears  to  have 
proceeded  to  the  West  Indies  on  professional  duty 
sometime  in  1768,  but  at  the  period  of  his  daughter's 
birth,  had  retired  from  the  service,  and  then  resided 
upon  an  estate  in  St.  Domingo,  called  La  Fegerie. 
Of  his  wife  Msdemoisselle  de  Sanols,  almost  no  par- 
ticular is  recorded  beyond  the  fact  of  her  having  been 
the  daughter  of  an  ancient  and  respectable  family  in 
one  of  the  southern  provinces,  which  some  years  prior 
to  her  union  with  Captain  Tascher,  falling  into  strait- 
ened, or,  at  least,  less  opulent  circumstances,  from  the 
unsuccessful  issue  of  a  lawsuit,  had  retired  to  \ 
sions  in  the  new  world. 
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Of  this  parentage,  the  only  child,  the  subject  of  these 
memoirs,  was  born  at  St.  Pierre,  the  capital  of  Marti- 
nico,  on  the  23d  June,  1763.  By  some  authorities,  and 
among  others,  the  act  of  her  civil  marriage  with  Bona- 
parte, still  extant  on  the  Revolutionary  registers  of 
Paris,  Josephine's  birth  is  placed  in  1767.  The  four 
years,  however,  thus  deducted  from  her  real  sge  must 
be  assigned  either  to  mistake,  or  not  improbably  in  the 
instance  quoted,  to  voluntary  forgetful ness.  It  is 
deserving  of  notice,  also,  as  something  like  a  mutual 
abnegation  of  curious  inquiry  on  this  head,  that  in  the 
amine  instrument,  one  year  is  added  to  the  General's 
age.  The  birth  of  her  children  of  her  first  marriage 
are  likewise  decisive  on  the  point :  and,  in  truth,  so 
Utile  attention  has  been  paid  to  consistency  here,  that 
we  hare  read  biographies  of  Josephine,  whose  authors 
with  an  innocent  inadvertence  to  the  fact,  make  her  a 
mother  at  the  age  of  little  more  than  ten  years. 

The  infancy  and  youth  of  Josephine  were  passed, 
not  under  the  paternal  roof,  but  with  an  aunt.  In- 
stead therefore,  of  returning  to  St.  Domingo  with  her 
parents,  the  infant  remained  in  the  island  of  Martlnico. 
We  can  discover  no  cause  for  this,  save  a  family  ar- 
rangement in  the  first  instance,  and  the  premature 
death  of  her  mother.  Without  being  aware  of  these 
circumstances,  however,  and  perhaps  not  recollecting 
that  her  father  died  before  she  had  become  known,  the 
reader  might  deem  it  remarkable,  and  even  ungrate- 
ful, that  Josephine  so  seldom  mentioned,  and  conse- 
quently has  left  such  slight  and  imperfect  memorials 
of  her  parent 8.  But  opportunities  will  hereafter  occur 
of  proving,  from  her  affectionate  attention  to  every 
surviving  member  of  her  father's  family,  and  unshaken 
friendship  for  the  relatives  of  her  first  husband,  that 
her1  s  was  a  heart  incapable  alike  of  ingratitude,  as  of 
feeling  ashamed  of  an  humble  origin.  She  appears  in 
truth,  to  have  remembered  nothing  of  her  mother,  and 
extremely  little  of  her  father ;  for,  while  writing  and 
speaking  in  the  most  endearing  terms  of  her  aunt— 
"  that  excellent  woman,"  to  use  her  own  expression, 
lc  that  tender  mother,  that  perfect  being  whose  virtues 
you  my  children,  have  so  often  heard  me  extol,"— she 
makes  no  mendon,  in  a  letter  which  there  was  every 
reason  to  suppose  would  be  her  last,  of  either  father  or 
mother,  even  so  distantly  as  to  induce  the  belief  that 
she  had  ever  known  them. 

HER   LA8T  ILLNESS   AND   DEATH. 

"The  unhappy  Josephine  had  now  been  so  long  ex- 
posed to  agitating  changes,  that,  though  immediately 
after  the  divorce,  she  had  improved  in  personal  ap- 
pearance, her  health  had  become  extremely  precarious. 
New  anxieties,  in  addition  to  the  distressing  events 
which  had  just  occurred,  began  to  alarm  her.  It  was 
now  the  commencement  of  May,  and  the  appointments 
fixed  by  the  Treaty  of  Fountainbleau  had  not  been 
paid,  the  distress  occasioned  by  this  very  unwarranta- 
ble neglect  of  an  obligation  which  ought  to  have  been 
especially  held  sacred  by  the  French  government,  will 
be  readily  conceived  by  the  reader  acquainted  with  Jo- 
sephine's tastes  and  benevolent  disposition.  Some- 
times she  would  allow  an  expression  of  censure  to 
escape  against  Napoleon,  but  would  instantly  retract— 
"No  nol  heis  unhappy— he  must  be  in  want  him- 
self—I  wm  sell  my  jewels,  and  send  him  money." 
About  the  same  time  she  resolved  to  make  her  will— a 
subject  on  which  she  had  previously  wished  to  consult 
Napoleon,  and  now  the  faithful  creature  sent  a  draft  to 
Elba,  "Make  your  remarks,  Sir.;  you  cannot  doubt 


they  will  be  held  sacred  by  me,  or  that  I  rejoice  In  this 
opportunity  of  showing  my  devotion  at  a  time  when 
others  fall  away  from  their  obedience."  This  instru- 
ment was  never  completed,  which  afterward  proved  a 
source  of  great  misfortune  to  Josephine's  most  loved 
retainers,  none  of  whom  were  rewarded  as  she  in- 
tended, or  as  their  fidelity  merited. 

All  these  grievances  preyed  upon  Josephine's  spirits, 
but  without  producing  any  appearance  of  disease,  till 
the  fourth  of  May,  when  she  dined  at  St  Leu,  with 
Hortense,  Eugene,  and  the  Emperor  of  Russia.  On 
returning  to  Malmaison  she  felt  a  genera)  uneasiness, 
which,  however,  yielded  to  some  gentle  medicine,  and 
the  Empress  resumed  her  ordinary  occupations,  though 
evidently  without  the  usual  enjoyment.  Some  days 
after,  Lord  Beverly,  with  his  two  sons,  breakfasted  at 
Malmaison,  and  to  this  nobleman  Josephine  expressd 
herself  warmly  on  the  generosity  of  the  English,  who 
at  that  time,  she  said,  alone  spoke  of  Napoleon  in  a 
becoming  manner.  She  complained  bitterly  of  the 
ingratitude  of  those  who,  not  satisfied  with  abandon- 
ing his  falling  fortunes,  overwhelmed  his  memory  with 
calumny.  On  the  10th,  Alexander,  with  several  dis- 
tinguished foreigners,  dined  at  Mai  maison.  Josephine, 
despite  a  headache  and  cold  shiverings,  which  she 
labored  to  conceal,  did  the  honors  of  the  table,  and  in 
the  evening  attempted  even  to  take  part  in  a  game  of 
"prisoners,"  on  the  beautiful  lawn  in  front  of  her  resi- 
dence. How  many  painful  associations  must  have 
connected  themselves  with  this  amusement!  Both 
mind  and  body  unfitted  her  for  such  an  exercise,  and 
she  was  constrained  to  become  a  spectator,  but  with 
such  an  altered  appearance  as  to  excite  the  alarm  of 
her  guests.  To  their  anxious  inquiries,  however  she 
continued  to  reply  with  a  faint  smile,  which  belied  the 
assurance,  "  that  she  was  only  fatigued,  and  would  be 
well  to-morrow."  To-morrow  came,  but  Josephine 
was  evidently  worse;  and  for  fourteen  days  her  com- 
plaint, without  assuming  any  definite  form,  or  render- 
ing absolute  confinement  necessary,  was  frequently 
attended  at  night  with  fainting  and  sometimes  a  wan- 
dering of  the  mind,  more  from  anxiety  than  delirium. 
On  the  24th,  the  Empress  had  a  slight  attack  of  sore 
throat,  but  otherwise  rallied  so  much  as  to  insist  or 
seeing  the  Emperor  of  Russia  and  the  King  of  Prussia, 
who  were  engaged  to  dine  with  her  on  that  day.  She 
did  accordingly  appear  but  was  forced  to  retire,  and 
Hortense,  who  never  left  Malmaison  during  her 
mother's  illness,  took  her  place  at  table.  Thence-for- 
ward the  disease  assumed  a  most  alarming  character 
of  gangrenous  quincy,  and  its  progress  became  fear- 
fully rapid. 

On  the  morning  of  the  25th,  Alexander  returned, 
and,  filled  with  anxiety  at  the  alteration  in  Josephine's 
appearance,  requested  permission  to  send  his  own  phy- 
sician. This  the  Empress  declined ;  but  from  that  day 
she  was  attended  by  her  own,  and  the  two  physicians 
attached  to  the  household  of  her  son  and  daughter, 
On  the  night  of  the  26th- 27th,  a  blister  was  applied  be- 
tween the  shoulders,  and  sinapisms  to  the  feet;  but 
though  these  gave  some  relief  from  pain,  they  effected 
no  impression  on  the  disease.  Still  Josephine,  with 
the  same  angelic  sweetness  which  had  marked  her 
whole  life,  endeavored  by  concealing  her  suffering,  to 
soothe  the  anxiety  of  her  surrounding  friends.  From 
the  morning  of  the  26th,  she  appears  to  have  been  per- 
fectly sensible  of  her  danger;  for  looking  then  steadily 
upon  the  physician  and  perceiving  his  alarm,  she  si 
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lently  pressed  his  hand  in  token  of  consciousness  and 
acquiescence.  She  even  took  an  interest  in  her  for- 
mer occupations,  and  on  the  27th,  when  informed  that 
the  celebrated  flower  painter,  Redoubte,  had  come  to 
draw  two  favorite  plants  in  flower,  she  sent  for  him 
extended  her  hand,  then  pushed  him  gently  away,  say- 
ing, "  You  must  not  catch  my  sore  throat,  for  next 
week,"  (this  was  on  Monday,)  "  I  hope  to  see  you  ad- 
vanced with  a  fresh  masterpiece."  The  preceding 
night  had  passed  in  a  legarthic  sleep,  and  at  ten  in  the 
morning  of  the  28th,  the  physicians  after  consulting, 
deemed  it  proper  to  prepare  Eugene  and  Hortense  for 
the  final  change.  From  those  two  cherished  beings, 
whom  she  had  loved  so  truly,  Josephine  heard  a  com- 
munication which  thus  lost  all  its  bitterness.  With 
pious  resignation,  she  received  the  last  rites  of  the  Ro- 
mish faith  from  the  ministration  of  her  grandchildren's 
preceptor,  for  the  parish  clergyman  of  Ruel  happened 
to  be  absent  Late  on  the  same  day  the  Emperor 
Alexander  arrived,  and  was  shown  into  the  chamber  of 
the  sufferer,  now  evidently  approaching  the  goal  of  all 
her  sorrows.  By  the  bed  of  their  mother  knelt  Eu- 
gene and  Hortense,  too  deeply  moved  to  address  the 
Emperor ;  but  at  sight  of  the  monarch  whom  she  re- 
garded with  gratitude,  Josephine  seemed  to  acquire 
renewed  strength,  made  a  sign  for  all  to  approach,  and 
said—"  At  least  I  shall  die  regretted ;  I  have  always 
desired  the  happiness  of  France  ;  I  did  all  in  my  pow- 
er to  contribute  to  it ;  and  I  can  say  with  truth  to  all 
of  you  now  present  at  my  last  moments,  that  the  first 
wife  of  Napoleon  never  caused  a  single  tear  to  flow.1 
These  were  her  last  words,  for  she  fell  immediately  af- 
ter into  a  slumber,  which  continued,  interrupted  by  a 
scarcely  audible  sigh,  till  half  past  eleven  on  the  mor- 
ning of  the  29th  of  May,  when  her  gentle  spirit  calm- 
ly passed  to  a  world  of  love  and  peace. 

At  mid-day,  on  the  2d  of  June,  1814,  the  funeral 
moved  forward  from  Malmaison,  and,  at  five  in  the 
evening,  the  body  of  the  Empress  of  France  was  con- 
signed to  a  humble  tomb  in  the  village  church  of  Ruel. 
To  obtain  even  this  privilege  of  being  laid  in  the  inte- 
rior of  the  consecrated  place,  required  no  small  exer- 
tion on  the  part  of  her  son.  Those  who  then  rightful- 
ly occupied  a  throne,  which  she  had  filled  in  meekness, 
and  not  willingly,  ought  to  have  offered  no  opposition 
to  any  respect  that  could  be  paid  to  one  whose  dying 
words  we  have  just  quoted,  whose  remains,  while  they 
lay  in  state,  were  visited  by  twenty  thousand  of  the 
people  of  France,  and  whose  funeral  procession  was 
voluntarily  closed  by  a  thousand  poor,  who  had  tasted 
of  her  bounty  and  cherished  her  memory.  The  body 
had  been  first  embalmed,  and  finally  deposited  in  a 
double  coffin  of  lead  and  sycamore ;  but  a  spirit  of 
jealousy  or  of  mean  adulation,  prevented  the  engraving 
of  any  inscription  on  the  plate  of  gilt  silver,  which  oc- 
cupied the  centre  panel  of  the  latter.  The  funeral 
was  otherwise  conducted  with  proper  magnificence ; 
commissioners  from  the  sovereigns  of  Russia  and 
Prussia  headed  the  procession,  which  was  composed 
of  many  foreign  princes,  marshals,  generals,  and  offi- 
cers of  the  French  and  Allied  armies.  The  military 
formed  in  two  lines  from  Malmaison  to  Ruel,  consisted 
Of  Russian  Hussars,  and  the  National  Guards  of 
France.  The  chief  mourners  were  Prince  Eugene, 
the  Grand  Duke  of  Baden,  Marquis  de  Beauharnois, 
brother-in-law,  Count  de  Tascher,  nephew,  Count  de 
Beauharnois,  cousin,  and  the  gandchildren  of  the  de- 
ceased Empress.    The  funeral  oration  was  pronounced 


by  the  Archbishop  of  Tours,  while  the  Bishop*  of  By- 
reux  and  Versailles  read  prayers.  Queen  Hortenae, 
who  had  previously  been  conveyed  thither,  continued 
at  her  devotions  in  one  of  the  chapels  during  the  whole 
of  the  ceremony ;  but  when  all  but  her  brother  had 
left  the  church,  they  knelt  long  together  beside  the 
grave.  The  spot  is  now  marked  by  a  monument  of 
white  marble,  representing  the  Empress  in  imperial 
robes,  kneeling,  and  bears  the  simple,  yet  touching  in- 
scription— 

1  Eugene  and  Hortense  to  Josephine.1 
Few  women  ever  passed  through  such  extraordinary 
changes  of  fortune,  and  none  have  displayed  more  pa- 
tient endurance  under  trials  and  reverses,  or  more  af- 
fecting self-distrust,  and  singleness  of  heart,  when  sax- 
rounded  by  great nee8.  To  those  who  have  contem- 
plated Josephine  in  private  life,  the  recollection  will 
often  arise  of  that  one  being  whose  mild  virtues,  and 
gentle  kindness,  are  the  subject  of  their  deepest  regret, 
and  sweetest  gratitude." 

HOPE  AND  DESPONDENCY. 

BT  A.  J.  H.  DUOANNI. 

When  the  heart  with  anguish  bursteth, 

And  the  saddened  spirit  faints, 
Then  for  sympathy  it  thirsteth, 

And  it  poureth  forth  its  plaints ; 
But  the  world's  cold-hearted  malice 

Points  the  finger  of  disdain— 
And  the  bitter,  poisoned  chalice 

The  forgotten  soul  must  drain. 

Then  the  dove  of  Hope  returneth, 

For  she  findeth  not  a  rest, 
And  the  broken  spirit  mourneth, 

In  the  sad  and  silent  breast ! 
Oh,  the  bitter,  bitter  anguish 

Of  the  lonely,  bursting  heart, — 
For  a  little  while  to  languish, 

Then  in  dark  despair  depart! 
For  the  Rover— Aug.,  1844. 

THE  BROKEN  VOW. 

BY    ELIZA.   A.    DUPUT. 

Twilight  was  darkening  into  night,  the  first  faint 
star  of  evening  gleamed  through  the  far  blue  Heavens, 
and  the  hush  and  repose  of  nature  seemed  too  holy  to 
be  broken  by  the  strife  of  human  passions ;  yet  how 
painfully  did  the  quiet  of  that  evening  scene  contrast 
with  the  passionate  grief  of  a  young  heart,  mourning 
over  its  first  sorrow. 

Ellen  Sinclair  was  a  newly  wedded  bride.  She  was 
but  seventeen ;  the  youngest  daughter  of  her  father's 
house,  and  the  spoiled  pet  of  the  whole  family,  her  life 
had  passed  as  one  long  bright  day  of  sunshine  and 
flowers.  She  had  been  wooed  by  one  she  had  known 
from  childhood,  and  with  the  consent  of  their  mutual 
friends  they  were  united. 

The  day  after  their  marriage,  the  bridal  pair  left  their 
father's  house  for  the  residence  of  Mr  Sinclair,  in  one 
of  the  interior  counties  in  Virginia.  A  few  happy 
weeks  passed,  when  Sinclair  proposed  to  his  bride  to 
visit  a  gorge  in  the  neighboring  mountains,  from  which 
the  rising  sun  frequently  presents  the  singular  specta- 
cle of  the  looming  of  the  mountain— the  same  pheno- 
menon which  is  witnessed  in  the  straits  of  Hessinia, 
and  known  by  the  more  poetic  name  of  Fata  Morgana. 
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Ellen  was  delighted  with  the  proposed  excursion,  and 
searched  every  book  in  the  house  which  afforded  any 
information  on  the  subject. 

This  excursion,  which  promised  so  much  pleasure, 
ended  in  despair  and  death.  They  reached  the  desired 
spot  in  safety.  The  morning  was  favorable  to  their 
wishes ;  the  ascending  vapors  caught  the  rays  of  the 
rising  sun  and  formed  themselves  into  the  most  gorge- 
ous and  fantastic  9cenes.  Ellen  was  so  much  absorb- 
ed in  this  wonderful  and  magnificent  spectacle,  that 
she  had  forgot  the  caution  Sinclair  had  given  her  at 
the  moment  of  mounting  her  spirited  steed.  He 
turned  from  her  side  a  moment  to  speak  to  the  servant 
who  followed  them ;  the  movement  startled  her  horse ; 
the  rein  was  lying  loose  on  his  neck,  and  feeling  him- 
self free  from  a  guiding  hand,  he  dashed  off  at  full 
speed.  Sinclair  and  the  servant  both  followed,  but 
were  unable  to  overtake  her.  Fortunately  she  met  a 
gentleman  who  succeeded  in  stopping  her  perilous 
career.  Sinclair  checked  his  horse  too  suddenly,  that 
he  might  express  his  thanks  to  her  preservor.  The 
animal  reared  and  threw  him  with  great  violence.  He 
was  conveyed  home  in  a  senseless  state,  and  surgical 
assistance  immediately  summoned,  but  the  force  of 
the  fall  had  inflicted  some  internal  injury  which  baffled 
the  skill  of  the  physician. 

It  was  beside  his  bed  in  that  calm  twilight  that  the 
young  wife  knelt  with  scarce  a  hue  of  life  on  her  fea- 
tures. 

"  Oh,  Ellen,  my  beloved,  calm  yourself— this  sorrow 
unmans  me,"  murmured  the  dying  man,  passing  his 
hands  carelessly  over  the  head  which  was  bowed  upon 
his  pillow. 

A  deep  suffocated  sob  was  the  only  reply  to  his 
words. 

"  It  is  hard  to  die,"  he  continued,  "  when  I  was 
looking  forward  to  years  of  such  tranquil  happiness, 
with  you,  my  sweet  Ellen ;  but  'tis  the  will  of  Heaven 
my  best  beloved,  and  we  must  submit." 

"  Oh  Henry,  my  own  Henry,  you  must  go  down  to 
the  cold,  cold  grave,  where  I  can  see  you  no  more — 
never  more  hear  the  tones  of  your  dear  voice.  Oh  it 
will  break  my  heart!"  was  the  almost  inarticulate 
reply. 

"My  poor  Ellen,  this  is  a  hard  trial  for  you,  but  you 
are  too  young  to  grieve  always.  The  thought  is  tor- 
ture to  me,  but — even  you  may  love  again — may  wed 
another !"  and  his  voice  was  nearly  stifled  with  pain- 
ful emotions. 

"Never,  never!  Oh,  Henry,  how  can  you  harrow 
My  soul  at  this  awful  moment  with  such  supposition  ! 
Wed  another !  Give  the  wreck  of  my  buried  affections 
to  another  t    Oh  no,  no !  the  thought  would  kill  me." 

"  I  doubt  not  you  think  so  now,  love :  but  time 
works  strange  changes  in  this  world  of  ours.  We 
know  not  what  we  may  do.  I  wish  to  exact  no  pro- 
mise from  you.  The  thought  is  bitterly  painful  to  me, 
but  should  your  present  views  change,  I  do  not  wish 
that  the  reproach  of  a  broken  promise  should  mar  your 
peace  of  mind." 

"  Henry,  hear  me,"  said  Ellen,  in  a  solemn  tone. 
"  Should  I  ever  so  far  forget  my  faith  to  your  ashes  as 
to  lend  my  ear  to  the  language  of  love,  my  heart  to 
the  voice  of  affection^from  another,  may  your  form  on 
my  bridal  evening  come  to  me  and  reproach  me  for 
my  faithlessness," 

A  bright  smile  passed  over  the  face  of  the  dying  man. 
He  murmered — 


"Repeat  those  words  again,  my  Ellen ;  they  take 
from  death  its  sting,  in  Heaven  you  will  be  all  my  own. 
Forgive  my  selfishness,  dearest ;  but  I  have  so  loved 
you,  I  cannot  think  that  another  shall  win." 

His  voice  ceased  to  articulate,  and  again  the  deep 
tones  of  the  young  mourner  thrilled  the  air  with  the 
repetition  of  those  awful  words.  As  they  passed  her 
lips,  she  felt  the  hand  that  clasped  hers  relax  its  grasp 
— a  faint  fluttering  consciousness  seemed  to  hover  a 
moment  on  his  features,  and  in  another  instant  they 
wore  the  calm  and  passionless  repose  orteath. 

Ellen  Sinclair  buried  herself  in  the  seclusion  of  her 
own  abode.  A  calm  and  gentle  melancholy  succeeded 
the  first  violence  of  her  grief  but  she  betrayed  no  desire 
to  mingle  with  the  world.  Clad  in  the  deepest  mourn- 
ing, she  was  seen  nowhere  but  at  church ;  and  those 
who  looked  on  her  felt  deep  sympathy  for  one  so  young 
and  so  bitterly  bereaved.  Vainly  had  her  own  parents 
sought  to  draw  her  from  her  solitude.  Two  years 
passed,  and  after  my  fruitless  efforts  they  at  length 
succeeded  in  obtaining  a  promise  of  a  visit  from  her  at 
the  annual  reunion  of  their  family  at  Christmas,  for 
that  season  is  still  held  as  a  festival  in  many  parts  of 
Virginia. 

Ellen  was  once  more  beneath  the  roof  of  her  father, 
and  many  and  painful  were  the  emotions  which  strug- 
gled in  her  bosom  when  she  looked  around  and  re- 
membered that  the  last  time  she  stood  beside  her 
native  hearth,  she  was  a  gay  and  happy  bride. 

Those  who  looked  on  her  could  not  avoid  remarking 
the  change  which  two  years  had  wrought  in  her  ap- 
pearance. The  girl  just  budding  into  maturity  had 
expanded  into  the  beautiful  and  self  possessed  woman, 
with  a  quiet  grace  of  manner,  and  an  air  of  pensive 
reserve  which  was  extremely  captivating. 

Her  parents  were  worldly  minded  people,  who  could 
not  bear  that  their  fair  daughter  should  pass  her  life  in 
the  solitude  to  which  she  had  doomed  herself.  They 
surrounded  her  with  agreeable  company,  sought  to 
amuse  her  mind  and  draw  it  from  the  contemplation  of 
the  terrible  calamity  which  had  destroyed  her  dawning 
hopes  of  happiness,  and  they  succeeded  sufficiently  to 
implant  in  her  mind  a  distaste  to  the  idea  of  returning 
to  her  late  abode. 

Week  after  week  passed,  until  months  were  number- 
ed, and  she  began  to  think  it  was  her  duty  to  remain 
with  her  parents.  She  was  their  youngest  child,  and 
the  only  one  without  ties  which  severed  them  in  a 
measure  from  the  parental  roof. 

"  Ellen,  my  darling,"  said  her  father,  when  she  spoke 
of  returning  home,  "you  will  not  again  forsake  us? 
We  are  old,  and  you  are  the  only  child  who  is  free  to 
remain  with  us.  You  must  live  here— I  cannot  think 
of  permitting  you  to  return  to  that  lonely  home  of 
yours." 

"it  is  lonely,"  replied  Ellen  ;  "and  I  fear  that  after 
breaking  through  my  usual  habits,  I  shall  find  it  diffi- 
cult and  wearysome  to  resume  them.  Yet,  my  dear 
father,  if  I  consent  to  remain,  there  is  one  request 
which  I  must  make." 

"  What  is  it,  my  daughter  1  Are  we  not  ever  mind- 
ful of  your  wishes'?" 

"  Ah,  yes,  my  dear  father,  more  mindful  than  i  de- 
serve. But"— and  her  voice  sank  to  a  low  agitated 
whisper—"  there  must  be  no  looking  forward  to  a  se- 
cond marriage  for  me— no  attempt  to  alter  my  views 
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on  that  subject.    I  have  made  a  tow  to  the  dead  and 
it  must  be  kept  sacred." 

"What!"  exclaimed  her  father,  "was  Sinclair  un- 
generous enough  to  exact  from  you  a  promise  not  to 
marry  again  7— young  and  Inexperienced  as  you  were, 
too!" 

"  Ah !  no,  father— wrong  him  not  He  was  too  no- 
ble. He  asked  no  promise— i  made  it  voluntarily; 
and  as  the  words  left  my  lips  his  spirit  departed.  Oh 
no  my  father,  never  ask  me  to  break  that  vow— it  is  a 
hallowed  one." 

"  Well  my  darling,  let  it  be  as  you  wish.  I  shall 
prefer  keeping  you  with  us ;  but  at  the  same  time,  if 
you  should  ever  meet  with  one  you  can  love,  and  who 
is  worthy  of  you,  it  will  be  very  silly  to  suffer  a  few 
words  uttered  when  you  were  scarcely  conscious  of 
their  meaning  to  prevent  you  from  making  the  home 
of  an  honorable  man  happy.  Why,  child,  you  are  on 
ly  now  nineteen.  Do  you  suppose  that  the  death  of 
one  person,  however  dear,  can  chill  all  your  feelings 
into  ice  at  that  age  7" 

"  I  must  then  in  sincerity  of  soul  pray  to  be  deliver- 
ed from  temptation,"  said  the  young  widow,  with  a 
faint  smile,  "for  I  shall  never  marry  again." 

As  time  passed  on,  Mrs.  Sinclair  could  not  help  ac< 
knowledging  that  she  was  far  happier  than  in  her 
mountain  solitude.  Her  spirits  were  no  longer  weari- 
ed ;  she  no  longer  felt  that  life  was  a  burden  she  would 
gladly  lay  down.  She  needed  the  excitement  of  so- 
ciety, and  the  social  and  highly  cultivated  neighbor- 
hood in  which  her  father's  residence  was  situated,  af- 
forded every  facility  for  its  enjoyment. 

The  third  year  of  her  widowhood  was  drawing  to  a 
close,  when  she  received  an  invitation  to  the  marriage 
of  a  favorite  cousin,  who  would  take  no  refusal.  El- 
len replied  that  if  the  bride  would  excuse  her  sombre 
dress  and  pensive  face  she  would  attend,  and  the  con- 
cession was  hailed  as  an  omen  of  future  success  in 
drawing  her  into  that  world  she  was  so  peculiarly  fit- 
ted to  adorn. 

There  was  a  motive  for  these  efforts  of  which  Ellen 
ttttie  dreamed.  She  regularly  attended  the  church 
near  her  father's  residence,  and  her  mother  had  seve- 
ral times  called  her  attention  to  a  remarkably  hand- 
some man  who  sat  in  a  pew  nearly  opposite  to  them ; 
but  she  had  not  remarked  that  his  eyes  frequently 
wandered  from  his  prayer  book  to  her  own  fair  face. 
His  height,  and  the  turn  of  his  head  had  reminded  her 
of  Sinclair,  but  there  the  resemblance  ceased.  The 
broad  brow,  finely  chiseled  features,  and  clear  dark 
eye  of  the  stranger,  were  all  unlike  the  youthful  bloom 
of  him  who  had  won  her  young  affections.  She  fre- 
quently heard  Mr.  Peyton  spoken  of  as  a  man  of  dis- 
tinguished endowments,  who  had  spent  several  years 
in  the  south  of  Europe  with  an  only  and  beloved  sis- 
ter, for  the  benefit  of  whose  health  the  journey  had 
been  vainly  undertaken.  These  circumstances  had 
nearly  passed  from  her  mind  when  she  was  introduced 
to  him  at  the  wedding  as  the  intimate  friend  of  the 
groom. 

Peyton  had  fallen  In  love  with  her  from  his  casual 
view  of  her  at  church,  and  the  eulogium  of  his  friend's 
affianced  bride,  who  looked  on  Mrs.  Sinclair  as  a 
"  bright  particular  star,"  had  deepened  the  impression. 
The  circumstances  of  her  marriage  threw  a  romantic 
Interest  around  her  history,  and  when  he  looked  on 
the  youthful  brow  with  a  shade  of  placid  pensiveness 
that  seemed  to  breathe  a  hallowed  charm  over  her 


beauty,  he  felt  that  she  was  the  only  woman  he  had 
ever  known,  before  whom  his  heart  could  bow  with 
the  homage  of  affection. 

Yet  how  to  speak  of  love  to  one  who  still  wore)  Hie 
deepest  mourning— who  never  joined  in  the  mirth  of 
the  light-hearted  1  It  would  seem  almost  like  sacri- 
lege to  breathe  into  her  ear  the  wild  passions  that  fitted 
his  heart,  yet  its  very  hopelessness  appeared  to  add  t» 
its  fervor. 

But  ere  long  a  new  hope  dawned  on  hini.  Meet 
was  surrounded  by  the  gay  and  the  joyous  of  her  owa 
age.  Her  disposition  was  naturally  buoyant ;  her  spi- 
rits rose  j  the  chord  she  had  believed  forever  snapped, 
again  thrilled  to  the  touch  of  joy.  When  the  bonds  of 
grief  were  once  severed  the  reaction  was  complete. 
She  still  reverenced  the  memory  of  her  first  love,  and 
if  her  heart  had  whispered  that  she  could  ever  be  Adtav 
less  to  his  ashes,  she  would  have  shuddered  with  su- 
perstitious horror  at  the  thought.  The  possibility  of 
breaking  that  solemn  promise  had  never  occurred  to 
her— but  time  teaches  many  strange  lessons. 

Peyton  lingered  in  the  neighborhood  a  constant  visi- 
tor at  Wycombe,  but  his  attentions  were  not  wiOtr 
clently  marked  to  attract  the  observation  of  others. 
Her  own  family  were  too  desirous  of  the  match  to  ha- 
zard the  final  success  of  the  lover  by  alluding  in  any 
manner  to  his  passion  for  her. 

Peyton  won  his  own  way  slowly  but  surely.  The 
fair  widow  began  unconsciously  to  regret  the  *ow 
which  had  ascended  to  Heaven  with  the  spirit  of  her 
dead  husband.  At  length  he  spoke  of  love,  and  she 
listened  with  trembling  awe  to  the  out-pouring  of  a 
spirit  which  was  too  noble  to  be  trifled  with,  and  too 
highly  appreciated  to  be  given  up  without  a  pang. 

He  drew  from  her  quivering  lips  the  history  of  her 
vow,  and  divested  of  every  feeling  of  superstition  him- 
self, he  could  not  conceive  that  a  few  words  uttered  in 
a  moment  of  excited  and  agonized  feeling  should  stand 
between  him  and  his  hopes  of  happiness.  He  did  not 
understand  the  Impressible  and  Imaginative  tempera- 
ment of  the  being  who  listened  to  his  reasoning,  wil- 
ling, nay,  anxious  to  be  convinced  against  the  evidence 
of  her  own  feelings. 

Her  parents  agreed  with  her  lover  in  his  views  of 
the  case— and  urged  on  all  sides,  her  own  heart  a  trai- 
tor, Ellen  yielded  to  their  wishes  and  betrothed  herself 
to  Peyton. 

As  the  day  appointed  for  her  marriage  drew  near, 
the  words  of  her  vow  appeared  to  be  ever  ringing  in 
her  ears.  With  a  restless  and  fearful  spirit  she  saw 
the  hour  approach  which  was  to  witness  her  second 
espousals. 

Preparations  were  made  for  a  splendid  bridal.  All 
the  members  of  her  family  assembled  beneath  the  pa- 
ternal roo£  and  every  effort  was  made  to  divert  her 
mind  from  dwelling  on  the  fantasy  that  possessed  it 
The  appointed  evening  arrived,  and  the  ceremony 
which  made  her  the  bride  of  another  was  performed. 
Several  hours  passed  In  dance  and  song.  It  was  near 
midnight  when  Ellen  found  herself  standing  on  the 
portico  in  the  bright  moonlight  with  Peyton  beside 
her.  The  gay  throng  within  were  still  dancing,  and 
the  sound  of  merry  voices  mingled  with  the  bursts  ef 
music  that  swept  by  on  the  dewy  and  fragrant  air.  El- 
len started  as  Peyton  spoke  beside  her,  and  for  the  first 
time  for  several  hours  the  recollection  of  her  fatal  vow 
intruded  on  her  mind. 
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"  What  a  glorious  night,"  she  remarked.  "  I  never 
saw  the  moon  shine  with  greater  splendor." 

"  May  it  be  a  happy  omen  to  us,  my  dear  Ellen," 
replied  Peyton— and  as  he  spoke  he  turned  to  a  white 
rose  bush  which  had  wreathed  itself  around  one  of  the 
pillars  of  the  portico,  and  culled  several  of  its  half 
blown  flowers. 

While  he  was  thus  employed  Ellen  was  gazing  ab- 
stractedly on  the  fantastic  shadows  made  by  the  trees 
in  the  yard.  Suddenly  she  grasped  the  railing  for 
support,  and  looked  with  eyes  fascinated  with  terror 
on  a  white  shade,  which  seemed  to  rise  from  an  open 
space  on  which  the  moon's  radiance  was  poured  with- 
out obstruction  from  the  surrounding  shrubbery.  The 
shadow  arose  slowly,  and  gradually  assumed  the  wav- 
ing outline  of  a  human  iorm  wrapped  in  the  garments 
of  the  tomb.  It  approached  the  spot  on  which  she 
stood,  and  the  features  of  Henry  Sinclair,  wearing  a 
look  of  sad  reproach,  were  distinctly  visible  to  her  as 
the  shade  glided  between  herself  and  her  newly  wed- 
ded lord. 

With  a  faint  cry  she  would  have  fallen  had  not  Pey- 
ton turned  and  sprang  forward  in  time  to  receive  her 
senseless  form  in  his  arras. 

Long,  long  was  it  before  she  recovered  from  her 
deathlike  swoon.  She  then  related  what  she  had  seen, 
and  clung  to  the  belief  in  the  reality  of  the  spectral 
visitation  with  such  tenacity,  that  reasoning  and  sooth- 
ing failed  to  calm  her  mind.  Before  another  day  had 
<iawned  she  was  raving  In  the  delirium  of  a  brain  fe- 
ver, and  in  one  week  from  ber  ill-omened  marriage  she 
was  laid  beside  him  whose  spirit  she  believed  had  sum- 
moned her  to  join  him. 

The  incidents  on  which  the  foregoing  tale  is  founded 
are  literally  true.  That  the  supernatural  visitation 
was  the  offspring  of  an  overwrought  imagination  and 
superstitious  mind,  "a  real  case  of  monomania,  there 
can  be  but  little  doubt.  The  vagaries  of  an  excited 
imagination  are  producing  results  on  Mormons  and 
Millerites  quite  as  Inexplicable  to  sober  reason  as  the 
catastrophe  of  The  Broken  Vow. 


BALLAD. 

ST  TOM  HOOD,.  IS. 

Thxsb  Hved  an  honest  fisherman, 
I  knew  him  passing  well— 

Who  dwelt  hard  by  a  little  pond, 
Within  a  little  dell. 

A  grave  and  quiet  man  was  he, 
Who  loved  his  hook  and  rod, 

Se  even  ran  his  line  of  life, 
His  neighbors  thought  it  odd. 

For  science  and  for  books  he  said 

He  never  had  a  wish — 
No  school  to  him  was  worth  a  fig, 

Except  a  school  offish. 

This  single-minded  fisherman 

A  double  calling  had— 
To  tend  his  flocks  in  winter  time, 

In  summer,  fish  for  shad. 

In  short,  this  honest  fisherman 

All  other  toils  forsook, 
And  thongh  no  vagrant  man  was  he, 

He  lived  by  "  hook  and  crook." 


All  day  that  fisherman  would  sit 

Upon  an  ancient  log, 
And  gaze  into  the  water  like 

Some  sedentary  frog. 

A  cunning  fisherman  was  he, 

His  angles  all  were  right- 
Arid  when  he  scratcVd  his  ancient  pott 

You'd  know  he'd  got  a  bite. 

To  charm  the  fish  he  never  spoke, 

Although  his  voice  was  fine- 
He  found  the  most  convenient  way 
Was  just  to  drop  a  line. 

And  many  a  "gudgeon"  of  the  pond, 

If  made  to  speak  to-day, 
Would  own  with  grief  this  angler  had 

A  very  taking  way. 

One  day,  while  fishing  on  the  log, 
He  mourn'd  his  want  of  luck- 
When  suddenly  he  felt  a  bite, 
And  jerking,  caught  a  duck. 

Alas !  that  day  the  fisherman 

Had  taken  too  much  grog, 
And  being  but  a  landsman,  too, 

He  couldn't  keep  the  log. 

In  vain  he  strove  with  all  his  might, 
And  tried  to  gain  the  shore ; 

Down,  down  he  went,  to  feed  the  fish, 
He'd  baited  oft  before ! 

The  moral  of  this  mournful  tale 

To  all  is  plain  and  clear : 
A  single  "  drop  too  much"  of  rum 

May  make  a  watery  bier. 

And  he  who  will  not  "  sign  the  pledge," 

And  keep  the  promise  fast, 
May  be,  in  spite  of  fate,  a  st\ff 

Cold  water  man  at  last  1 


WASHINGTON  WA8  ONE  OP  OUR  FACTION. 

With  most  unparralled  impudence,  the  circular  to 
the  presidental  candidates  published  a  few  days  since 
by  a  squad  of  wreckless  foreigners,  styled  the  great 
Native  American  party  a  faction,  an  outrageous,  in- 
tolerant, unprincipled  faction.  This  is  pretty  cool,  we 
must  confess.  We  cannot  well  conceive  how  impu- 
dence could  go  further.  Whatever  may  be  said  of  this 
"faction"  by  foreign  loafers  and  demagogues,  it  is  cer- 
tainly venerable  for  its  age,  invincible  in  its  numbers, 
and  with  Washington  at  its  head  it  hardly  need  to 
blush  for  its  character. 

Long  before  the  revolution,  ourfathers,  who  had  borne 
the  heat  and  burden  of  the  day  in  planting  the  Ameri- 
can colonies  and  building  up  a  goodly  heritage  for  their 
children,  complained  that  foreigners  crowded  in  among 
them,  disturbing  their  peace  and  enjoying  their  pos- 
sessions, "  coming  as  it  were  to  a  bridal  feast  where 
all  things  were  prepared  for  them."  The  same  trouble 
occurred  in  the  revolutionary  times,  and  was  distinctly 
and  emphatically  complained  of  by  Washington. 

He  even  regretted  the  presence  of  all  foreigners  in 
the  army  with  the  exception  of  Lafayette. 

If  the  immigration  of  foreigners  was  an  evil  then, 
which  could  draw  such  complaints  from  Washington, 
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what  mutt  it  be  now  when  it  has  increased  more  than 
a  hundred  fold? 

In  a  former  number  we  quoted  the  language  of  Jef- 
ferson on  this  subject  In  his  day,  he  feared  the  effect 
of  the  great  increase  of  foreigners  among  us.  He  says, 
"they  will  bring  with  them  the  principles  of  the 
governments  they  leave,  imbibed  in  their  early  youth; 
or  if  able  to  throw  them  off,  it  will  be  in  exchange  for 
an  unbounded  licentiousness.  In  proportion  to  their 
numbers  they  will  share  with  us  the  legislation.  They 
will  infuse  into  it  their  spirit,  warp  and  bias  its  direc- 
tions, and  render  it  a  heterogeneous,  incoherent,  dis- 
tracted mass." 

We  give  below,  a  document  proving  what  we  have 
said  about  Washington— that  he  in  fact  belonged  to  the 
Native  American  faction,  and  deprecated  the  presence 
and  the  influence  of  so  many  foreigners  in  the  country. 

Letter  of  George  Washington  to  Gouvemeur  Morris. 
White  Plains,  24th  July,  1778. 

Dear  Sir:— Whether  you  are  indebted  to  me,  or  I  to 
you,  for  a  letter,  I  know  not,  nor  is  it  a  matter  of  much 
moment  The  design  of  this  is  to  touch  cursorily 
upon  a  subject  of  very  great  importance  to  the  well 
being  of  the  United  States;  much  more  so  than  will 
appear  at  first  view.  I  mean  the  appointment  of  so 
many  foreigners  to  office  of  high  rank  and  trust  in  our 
service.  The  lavish  manner  in  which  rank  has  hitherto 
been  bestowed  on  these  gentlemen,  will  certainly  be 
productive  of  one  or  the  other  of  these  evils— either  to 
make  us  despicable  in  the  eyes  of  Europe,  or  to  become 
the  means  of  pouring  them  in  upon  us  like  a  torrent, 
and  adding  to  our  present  burden. 

But  it  is  neither  the  expense  nor  trouble  of  them, 
that  I  most  dread.  There  is  an  evil  more  extensive 
in  its  nature,  and  fatal  in  its  consequences,  to  be  ap- 
prehended, and  that  is,  the  driving  of  our  own  officers 
out  of  the  service,  and  throwing  not  only  our  army, 
but  our  military  councils,  entirely  into  the  hands  of 
foreigners.  The  officers,  my  dear  sir,  on  whom  you 
must  depend  for  the  defence  of  this  cause,  distinguish- 
ed by  length  of  service,  their  connections,  property, 
and  in  behalf  of  many,  I  may  add,  military  merit,  will 
not  submit  much,  if  any  longer  to  the  unnatural  pro- 
motion of  men  over  them,  who  have  nothing  more 
than  a  little  plausibility,  unbounded  pride  and  ambi- 
tion, and  a  perseverance  in  application  not  to  be  re- 
sisted but  by  uncommon  firmness,  to  support  their 
pretensions ;  men,  who  in  the  first  instance,  tell  you 
they  wish  for  nothing  more  than  the  honor  of  serving 
in  so  glorious  a  cause  as  volunteers,  the  next  day 
solicit  rank  without  pay,  the  day  following  want  money 
advanced  to  them,  and  in  the  course  of  a  week  want 
further  promotion,  and  are  not  satisfied  with  anything 
you  can  do  for  them.  When  I  speak  of  officers  not 
submitting  to  these  appointments,  let  me  be  under- 
stood to  mean,  that  they  have  no  more  doubt  of  their 
right  to  resign,  when  they  think  themselves  aggrieved 
than  they  have  of  a  power  in  congress  to  appoint. 

Both  being  granted,  then,  the  expediency  and  the 
policy  of  the  measure  remain  to  be  considered,  and 
whether  it  is  consistent  with  justice  or  prudence  to 
promote  these  military  fortune-hunters,  at  the  hazard 
of  your  army.  They  may  be  divided  into  three  classes, 
namely,  mere  adventurers  without  recommendation, 
or  recommended  by  persons  who  do  not  know  how 
else  to  dispose  of  or  provide  for  them ;  men  of  great 
ambition,  who  would  sacrifice  everything  to  promote 


their  own  personal  glory ;  or  mere  spies,  who  are  sent 
here  to  obtain  a  thorough  knowledge  of  our  situation 
and  circumstances,  in  the  execution  of  which,  I  am 
persuaded,  some  of  them  are  faithful  emissaries,  as  I 
do  not  believe  a  single  matter  escapes  unnoticed,  <s 
unadvised  at  a  foreign  court.  I  could  say  a  great  deal 
on  this  subject,  but  will  add  no  more  at  present. 

I  am  led  to  give  you  this  trouble  at  this  time  by  a 
very  handsome  certificate  shown  to  me  yesterday  in 
favor  of  M.  Newville,  written,  (I  believe)  by  himself; 
and  subscribed  by  Gen.  Parsons,  designed  as  I  am 
informed,  for  a  foundation  of  the  superstructure  of  a 
brigadiership. 

Baron  Steuben,  I  now  find,  is  also  wanting  to  quit 
his  inspectorship  for  a  command  in  the  line.  This 
will  be  productive  of  much  discontent  to  the  brigadiers. 
In  a  word,  although  I  think  the  baron  an  excellent 
officer,  I  do  most  devoutly  wish  that  we  had  not  a 
single  foreigner  among  us,  except  the  Marquis  Lafay- 
ette, who  acts  upon  very  different  principles  from 
those  which  govern  the  rest.    Adieu. 

I  am  most  sincerely  yours,  &c 
Signed,  Geobge  Washixgtox. 

THE  COW-KEEPING  ANT. 
Thx  following  very  curious  account  was  published  in 

a  Boston  paper  several  years  ago. 

We  have  before  us  a  highly  interesting  little  volume 
just  published  in  London,  entitled  the  "History  of  In- 
sects," giving  the  best  summary  account  of  the  recent 
discoveries  in  the  science.  It  amply  deserves  republi- 
cation in  this  country.  We  propose  to  abridge  from 
it  to-day  an  account  of  a  tribe  of  ants  which  keep  cowl 
It  appeared  at  first  so  like  a  romance,  however,  that  we 
have  turned  to  several  standard  authors  on  the  sub- 
ject, and  find  it  fully  confirmed. 

They  keep  and  feed  certain  Insects  from  which  they 
extract  a  sweet  and  nutricious  liquid,  in  the  same 
manner  as  we  obtain  milk  from  cows  I  There  are  two 
species  of  insects  from  which  the  ant  tribe  extract  this 
juice,  the  aphides  or  plant  lice,  and  gall  insects.  Lin- 
naeus, and,  after  him,  other  naturalists,  have  called 
these  Insects  the  milch  cattle  of  ants,  and  the  term  is 
not  inapplicable.  An  attentive  observer  may  see  them 
ascending  trees  to  milk  their  cows,  the  aphides.  The 
substance  here  called  milk  is  a  sweetish  fluid  which 
these  plant  lice  secrete,  resembling  honey  in  taste, 
and  which  issues  from  very  small  tubes  or  teats ;  af- 
ter they  have  sucked  the  sap  of  the  tree  or  plant  on 
which  they  reside,  the  ants  milk  them  with  their  an- 
tenna? with  much  the  same  motion  as  is  employed 
by  a  milk  maid,  making  them  yield  the  liquid  at  plea- 
sure. Thus  it  proceeds  from  one  of  its  coirs  to  ano- 
ther till  satiated.  These  cows  are  the  property  of 
tribes,  and  kept  after  the  fashion  of  the  animal  so  ex- 
tremely useful  to  man.  Sometimes  they  remove  them 
from  their  native  place  and  domesticate  them  in  their 
own  habitations,  affording,  as  Huber  justly  observes, 
an  example  of  almost  human  industry  and  sagacity ; 
other  species  which  do  not  gather  the  plant  lice  toge- 
ther in  their  own  nest  still  seem  to  consider  them  as 
private  property ;  they  set  sentinels  to  protect  their 
places  of  resort,  and  drive  away  other  ants ;  and  what 
is  still  more  extraordinary,  they  enclose  them  as  a  far- 
mer does  his  sheep,  to  preserve  them  not  only  from 
the  rival  ants,  but  also  from  the  natural  enemies  of 
the  aphis.  They  construct  round  the  branch  on  which 
their  cattle  are  feeding,  an  enclosure  of  earth  or  some 
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other  material,  thus  securing  them  from  wandering 
and  from  interlopers. 

The  brown  ant  has  been  observed  by  Huber  to  build' 
a  chamber  round  the  stem  of  a  thistle  in  such  a  way 
that  the  stalk  passed  through  the  centre,  so  that  from 
their  ant  hill  they  had  only  to  climb  a  thistle  stalk  in 
order  to  enter  their  cattle  fold.  The  interior,  smooth 
and  compact,  was  entirely  formed  of  earth ;  it  contain- 
ed an  extensive  family  of  insect  cows,  but  he  remarks 
that  such  exhibitions  are  not  common. 

In  the  winter  the  ants  would  be  exposed  to  all  the 
horrors  of  famine,  did  they  not  rely  for  food  on  their 
cattle.  Their  milch  cows  are  then  kept  on  the  roots 
of  the  trees  which  penetrate  the  interior  of  the  nest, 
and  furnish  an  abundant  supply  of  the  liquid  in  which 
their  keepers  delight  And  not  only  is  the  full  grown 
animal  kept,  but  its  eggs  are  watched  and  guarded 
with  that  care  which  warrants  us  in  supposing  that  the 
ant  knows  their  full  value.  In  order  to  have  an  early 
spring  supply  of  milk,  the  eggs  are  deposited  in  the 
warmest  part  of  the  dwelling. 

To  the  naturalist  we  have  probably  related  nothing 
new,  but  to  the  general  reader  we  may  have  promulga- 
ted a  new  idea.  At  all  events  we  shall  be  amply  re- 
warded for  our  trouble  of  abridgement  if  we  turn  the 
attention  of  a  single  student  of  nature's  laws  to  the 
highly  interesting  and  now  fashionable  study  of  natu- 
ral history. 

In  relation  to  this  subject  the  Kennebec  Journal  adds 
the  following. 

A  gentleman  of  this  town  has  shown  us  a  number 
of  these  ant  cows,  which  he  found  attached  to  the 
trunk  of  a  fir  tree  in  his  front  yard.  He  had  seen  the 
ants  milk  them,  and  defend  them  from  flies  and  other 
insects.  The  cows  we  examined  were  black,  with  a 
round  body,  legs  like  spiders,  but  shorter,  the  body  of 
the  insect  somewhat  larger  than  the  head  of  a  pin. 

From  Major  Downing*!  Bunker  Hill. 
REPRESENTATIVES  TO  CONGRESS. 
It  is  said,  that  when  the  Native  American  Whigs 
and  Democrats  of  this  city  banded  together  last  spring 
and  by  a  large  majority  took  possession  of  the  city 
government,  there  was  an  implied,  if  not  an  express 
understanding  among  them  that  they  should  not  In- 
terfere with  the  great  contest  of  the  approaching  pre- 
sidential election.  And  some  seem  to  think  that  to  at- 
tempt to  {elect  representatives  to  Congress  would  be 
such  an  interference,  amounting  almost  to  a  breach  of 
good  faith.  We  confess  we  cannot  see  the  matter  ex- 
actly in  such  a  light.  If  the  Native  Americans  should 
call  out  the  strength  of  their  party  and  elect  four  De- 
mocrats or  four  Whigs  to  Congress,  it  would  be  such 
an  interference,  and,  under  present  circumstances,  an 
unjustifiable  one.  But  this  of  course  they  do  not  pro- 
pose to  do.  It  is  not  the  object  of  the  party,  if  they 
move  In  this  matter  of  representatives  to  Congress,  to 
elect  either  Whigs  or  Democrats,  but  Native  Ameri- 
cana—men who  will  go  forward  and  help  to  establish 
the  principles  of  the  party  throughout  the  country. 
The  only  way,  therefore,  that  the  Native  Americans 
can  do  this,  and  maintain  their  neutrality  between  the 
Whigs  and  Democrats,  and  carry  out  their  own  pecu- 
liar principles  in  good  faith  toward  each  other,  is  to  se- 
lect their  candidates  equally  from  the  two  great  politi- 
cal parties — two  Democrats  and  two  Whigs. 

There  seems  to  be  a  general  desire  among  the  Na- 
tive American  party  of  this  city,  as  far  as  we  can  un- 


derstand their  views,  to  be  represented  in  Congress. 
They  consider  it  important  that  their  principles  should 
be  promulgated  and  established  throughout  the  coun- 
try by  every  means  and  as  fast  as  possible.  Four  re- 
presentatives in  Congress  from  the  first  city  in  the 
union  to  stand  up  for  the  Native  American  cause,  and 
sow  the  seeds  of  the  party  broad-cast  through  the  land, 
would  be  an  important  step  toward  the  achievement 
of  their  object.  Nor  need  they  fear  that  the  four 
would  have  to  stand  alone.  From  present  appearan- 
ces Pennsylvania  will  surely  be  there  to  stand  by  their 
side,  and  other  states  will  undoubtedly  soon  follow. 

If  the  Native  Americans  therefore  determine  to  plant 
themselves  at  once  In  Congress,  we  cannot  see  that 
there  is  anything  in  their  way.  Let  them  be  careful 
in  the  selection  of  their  men;  let  them  make  their 
nominations  early;  let  them  take  two  moderate  but 
decided  Whigs,  and  two  moderate  but  decided  Demo- 
crats— men  of  sound  practical  good  sense,  of  acknowl- 
edged integrity  and  fair  character,  and  they  will  elect 
them. 


THE  TREADMILL  SONO. 

BT  OLIVIR  W.  HOLUE8. 

The  stars  are  rolling  in  the  sky, 

The  earth  rolls  on  below, 
And  we  can  feel  the  rattling  wheel 

Revolving  as  we  go. 
Then  tread  away,  my  gallant  boys, 

And  make  the  axle  fly; 
Why  should  not  wheels  go  round  about, 

Like  planets  in  the  sky? 

Wake  up,  wtke  up,  my  duck-legged  man, 

And  stir  your  solid  pegs; 
Arouse,  arouse,  my  gawky  friend, 

And  shake  your  spider-legs ; 
What  though  you're  awkward  at  the  trade? 

There's  time  enough  to  learn- 
So  lean  upon  the  rail,  my  lad, 

And  take  another  turn. 

They've  built  us  up  a  noble  wall, 

To  keep  the  vulgar  out ; 
We've  nothing  in  the  world  to  do 

But  just  to  walk  about: 
So  faster,  now,  you  middle  men, 

And  try  to  beat  the  ends : 
It's  pleasant  work  to  ramble  round 

Among  one' 8  honest  friends. 

Here,  tread  upon  the  long  man's  toes, 

He  sha'n'tbe  lazy  here, 
And  punch  that  little  fellow's  ribs, 

And  tweak  that  lubber's  ear; 
He' 8  lost  them  both ;  don't  pull  his  hair, 

Because  he  wears  a  scratch, 
But  poke  him  in  the  further  eye, 

That  isn't  in  a  patch. 

Hark,  fellows,  there's  the  supper  bell, 

And  so  our  work  is  done ; 
It' 8  pretty  sport— suppose  we  take 

A  round  or  two  for  fun ! 
If  ever  they  should  turn  me  out, 

When  I  have  better  grown, 
Now,  hang  me,  but  I  mean  to  have 

A  treadmill  of  my  own  1 
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From  the  Bunker  Hill. 

Downingvillx,  Aug.  12  1844. 
Dear  Cousin  Jock, 

Whbn  I  got  your  letter,  tellin  the  folks  yon  was  goin 
to  print  a  paper  of  your  own  I  jumped  right  up  and 
down.  Thinks  I  to  myself,  now  we  shall  have  a  paper 
sich  as  the  folks  in  Downingville  will  know  how  to 
read.  None  o'  your  stupid  papers  made  up  of  big, 
hard  words,  enuf  to  crack  a  body's  jaw  to  get  them 
out,  and  full  of  stuff  such  as  no  body  ever  heard  on,  or 
dreamed  on,  or  thought  on,  afore ;  but  about  things 
that  folks  can  understand.  Now  I  just  want  to  ask, 
Cousin  Jack,  which  is  most  consequence,  to  know 
whether  one  kind  of  rock  or  another  kind  of  rock  was 
made  first,  or  to  know  whether  we've  got  an  honest 
man  or  a  rogue  into  office  ? 

I  don't  know  much  about  these  things,  but  since 
you've  lit  so  much  about  pollyticks,  it's  set  roe  a 
thinkln,  and  when  I've  stood  turnin  the  spinin  wheel 
all  day,  I've  thought  of  these  things  till  my  head  would 
go  round  and  round,  jist  like  the  wheel  I'm  turnin. 
And  when  you'd  tell  us  how  things  were  goin  on  in 
York,  I  felt  jist  as  if  I  wanted  to  drop  my  spinin 
wheel  and  start  rite  off  on  foot  and  alone,  as  the  gal 
went  to  be  married,  and  help  you  to  put  things  to 
rites.  I  think  a  few  stout  hands,  with  good  stiff 
brooms,  good  mop  rags,  and  a  plenty  of  water,  might 
get  everything  swept  out,  cleaned  and  washed,  and 
cooled  down  again  pretty  comfortable.  O,  Jack  I  wish 
I  could  help  you.  Sometimes,  as  I  was  sayin,  I  was 
a  good  mind  to  start  rite  off,  but  then  I'd  remember 
that  I'm  nothin  but  a  poor  country  gal,  away  down 
east  in  the  State  of  Maine,  that  nobody  hardly  ever 
see  or  heard  on,  and  I'd  grow  discouraged.  Father 
says  it  must  be  an  awful  state  of  the  country  when 
women  get  to  thinkin  so  much  abaft t  pollyticks ;  and 
I  believe  him.  O  dear,  I  dont  know  what  I've  lit,  I'm 
in  such  a  takin  about  these  pollyticks.  I  long  to  see 
you  but  I  know  the  country  needs  you  in  York. 
Its  been  a  great  relief  to  us  here  in  Downingville  to 
think  you  was  goin  to  edit  a  paper.  There  will  be  one 
Editor  at  least,  who  wont  be  afraid  to  speak  rite  out 
O  Jack ;  dont  be  afraid  to  tell  the  truth,  no  matter  who 
it  hits.  I  wish  I  could  come  and  help  you,  but  Mother 
grows  old  and  stiff,  and  I  ought  to  stay  to  home  and 
take  care  of  her.  Everybody  sends  their  love  to  you. 
Sarah  says  she  wouldn't  mind  patchln  your  clothes, 
and  darnin  your  stocklns  for  the  sake  of  readin  some 
of  yon  nose-papers.  I  must  bid  you  good  night,  for 
my  candle  is  burnt  down  and  I'm  almost  a  sleep, 
your  lovin  Cousin, 

Nab  by  Downing. 


From  the  Bunker  Hill. 
Among  the  letters  I  got  the  other  day  from  home,  is 
the  following  from  good  old  aunt  Darkess  Brown ;  and 
a  cleverer  body  1  dont  think  there  is  in  all  Downing- 
ville. She's  a  kind  of  quakerish  sort  of  a  woman,  but 
she's  always  trying  to  do  somebody  some  good.  Il 
she  sees  anybody  poor  and  hungry,  she'll  go  without 
her  dinner  any  time  to  let  'em  have  it.  She  dont 
seem  to  be  jest  like  other  folks ;  she's  readin  and  wri- 
tin  near  about  half  the  time.  Sometimes  she  write* 
poetry,  and  tie  a  plaguy  sight  better,  according  to  my 
way  of  thinking,  than  most  of  the  stuff  that  they  pu» 
into  the  newspapers  and  call  it  poetry.  The  following 
is  her  letter,  with  a  little  piece  of  poetry,  that  she  s**ni 


Downingville,  8th  month*  1844. 
Dbab  Jack— Thee  sees  I  call  thee  Jack,  notwithstand- 
ing thee  is  about  to  become  a  publisher  of  a  paper.  I 
felt  rejoiced  when  I  heard  thee  was  going  to  establish 
a  new  paper,  for  I  believe  thee  will  try  to  do  good  with 
it  I  always  knew  thee  had  an  honest  heart,  and  if 
we  can  only  get  in  the  way  of  having  honest  editors, 
people  wont  quarrel  half  so  much  about  politics  as  they 
do  now.  I  send  a  few  lines  for  thy  new  paper,  and  if 
thee  will  take  the  trouble  to  print  the  productions  of 
my  poor  pen,  perhaps  thee  may  hear  from  me  from 
time  to  time.  Thine  truly. 

For  the  Bunker  Hill. 
I  saw  a  tender  flowret  bend 

Beneath  the  sweeping  blast, 
The  frail  stem  like  an  aspen  shook 

As  the  wild  wind  o'er  it  pass'd. 
But  soon  the  storm  had  pass'd  away, 
And  the  air  was  warm  and  bright, 
And  the  flowret  raised  its  drooping  head, 

More  lovely  to  the  sight. 
The  soft  wind  dried  the  drops  away, 

That  on  its  petals  gleamed, 
And  round  the  flowret's  hallowed  spot 
The  air  more  balmy  seemed. 

Thus,  though  around  the  Christian's  path 

May  gather  many  a  storm, 
He  humbly  bows  to  Him  who  said 

"Be  still,"  and  all  was  calm. 
And  all  that  tries  the  spirit's  faith, 

But  lifts  it  nearer  Heaven, 
Spreads  radiant  hues  of  love  around, 

More  blest  for  having  striven. 

DOSCAS  BfiOWV. 


MAJOR  NOAH  AND  THE  IRISH. 

The  circular  from  Mr.  McMurray  and  other  foreigners- 
to  the  presidential  candidates,  which  we  alluded  to  In 
our  last,  made  rather  a  savage  attack  upon  Major  Noah. 
The  following  is  an  extract  from  the  Major's  reply  in 
his  last  Messenger. 

"lam  stigmatized  in  this  circular  as  a 'political 
Jew,'  and  an  enemy  to  the  Irish  and  the  Catholics. 
Let  us  see  how  facts  will  bear  out  this  allegation. 

"  In  1822, 1  was  high  Sheriff  of  this  city.  The  yel- 
low fever  raged  in  the  summer  of  that  year ;  the  jail 
limits  were  150  acres,  part  in  the  infected  district— the 
jail  was  filled  with  small  debtors — many  were  poor 
Irish :  women  and  children  came  to  me  in  the  deepest 
distress ;  their  husbands  and  fathers  were  prisoners. 
Pestilence  stalked  around  them,  and  I  only  could  save 
ihem.  I  did  so ;  opened  their  prison  doors,  and  allow- 
ed them  all  to  fly  and  preserve  their  lives ;  assumed 
by  this  act  the  responsibility  of  their  debts,  and  ac- 
tually paid  a  large  sum  in  compromising  them;  the 
world  said  it  was  an  act  worthy  of  a  christian ;  I  only 
considered  it  one  becoming  a  man.  Well,  let  us  see 
how  grateful  my  Irish  friends  proved  in  the  sequel. 
The  old  Democratic  party  nominated  me  again  for 
Sheriff;  not  a  single  complaint  had  ever  been  made 
against  my  official  conduct:  yet  these  honest  and 
grateful  Irish  could  not  find  it  in  their  conscience  to 
vote  for  a  Jew  ;  they  allowed  me  to  save  their  lives  and 
pay  their  debts,  but  told  me  with  a  besotted  ignorance, 
which  made  me  blush  for  them,  that  they  'could  not 
allow  a  Jew  to  hang  a  christian,'  which  is  an  unplea- 
sant part  of  the  Sheriff's  duty.    In  vain  I  assure* 
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them,  that  if  their  fate  should  lay  that  way,  they  should 
be  hanged  by  one  of  their  own  faith  and  one  of  their 
own  countrymen,  if  they  desired  it,  but  they  were  un- 
moved, and  selected  an  Irishman  by  the  name  of  Shaw, 
•corning  to  nominate  an  American  for  the  office,  and 
those  honest  Democrats  walked  coolly  into  the  federal 
party,  and  said  '  help  us  to  elect  an  Irishman  against 
an  American,  and  aid  us  to  put  down  the  Democrats ;' 
mnd  they  did  so.  Tammany  Hall  never  since  has  fully 
recovered  from  that  shock.11 


"  DOWN  WITH  THE  NATIVES." 

Down  with  the  Natives  I  yes,  that  is  the  cry  of  the 
new  swarms  of  low  foreigners  who  throng  our  shores, 
the  moment  they  are  collected  at  any  point  in  suffi- 
cient numbers  to  presume  on  their  physical  force. 
Such  was  their  cry  at  Philadelphia  when  they  shot 
down  Native  Americans,  and  such  was  their  cry  in 
New  York  as  long  ago  as  1817.  Is  it  not  high  time 
for  native  Americans  to  be  up  and  doing,  and  put  them- 
selves and  the  government  and  the  institutions  of  the 
country  in  a  position  not  to  be  put  down?  The  follow- 
ing is  the  testimony  on  this  point,  given  by  Major 
Noah  in  his  last  Weekly  Messenger. 

"  There  are  many  persons  who  remember  the  oppo- 
sition made  by  the  federal  administration  to  the  emi- 
gration of  the  Irish  Patriots,  Emmelt,  McNevin,  Samp- 
son, and  others ;  yet  they  came  to  this  country  and  re- 
ceived a  cordial  welcome  from  the  Democracy,  and  all 
the  Irish  became  members  of  that  party.  In  March 
1817,  they  determined  to  take  the  control  of  matters 
into  their  own  hands,  and  they  assembled  at  Tamma- 
ny Hall,  to  insist  upon  the  adoption  of  a  ticket  of  their 
own  making,  and  were  on  that  occasion  put  down. 
In  the  midst  of  the  riot  they  cried  'down  with  the  na- 
tives,'  and  when  ejected  from  the  wigwam,  they  went 
over  in  a  body  to  St.  John's  Hall,  made  another  ticket 
for  assembly  and  county  officers,  and  ran  it  against 
the  regular  ticket  of  their  own  party  and  were  defeat- 
ed. Men  not  a  week  in  the  country  attended  this 
meeting,  and  I  then  made  up  my  mind,  that  unless 
some  legal  cheek  was  interposed  to  this  foreign  influ- 
ence, Americans  never  would  be  able  to  select  their 
own  rulers— I  believe  so  stttL" 


From  the  Banker  Hill. 

Thb  Rev.  Jokbb. — Some  publisher  in  this  country, 
I  dent  know  as  I've  a  right  to  tell  who,  as  he  hasn't 
seat  me  a  copy  yet,  has  just  published  the  works  of 
the  Rev.  Sidney  Smith,  a  queer  sort  of  a  man  in  Eng- 
land thet  folks  have  been  in  the  habit  of  calling  the 
Rev.  Joker.  I've  heara  tell  of  this  Rev.  Mr.  Sidney 
Smith  being  in  company  with  a  friend  pi  his  some 
years  ago,  when  Capt.  Parry  was  gone  on  a  voyage  of 
discovery  to  find  a  north  west  passage,  or  the  north 
pole,  or  some  such  sort  of  a  thing :  and  this  friend  of 
Mr.  Smith's  was  so  taken  up  with  the  subject  that  he 
couldn't  talk  about  anything  else.  He  singled  out  a 
man  in  the  company,  who  wasn't  very  remarkable  for 
his  patience,  and  began  to  talk  to  him  about  the  won- 
ders and  dangers  of  the  voyage;  that  it  must  be  a  great 
nndertakin  to  go  to  the  north  pole,  and  he  wondered 
if  Capt.  Parry  had  got  to  the  north  pole  yet,  and  so  on. 
At  last  the  person  got  out  of  patience,  and  suddenly 
exclaimed  ••  damn  the  north  pole  1" 

The  friend  turned  round  to  Mr.  Smith  with  horror, 


and  says  he,  udid  you  hear  that?  that  man  has  dam'd 
the  north  pole." 

"  Has  he,  though  7"  said  the  Rev.  Mr.  Smith,  with 
a  face  half  a  yard  long—"  well,  its  jest  like  him ;  he's 
a  very  strange  inconsiderate  man;  I  shouldn't  be  sur- 
prized to  hear  him  speak  disrespectfully  of  the  equa- 


"  Fashion,  little  flippant  thing! 
What  in  fashion  did  thee  bring  1 
That  the  gentle  folks  should  make 
Such  a  fuss  for  fashion's  sake." 

What  a  confounded  heap  of  nonsense  folks  have  to 
swallow,  that  undertake  to  swallow  all  the  fashions. 
Nothing  will  answer  their  purpose  but  what  is  fax- 
fetched  and  dear-bought,  because  they  must  have  the 
highest  top-knot  of  the  fashion. 

A  lady  customer  of  a  shoe-dealer  at  Lynn,  Mass., 
where  they  make  more  shoes  and  better  shoes  than 
any  other  place  in  the  world,  insisted  upon  bis  sending 
to  New  York  to  get  her  shoes,  because  she  couldn't 
get  exactly  suited  any  nearer.  The  dealer  accordingly 
sent  to  New  York  and  got  her  supply,  with  which  she 
was  perfectly  satisfied.  After  she  had  paid  her  bill, 
the  dealer  showed  her  by  a  private  mark  on  the  shoes 
that  they  had  actually  been  made  by  a  manufacturer 
in  Lynn  and  sent  to  New  York  for  sale. 

Another  case  to  the  same  point  occurred  in  Portland, 
Maine.  A  gentleman  had  built  him  one  of  the  finest 
houses  in  the  city,  and  he  was  determined  to  have  fur- 
niture to  match.  He  accordingly  sent  to  Philadelphia, 
for  his  supply.  When  it  arrived,  a  cabinet- make  came 
in  and  examined  it,  and  convinced  the  gentleman  that 
those  very  articles  were  manufactured  in  Portland, 
and  sent  to  Philadelphia  for  sale. 

An  Awful  Situation.— A  thrilling  adventure  late- 
ly happened  to  a  bridal  party  visiting  the  Mammoth 
Cave,  Ky.  The  party  consisted  of  the  bride  and  groom, 
the  bridesmaid,  the  brother  of  the  groom,  and  guide. 
After  entering  the  cave  and  traversing  that  portion  most 
frequented,  which  occupied  many  hours,  a  violent 
storm  arose,  accompanied  by  heavy  showers  of  rain. 
There  are  several  rivers  in  the  cave,  which  rise  rapid- 
ly and  overflow,  and  they,  unaware  of  this  circum- 
stance, got  into  a  boat  for  the  purpose  of  crossing  one 
of  the  rivers.  By  some  accident  the  boat  was  upset 
and  they  precipitated  into  the  stream  ;  and,  as  if  to 
render  their  situation  more  terrifying,  the  torches  were 
extinguished  and  the  matches  wet.  Surely  nothing 
but  the  interposition  of  Providence  could  have  extri- 
cated them  from  a  situation  of  such  imminent  peril. 
The  groom  in  this  trying  situation  proved  a  hero.  The 
thought  of  parting  with  his  wife,  to  whom  he  had  been 
only  that  morning  united,  nerved  him  to  exertion. 
Action  and  enterprise  flag  if  there  be  no  object  dear  to 
the  heart  to  which  they  are  directed.  He  succeeded  in 
rescuing  his  bride  and  her  bridesmaid  from  deep  water, 
and  then  stood  on  a  tottering  rock,  holding  with  one 
hand  to  a  projection  above  to  steady  himself,  and  sup- 
porting his  "  ife  with  his  other  arm.  He  hod  in  the 
meanwhile  consigned  her  company  to  the  care  of  his 
brother.  Thn  groom  remained  in  this  painful  posi- 
tion some  time  with  the  water  rising  upon  them.  The 
guide  (a  colored  man)  deserves  much  credit  for  his  ex- 
ertions. He  reached  the  opposite  bank,  righted  the 
boat,  and  rowed  across  to  them,  steered  by  their  voices, 


THE  SUBTERRANEAN  STREAM. 


and  thus  landed  them  safely  on  dry  ground.  They 
had  not  yet,  however,  escaped  all  the  dangers,  but 
were  cold,  wet,  and  shivering,  with  the  prospect  of  re- 
maining in  that  situation.  It  was  impossible  they 
could  find  their  way  out  of  this  intricate  laybrinth 
without  lights,  and  they  had  no  reason  to  expect  as 
sistance  from  without,  it  being  customary  for  parties 
to  remain  a  day  within  the  cave.  Fortunately  for  them 
the  people  at  the  hotel  situated  at  the  mouth  of  the 
cave,  seeing  the  danger,  and  fearful  of  imprudence  on 
their  part,  sent  additional  guides  with  torches.  This 
aid  arrived  most  opportunely,  for  their  sufferings  and 
fear  had  induced  them  to  persuade  the  guide  to  find 
the  way  out  in  the  dark,  by  creeping  slowly  on  the 
ground,  while  they  followed  in  a  line  holding  on  to 
each  other.  When  the  lights  reached  them,  they  were 
discovered  approaching  a  precipice,  and  but  a  few  yards 
distant  from  it. 


Aliens. — The  New  Orleans  Native  American  holds 
the  following  correct  sentiments :— "  Pew  persons  are 
aware  of  the  number  of  foreigners  who  daily  arrive 
among  us ;  hundreds  on  hundreds  arrive  and  wander 
about  without  any  certain  object.  With  their  ignor- 
ance of  our  manners  and  language,  they  are  totally 
unfit  to  form  any  correct  judgment  of  our  institutions, 
and  we  have  great  doubts  if  a  majority  of  them  were 
to  reside  among  us  a  century,  they  would  not  compre- 
hend nor  understand  the  principles  of  our  government 

There  is  nothing  more  injurious  to  the  free  exercise 
of  the  human  mind,  than  political  servitude.  We  hold 
that  individuals  who  have  been  degraded  by  slavery, 
become  fashioned  and  literally  moulded  to  their  con- 
dition. Such  men  feel  no  responsibility — they  possess 
no  patriotism,  and  whatever  may  please  those  who 
employ  them,  so  will  their  votes  be  cast  in  the  ballot 
box. 

How  different  the  being  who  is  born  on  the  soil ;  in 
his  first  breath  he  inhales  the  air  of  freedom.  It  is  his 
birth-right — he  has  an  interest  in  maintaining  it  pure 
and  unsullied.  On  his  judgments  the  welfare  of  the 
commonwealth  will  be  maintained — on  his  patriotism 
will  it  be  upheld. 

How  different  is  such  a  being  from  the  mass  of  those 
who  overrun  our  country  from  Europe  ?  Can  such  a 
being  be  compared  or  placed  on  an  equal  footing  with 
the  very  lowest  class  of  Europe,  when  called  upon  to 
place  their  votes  in  the  ballot  box,  and  is  he  not  a  fitter 
and  worthier  man  on  whose  judgment  shall  depend 
the  fate  and  destinies  of  our  Republic  V* 


THE  SUBTERRANEAN  STREAM. 

BY  MBS.  HXMAN6. 

Dabkly  thou  glidest  onward, 
Thou  deep  and  hidden  wave! 

The  laughing  sunshine  hath  not  look'd 
Into  thy  secret  cave. 

Thy  current  makes  no  music— 

A  hollow  sound  we  hear, 
A  muffled  voice  of  mystery, 

And  know  that  thou  art  near. 


No  brighter  lines  of  verdure 
Follows  thy  lonely  way ! 

No  fairy  moss  or  lily's  cup 
Is  freshen' d  by  thy  play. 


The  halcyon  doth  not  seek  thee, 

Her  glorious  wings  to  lave; 
Thou  knowest  no  tint  of  the  summer  sky, 

Thou  dark  and  hidden  wave! 

Yet  once  will  day  behold  thee, 

When  to  the  mighty  sea, 
Fresh  bursting  from  their  cavern'd  veins, 

Leap  thy  lone  waters  free. 

There  thou  wilt  greet  the  sunshine 

For  a  moment,  and  be  lost, 
With  all  thy  melancholy  sounds, 

In  the  ocean's  billowy  host. 

Oh  1  art  thou  not,  dark  river, 
Like  the  fearful  thoughts  untold, 

Which  haply  in  the  hush  of  night 
O'er  many  a  soul  have  roll'd? 

Those  earth-born  strange  misgivings— 
Who  hath  not  felt  their  power? 

Tet  who  hath  breath' d  them  to  his  friend, 
Even  in  his  fondest  hour? 

They  hold  no  heart-communion, 

They  find  no  voice  in  song, 
They  dimly  follow  far  from  earth 

The  grave's  departed  throng. 

Wild  is  their  course,  and  lonely, 
And  fruitless  in  man's  breast ; 

They  come  and  go,  and  leave  no  trace 
Of  their  mysterious  quest. 

Yet  surely  must  their  wanderings 

At  length  be  like  thy  way; 
Their  shadows,  as  thy  waters,  lost 

In  one  bright  flood  of  day. 


THE  ROVER  BOOK-TABLE. 

Mabtist  Chuzruwit,  compute.— The  numbers  of 
Martin  Chuzzlewit,  by  Dickens,  are  at  last  brought  to 
a  close ;  and  Mr.  Winchester,  of  the  New  World  Press, 
has  published  the  whole  work  entire  for  twenty-five 
cents.  It  makes  a  hundred  and  fifty  large  octavo  pa- 
ges,  in  small  type.  It  must  undoubtedly,  like  all  the 
works  of  Dickens,  have  a  large  sale.  Its  being  well 
seasoned  with  abuse  of  this  country  will  only  make 
our  people  the  more  eager  to  read  it. 

The  last  accounts  from  Dickens  say  be  has  goneto 
Italy  to  spend  a  year,  so  we  shall  probably  have  a  work 
from  him  next,  of  quite  a  different  cast. 

Dymond's  Essays.— Collins,  Brother  &  Co.,  254 
Pearl  street,  have  published  a  neat  and  cheap  editfon 
of  "  Essays  on  the  Principles  of  Morality,  and  on  the 
Private  and  Political  Rights  and  Obligations  of  Man- 
kind, by  Jonathan  Dymond."  This  is  a  valuaWe 
book,  ably  written,  and  replete  with  useful  practical 
instruction.  It  is  a  volume  of  five  hundred  and  seven- 
ty pages,  and  is  sold  for  fifty  cents. 

The  Pictobial  Pilgrim's  PaeoaEss.-Rev.  Daniel 
Newell,  126  Nassau  street,  is  publishing  in  numbers  a 
handsome  illustrated  edition  of  Bunyan's  W*1 
Progress.  The  whole  work  is  furnished  to  subscri- 
bers at  one  dollar.  It  will  contain  about  a  down i  fine 
steel  engravings,  and  a  large  number  ™}\e*w™°* 
wood.    Mr.  Newell  also  j  '  '"* 

ly  Magaxine,  and  the  Parlor  Annual. 
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THE  RIVER  GANGES. 


WITH  AN  BNOBAVIKG. 


Our  fine  engraving  this  week,  from  a  drawing  by 
the  celebrated  English  artist,  Daniel!,  presents  a  stri- 
king and  picturesque  view  of  one  of  the  most  interest- 
ing rivers  in  the  world.  The  Ganges  Is  the  sacred  ri- 
ver of  the  Hindoos,  worshipped  by  them  as  a  deity, 
and  visited  annually  by  countless  numbers  of  pilgrims. 
It  has  almost  become  sacred,  too,  in  the  eyes  of  the 
christian  world,  in  memory  of  the  numerous  mission- 
aries who  have  devoutly  taken  their  lives  in  their  hand, 
and  gone  out  to  carry  the  light  of  Christianity  to  those 
benighted  sons  of  the  human  race,  and  have  sunk  in 
the  midst  of  their  journey  on  "  India's  coral  strand." 

The  Ganges,  like  the  Nile,  annually  overflows  its 
banks,  spreading  over  the  plains  to  the  width  of  more 
than  a  hundred  miles,  giving  great  fertility  to  the  soil, 
which  is  one  reason  probably  of  the  great  veneration 
in  which  the  river  is  held  by  the  inhabitants.  The 
whole  course  of  this  river  is  upward  of  two  thousand 
miles,  being  one  of  the  largest  and  most  valuable  ri- 
vers on  the  globe.  After  rising  in 'the  mountains  of 
Tibet,  it  pursues  a  westerly  course  for  three  hundred 
miles,  when  it  meets  the  range  of  the  Him  male h  moun- 
tains and  wanders  along  their  base  for  four  hundred 
miles  when  it  forces  a  passage  through,  like  our  own 
Potomac  through  the  Blue  Ridge,  and  then  runs  in  a 
smooth  and  navigable  stream  twelve  hundred  miles 
through  beautiful  plains  to  the  Bay  of  Bengal.  In  its 
passage  over  these  plains  it  receives  eleven  tributaries, 
each  of  which  is  said  to  be  as  large  or  larger  than  the 
Thames  in  England. 


IRETTA, 
The  Fairy  that  would  be  Immortal- 

BT  ZLIZABXTH  OAI18  SMITH. 

Iretta  was  one  of  the  most  beautiful  of  the  whole  sis- 
terhood of  faries;  so  diminutive,  so  light,  and  ethereal, 
that  she  could  wait  herself  from  place  to  place  with  the 
same  freedom  as  do  the  emanations  of  the  mysterious 
mind.  She  was  familiar  with  all  that  is  lovely,  and 
to  as  hidden,  in  our  beautiful  earth.  The  secrets  of 
the  frozen  north,  and  of  the  burning  equinox,  were  all 
unfolded  to  her  eye.  She  could  at  will  fly  from  the 
delightful  companionship  of  flowers,  with  whom  she 
held  a  sweet  familiar  intercourse,  and  sink  into  the 
deep  recesses  of  the  mountain,  where  nature  conceals 
her  most  magnificent  creations,  unseen  by  all  eyes  ex- 
cept those  of  the  fairy  sprites.  Here  they  piled  the 
diamond,  the  ruby,  and  the  sapphire  into  columns,  and 
domes,  and  spires,  to  raise  a  palace  worthy  of  the  Fai- 
ry Queen. 

But  Iretta  delighted  most,  in  her  moments  of  pas- 
time, to  sport  with  her  sisters  amidst  the  caverns  of 
the  north,  and  behold  the  treasures  collected  by  the 
fairies  in  these  magnificent  chambers  for  thousands 
and  thousands  of  years.  The  merry  elves  would  col- 
lect at  the  Giant's  Causeway,  and,  sinking  into  the 
bosom  of  the  ocean,  they  gaily  threaded  its  Iaybrinths 
•  of  basaltic  columns,  reared  thousands  of  feet  above 
4helr  heads,  and  filled  with  all  that  is  rare  and  beauti- 
Volums  ill.— No  24. 


ful  from  the  caverns  of  ocean.  Here  they  would  sport 
for  hours ;  for  here  the  fairies  of  earth,  air,  and  ocean 
were  wont  to  renew  their  companionship ;  and,  when 
weary  of  pastime,  they  would  emerge  again  at  StafTa, 
and  hie  cheerfully  to  their  various  duties. 

Tradition  is  wont  to  tell,  how  the  King  of  Fire  once 
loved  the  beautiful  Queen  of  Ocean;  but,  rejected  in 
his  suit,  he  was  still  filled  with  admiration  for  one, 
who  so  gently  denied  his  love.  In  a  moment  of  ten- 
derness and  despair  he  abandoned  his  palace,  begging 
her  at  least  to  grant  him  this  one  proof  of  her  consid- 
eration, by  accepting  the  splendid  edifice  for  herself 
and  court,  while  he  retired  in  solitary  state  to  the  fro- 
zen regions  of  Iceland. 

Iretta  belonged  to  that  class  of  little  sprites,  whose 
duty  it  id,  as  the  shadows  of  evening  creep  over  the 
earih,  to  fold  up  the  delicate  petals  of  the  young  and 
beautiful  blossoms,  lest  the  midnight  airs  should  rest 
too  coldly  upon  them,  or  brush  away  the  fragrant  fari- 
na, and  thus  rob  the  bee  of  her  breakfast.  The  young 
fairy  moved  noiselessly  about,  carefully  folding  the 
leaves  together,  or  enclosing  them  in  their  delicate  ca- 
lyx. After  each  plant  was  disposed  for  the  period  of 
repose,  she  kissed  the  sealed- up  altar  of  fragrance,  and 
then  retired  to  rest  on  the  folds  of  the  feathery  mimo- 
sa, the  favorite  resort  of  faries ;  and  this  is  why  it 
shrinks  from  the  touch  of  mortals^  as  if  endowed  with 
sensation. 

Sometimes  the  faries  became  indolent,  and  neglect- 
ed the  sweet  trust  confided  to  them ;  they  ceased  to 
love  the  flowers,  and  these  pined  for  some  one  to  che- 
rish them  ;  and  when  they  ceased  altogether  to  kiss 
the  young  blossoms,  just  blushing  to  find  iheir  bosoms 
open,  to  the  light,  they  drooped  their  heads  upon  their 
green  stems,  and  died ;  for  it  is  love  that  makes  the 
young  flowers  glow  in  freshness  and  beauty,  and  in 
the  excess  of  their  quiet  happiness,  breathe  out  frag- 
rance upon  the  air.  But  Iretta  was  an  affectionate, 
loving  sprite,  and  when  she  folded  the  young  blos- 
soms, and  kissed  their  perfumed  lips,  she  did  it  with  a 
fervent  and  blessed  nature,  that  was  full  of  tenderness 
for  these  beautiful  creations,  that  grew  so  lovely  under 
her  cherishing  care.  So  the  flowers  of  Iretta  were  al- 
ways the  most  flourishing  and  fragrant  to  be  seen. 
They  were  never  neglected,  never  forgotten ;  and, 
when  they  raised  their  meek  eyes,  and  swung  lightly 
in  the  air,  Iretta  could  interpret  their  pretty  language 
of  gratitude.  None  drooped  and  withered  upon  the 
stalk ;  but  each,  when  its  destiny  was  accomplished, 
yielded  up  its  particles  cheerfully  to  the  great  labora- 
tory of  nature,  knowing,  that  they  should  live  again 
in  some  happy  and  beautiful  combination. 

The  good  angels,  who  superintend  everything  that 
relates  to  oar  earth,  saw,  and  often  commended,  the 
tenderness  and  industry  of  Iretta;  and  He,  who  made 
the  flowers,  smiled  upon  her,  and  she  was  happy. 

One  bright,  starry  evening  Iretta  felt  oppressed  with 
a  strange  sadness;  such  as  mortals  sometimes  feel, 
when  they  fear  some  duty,  which  they  cannot  define, 
may  have  been  neglected.  She  had  kfesed  and  cur- 
tained her  sweet  charge  for  the  night ;  but  she  still 
lingered  near  them,  listing  to  the  hapny  twitter  of  un- 
fledged birds,  and  the  small  pipe  of  the  cricket,  as  he 
peered  from  his  grassy  nook.    She  was  at  length  at- 
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tracted  by  observing  a  great  number  of  beautiful  tpi 
rite  poised  about  a  rose  tree  in  full  blossom.  She  saw 
that  they  seemed  to  rest  awhile,  and  then  rose  up- 
ward, and  others  took  their  place ;  so  they  formed  a 
ladder  as  it  were  from  earth  to  heaven,  such  as  the 
Patriarch  of  old  beheld  in  the  repose  at  Bethel  Iretta 
approached,  and  found  an  infant,  who  had  crept  over 
the  low  sill,  and  had  fallen  asleep  in  the  shadow  of  the 
queen  of  flowers.  She  bent  over  it,  and  again  and 
again  kissed  the  lips  of  the  child,  who  grew  every  mo- 
ment more  beautiful  under  her  caresses.  She  fanned 
its  fair  brow  with  her  wings,  and  it  smiled  in  its  slum- 
bers. Iretta  thought  she  had  never  beheld  anything 
half  so  lovely,  and  wished  it  would  dwell  perpetually 
among  the  flowers. 

But  new  and  strange  thoughts  were  stirring  in  the 
breast  of  the  little  fairy  as  she  looked  upon  the  fair 
child.  She  remembered,  that  she  belonged  to  that 
race  of  beings,  whose  existence  is  limited  to  the  earth ; 
and  who  must  cease  to  exist  when  the  particles  that 
compose  it  are  scattered  on  the  fields  of  space.  Un- 
wonted shadows  passed  over  the  brow  of  Iretta,  and 
ahe  veiled  her  face  in  hsr  wings,  to  crowd  back  the 
first  emotion  of  discontent,  the  first  longing  for  im- 
mortality. 

"Happy,  happy  child !"  she  exclaimed,  "to  possess 
a  soul !  a  soul  worth  more  than  all  the  wealth  and  beau- 
ty of  earth.  When  this  globe  shall  ha  /e  passed  away, 
and  Iretta  and  all  her  sisters  are  lost  and  forgotten, 
thy  existence  will  only,  as  it  were,  have  commenced. 
No  limits  are  assigned  to  thy  advancement  in  know- 
ledge, thy  aspirations  after  holiness,  and  thy  capabili- 
ties for  enjoy  menu  Happy  child,  what  would  not  Iret- 
ta suffer  to  become  such  as  thou  art I" 

The  light  winds  stirred  the  delicate  blossoms,  and 
tbey  rocked  upon  their  branches,  and  breathed  out  their 
Incense  to  comfort  her.  Iretta,  fearful  of  sinning,  lift- 
ed her  meek  head,  kissed  the  flowerets,  and  gently 
soothed  them  to  repose. 

But  the  natural  tendency  of  all  pure  and  exalted 
emotions  is  upward,  and  the  very  desire  for  immortali- 
ty presupposes  the  certainty  qf  its  being  realized  ;  other- 
wise it  would  never  have  been  implanted  in  any  bosom. 
A  dazzling  spirit  stood  beside  the  gentle  and  sub- 
missive fairy. 

"Remember,  Iretta,  the  child  must  die  ere  its  spi- 
ritual life  commences.  I  may  not  tell  thee  aught  ol 
death,  but  the  purest  sou),  in  its  loftiest  aspirations, 
shrinks  from  its  hidden  mysteries." 

"True!  but  to  live  forever;  to  hold  intercourse 
with  such  as  thou  ;  to  visit  other  worlds ; .  to  under- 
stand the  secret 8  of  the  Most  High  ;  1  would  suffer, 
ay,  more  even  than  mortals,  and  then  die,  could  I  par- 
take of  the  blessedness  of  the  immortals." 

The  desire  is  granted.  A  company  of  ministering 
spirits  softly  raised  the  sleeping  child,  and,  amid  the 
hymning  of  far-off  melody,  bore  it  away  upon  their 
wings. 

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  * 
Iretta  soon  felt,  that,  in  assuming  the  lot  of  mortals, 
ahe  must  become  subject  to  many  disquiets,  and  to 
many  a  pang  of  agony.  But  the  certainty  of  her  im- 
mortality filled  her  with  inexpressible  happiness,  and 
nothing  seemed  too  much  for  her  to  endure,  in  refer- 
ence to  such  a  gift.  Still  many,  many  were  her  sour- 
ces of  enjoyment.  In  her  slumbers,  her  spirit  beheld 
many  a  being  of  loveliness  and  purity,  who  taught  he  r 
sweet  and  mysterious  things  of  heaven,  and  its  bless- 


ed inhabitants.  The  sight  of  a  flower,  too,  recalled 
all  her  former  tenderness  for  these  fair  momenlos  of 
our  Creator's  love,  and  she  often  wondered  how  her 
friends  could  so  long  debar  her  from  the  glorious  sun- 
shine, and  the  beautiful  companionship  of  the  flowers, 
when  they  contributed  so  largely  to  har  enjoyment. 
She  understood,  too,  the  language  of  every  bird  and 
insect,  as  it  lifted  its  voice  in  the  summer  air. 

If  her  thoughts  occasionally  reverted  to  her  sister 
fairies,  sporting  in  perpetual  youth  and  health,  ahe  did 
not  repine,  for  she  felt  that  their  happiness  must,  at 
some  day,  cease  altogether;  while  she,  after  a  brief 
period  of  suffering,  should  enter  a  state  of  more  exal- 
ted felicity  than  even  a  fairy  could  conceive.  True, 
unwonted  fears,  and  hunger,  and  pain,  had  now  be- 
come her  companions;  hers  were  the  simple  garments, 
and  helpless  limbs  of  a  babe;  but  what  were  perpetual 
beauty  and  health,  power  and  happiness,  if  they  moat 
ever  terminate  1  if  their  possessor  must  at  some  pe- 
riod, remote,  infinitely  remote  though  it  might  be, 
sink  into  the  darkness  and  forge tfulness  of  annihila- 
tion. And  what  were  the  golden  robes,  and  diamond 
coronal  of  the  fairy,  compared  with  the  crown  of  im- 
mortality I  The  child  closed  her  eyes  at  the  contem- 
plation, and  felt  she  was  more  than  happy. 

Iretta  had  known,  that  sorrows  dark  and  mysterious 
were  the  lot  of  mortals,  but  she  shuddered  to  find  that 
half  were  the  result  of  their  own  unrestrained  pas- 
sions, and  the  consequence  of  turning  away  from  the 
bright  hopes  and  glorious  rewards  of  futurity.  Sad, 
sad  were  the  reflections  of  the  fairy  child.  Alas,  the 
undying  soul,  to  obtain  which  she  was  willing  to  en- 
dure so  much,  was  of  little  value  in  the  eyes  of  those 
whose  inheritance  it  of  right  was.  It  was  bartered 
for  the  glittering  dust  of  the  mine,  the  gems  of  the 
deep.  It  was  hourly  hazarded  for  the  dangerous  grasp 
of  power,  and  the  treacherous  voice  of  popularity. 
Daily  did  she  behold  beings  destined  for  eternity,  ab- 
sorbed in  the  pomp,  the  turmoil  and  cares  of  life ;  and 
the  sunlight  came,  and  the  shadows  gathered  upon  the 
earth,  and  scarcely  one  knelt  to  bless  his  Creator  for 
the  gift  of  reason  and  the  hopes  of  immortality. 

Iretta  pressed  her  soft  cheek  to  the  breast  of  her 
mother;  she  nestled  in  her  bosom,  smiled  in  her  face, 
and  with  her  small  fingers  played  about  her  month. 
Her  mother  scarcely  heeded  her  caresses.  Iretta  was 
grieved,  and  looked  earnestly  in  the  beautiful  face  of 
the  being  who  seemed  so  little  heedful  of  her  love. 
Alas !  the  child  ley  loosely  in  her  arms ;  her  thoughts 
were  far  away,  reveling  in  the  midst  of  pleasures  and 
excitements,  from  which  the  helpless  babe  on  her  bo- 
som debarred  her.  Iretta  again  pressed  her  little  head 
to  the  bosom  that  so  faintly  responded  to  the  emotions 
of  maternity,  and  sought  in  slumber  for  the  compan- 
ionship of  the  gentle  spirits,  that  for  ever  behold  the 
face  of  our  Father  in  Heaven,  and  who  delight  to  min- 
ister to  little  children.  Alas  l  none  on  earth  felt  as 
did  the  gentle  fairies,  that  to  be  happy  is  to  fulfil  one's 
destiny  cheerfully  and  sedulously,  endeavoring  always 
to  add  something  to  the  great  stock  of  universal  hap- 
piness. 

Again  her  celestial  visitant  stood  beside  her.  Iretta 
eagerly  stretched  up  her  dimpled  hand.  "Blessed  spi- 
rit, let  me  die ;  let  me  dwell  forever  with  those  who 
love  to  worship  our  beneficent  Creator,  who  delight  to 
promote  his  great  system  of  felicity.  Why  should  1 
tarry  till  age  and  weariness  come  upon  me  7  let  me 
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depart,  ere  my  spirit  shall  be  clouded  with  the  shadow 
of  a  sin.11  *  *  •  *  * 

Beneath  a  snowy  shroud  lay  a  beautiful  babe,  Its 
clear  brow  untouched  by  sorrow,  and  its  young  cheek 
vnfaded  by  suffering.  Pale  cheeks  and  tearful  eyes 
bent  over  its  marble  beauty,  and  fresh  flowers  are 
strewn,  over  the  early  dead.  A  little  hillock  almost  lost 
amid  tangled  blossoms,  tells  that  the  young  and  Inno- 
cent sleep  beneath.  A  babe  has  passed  from  earth, 
soon  to  be  no  more  remembered;  but  an  Immortal 
spirit  has  gone  to  the  eternal  city.  Weep  not  for  the 
early  dead ! 


THE  CHURCHYARD. 

ST  ▲.  J.  H.  DUO  ANN  X. 

Twelve  o'clock !  and  the  night-cock  croweth— 

Croweth  long  and  loud, 
And  I  do  feel  ray  spirit  sink, 

And  my  heart  within  me  bowed. 

Through  the  night  hare  I  been  listening— 

Wearily  through  the  night— 
To  the  sounds  that  come  from  the  old  churchyard 

That  aleepeth  In  my  sight 

Shining  down  upon  the  tomb*  stones, 

Falleth  the  white  moon-beam, 
And  silvereth  all  the  darksome  graves 

With  a  bright  and  quiet  gleam. 

And  I  do  think,  as  mine  eyes  behold  it, 
That  Faith,  like  the  moon-beam  bright, 

Doth  clothe  the  dark  and  fitful  grave 
With  a  mantle  of  silver  light. 

Round  about  among  the  tomb-stones 

Glide  the  dark  shades  afar, 
Like  evil  thoughts  that  fly  away 

When  shlneth  the  pure  love-star. 

The  lonely  willow  trees  are  bending  ^ 

Sorrowful  o'er  the  graves, 
And  the  stars  above  in  heaven  shine 

Through  each  one  as  it  waves— 

And  thus,  when  Sorrow's  willow  bendeth 

O'er  us  sad  and  dark, 
If  we  but  look  through  the  leaves  above, 

The  beautiful  stars  we  mark ! 

It  is  well  for  me  to  gaze  at  midnight 

Into  the  churchyard  old, 
Where  the  mounds  of  the  long-departed 

Sleep  in  the  moon-beam  cold  j 

For  there  cometh  to  my  heart  a  lesson, 

And  when  I  have  learn'd  it  well, 
The  weariness  goes  from  off  my  soul 

Like  the  gloom  where  the  moonlight  felL 
Far  the  Raver— Aug.,  1B44. 


THE  SMUGGLER  OF  THE  ISLE  OP  MAN. 
A  Passage  in  the  life  of  Paul  Jones. 

In  the  year  1773,  previous  to  the  annexation  of  the 
Isle  of  Man  to  the  English  crown,  the  Inducements 
for  smuggling  from  that  well  known  spot,  were  of  the 
most  seductive  character,  giving  employment  to  a  few 
hardy  and  daring  spirits,  whose  large  profits  in  their 
perilous  trade,  more  than  compensated  them  for  con- 


tinued risk  they  encountered  in  their  nightly  voyages 
from  the  Island  to  the  shores  of  the  Solway.  This 
island  of  the  Irish  Sea  once  a  rendezvous  for  free- 
booters and  smugglers  is  now  rendered  a  place  of  no 
small  commercial  importance  as  well  as  forming  a 
military  and  naval  depot  for  the  crowded  ranks  and 
numerous  fleets  of  the  British  army  and  navy.  Its 
productive  soil  and  highly  cultivated  lands,  its  neat 
cottages  and  admirable  roads  are  a  picture  of  modern 
improvements,  while  at  all  times  it  wears  a  lively  and 
busy  appearance.  From  the  highest  point  of  the  Is- 
land in  clear  weather  the  visitor  has  a  view  of  the  three- 
united  kingdoms. 

It  was  at  the  close  of  a  fine  day  in  the  latter  part  of 
August  1772,  that  a  three  masted  lugger  was  seen  rid- 
ing at  a  single  anchor  in  a  quiet  cove  on  the  west  side 
of  the  island.  The  craft  might  have  been  of  about  a* 
hundred  and  fifty  tones  burden,  though  her  dark  low 
hull  gave  her  the  appearance  of  being  much  smaller,, 
while  the  symmetry  of  her  spars  and  rigging,  tapering; 
beautifully  at  their  various  points  as  seen  against  the 
sky,  showed  her  to  be  a  craft  upon  whose  rig  time  and 
care  had  been  expended.  Around  her  hull  extended  a 
line  of  red,  broken  at  two  points  on  each  side  by  an 
open  port,  while  the  helghth  of  the  waist  showed  that 
it  was  intended  to  serve  as  a  breastwork  to  those  who 
navigate  the  vessel  in  times  of  danger.  Altogether 
you  would  have  pronounced  the  lugger  at  first  sight  s> 
suspicious  craft,  and  unless  she  carried  the  king's 
commission,  one  most  likely  bent  upon  mischief.  At 
the  hour  of  which  I  write,  an  individual  rather  below, 
the  usual  height,  yet  commanding  in  appearance, 
in  a  seaman's  garb,  with  a  broad  belt  about  his  waist 
into  which  was  thrust  a  couple  of  boarding  pistols,  was 
pacing  the  quarter  deck ;  in  his  hand  he  held  a  speak* 
tag  trumpet  which  at  this  moment  he  raised  to  his  lips 
and  issued  the  necessary  orders  for  getting  under 
weigh. 

Fifty  as  fine  fellows  as  ever  handled  a  marlinspike, 
sprang  cheerfully  to  execute  his  orders,  enlivened  by 
the  shrill  tones  of  the  boatswain's  whistle.  While  all 
was  bustle  and  activity  about  him,  the  captain  slowly 
promenaded  the  quarter  deck  presenting  the  picture  of 
a  young  hero.  Blended  in  his  open  countenance  was 
the  spirit  of  daring,  but  yet  of  noble  purpose,  his  mild 
thoughtful  eye  belied  his  otherwise  spirited  appear- 
ance.  His  form,  as  we  have  said,  was  rather  below 
the  ordinary  height*  yet  he  was  handsome  in  figure, 
his  person  evincing  great  power  of  endurance,  with 
strength  and  agility ;  he  might  have  been  in  age,  about 
twenty-two  years. 

11  We  are  brought  to,  sir,"  said  the  first  lieutenant  of 
the  lugger  to  his  captain. 

"  Heave  round  sir,"  was  the  prompt  nautical  reply. 
"  Heave  and  pull." 

The  anchor  being  raised  and  stowed,  the  wide  breadth 
of  canvas  peculiar  to  the  lugger  rig,  formerly  so  well 
known  in  the  Bay  of  Biscay  and  the  British  Channel', . 
was  spread  upon  the  life-like  vessel  and  bending  grace- 
fully under  the  influence  of  the  gentle  west  wind,  she* 
took  her  course  under  a  cloud  of  canvas  for  the  shores 
of  the  Solway. 

"  Mr.  Merrick,"  said  the  captain  to  his  first  officer, 
"I  think  we  are  likely  to  have  trouble  on  this  night's 
trip.  I  learn  from  trusty  agents  thnt  intelligence  has 
been  lodged  relative  to  the  character  of  our  swift  foot- 
ed craft,  and  I  fear  there  has  been  treachery  aboard  the 
Dolphin."    So  was  the  lugger  named. 
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"  I  hardly  think  that,  captain,"  he  replied  "  though 
the  crew  have  had  full  freedom  on  shore  and  have 
lately  visited  Carlisle  and  Keswick." 

"  They  know  the  rules  of  the  ship,  Mr.  Merrick," 
•aid  the  commander  sterly,  "  and  how  treachery  will 
be  rewarded.  Let  the  crew  sleep  with  one  eye  open, 
air,  we  may  have  work  for  them." 

The  watch  was  set,  while  the  remainder  of  the  crew 
"  turned  in  aJl  standing"  which  signifies  in  sea  par- 
lance with  their  clothes  on,  ready  for  prompt  and  im- 
mediate service.  The  cargo  on  board  the  craft  that 
sow  rounded  the  mouth  of  the  sheltering  cove,  was 
contraband  and  valuable,  and  the  object  of  the  com- 
mander was  to  land  it  safely  and  return  again  from  the 
main  land  to  the  island  before  morning. 

The  logger  held  on  her  course  'till  rounding  the 
northern  point  of  the  island,  when  the  captain  who 
had  not  yet  left  the  deck,  discovered  off  his  starboard 
bow,  a  vessel  whose  indistinct  outlines,  alone  discerni- 
ble in  the  darkness  of  the  night,  appeared  to  be  those 
of  a  targe  craft ;  at  the  same  moment  the  look  out  for- 
-ward,  discovered  and  announced  the  stranger  as  a 
•loop  of  war  under  easy  satt. 

The  course  of  the  Dolphin  was  changed  two  or  three 
points  more  northerly,  in  the  hope  of  passing  the 
strange  sail  at  such  a  distance  as  not  to  be  noticed  by 
her  crew  .  the  effort  was  successful,  the  commander  of 
the  sloop  not  expecting  his  prey  at  this  hour,  was  not 
on  the  look  out  for  the  smuggler.  On  board  the  well 
regulated  lugger  all  was  silent  as  the  night  itself,  while 
every  sail  expanded  with  the  freshening  breeze. 

"  Mr.  Merrick,"  said  the  captain,  when  silence  was 
no  longer  necessary,  "pipe  the  crew  to  quarters,  sir,  I 
have  a  few  words  to  say  to  them  that  may  serve  as  a 
rough  night  cap  for  even  these  sea  dogs." 

The  wakeful  crew,  most  of  whom  were  already  upon 
deck,  having  heard  of  the  proximity  of  the  stranger, 
gathered  quietly  aft  near  the  sacred  precincts  of  the 
quarter  deck,  where  they  stood  with  their  hats  off  and 
their  hair  waving  wildly  in  the  night  air.  A  well  dis- 
ciplined ship's  crew  look  upon  their  captain  with  much 
(he  same  respect  as  does  a  courtier  upon  his  king,  save 
that  If  possible  the  former  is  most  profound  as  is  the 
authority  of  his  superior  more  absolute. 

"  My  lads,"  said  the  young  commander,  addressing 
his  attentive  crew,  "  most  of  you  saw  that  strange  sail 
we  passed  within  the  hour,  do  you  know  that  nothing 
Bave  treachery  could  have  place  that  vessel  in  the  di- 
rect tract  of  the  Dolphin's  night  course  ?" 

"  It  does  look  mighty  'spiclous,  your  honor5  said  an 
old  seaman  in  the  front  ranks  of  the  crew,  "  but  shiver 
my  timbers  if  I  believe  we've  got  anybody  shipped 
aboard  this  ere  craft  but  loves  the  saucy  Dolphin  and 
your  honor  too  well  to  play  them  a  scurvy  trick." 

"  There  has  been  treachery  I  have  said,  is  there  one 
of  my  crew  that  can  tell  me  its  penalty  aboard  this 
ship?" 

"Death  at  the  yard  arm,"  sounded  from  the  deep 
guttural  voices  of  the  crew,  who  shrunk  beneath  the 
piercing  eye  of  their  captain. 

"  It  is  my  duty,"  said  he,  "  to  watch  over  your  in- 
terests and  my  own  with  a  jealous  eye.  I  never  de- 
ceive you,  my  men ;  the  traitor  shall  receive  his  punish- 
ment though  I  pursue  him  to  the  foot  of  the  throne. 
Enough,  to  your  duty." 

The  hours  passed  on—the  busy  crew  had  landed  the 
cargo  and  in  the  hands  of  confidential  agents  it  was 


soon  hidden  from  the  most  careful  search  of  the  re* 
•venue  officers. 

The  greatest  danger  was  yet  to  be  encountered. 
The  cargo  landed,  the  lugger  must  again  sail  for  the 
sheltering  protection  of  the  island,  but  the  rising  moon 
now  threw  its  mellow  and  unwelcome  light— unwel- 
come at  least  to  those  on  board  the  Dolphin— across 
the  heaving  swells  of  the  Irish  Sea. 

Hardly  had  the  lugger  got  under  weigh  before  the 
cruiser  was  again  discovered  lying  midway  between  toe 
English  coast  and  the  island ;  the  course  the  Deipbia 
steered,  and  in  fact  the  only  route  she  could  take, 
would  bring  her  in  full  view  of  the  cruiser,  and  within 
range  of  her  guns.  The  captain  of  the  lugger  viewed 
the  dilemma  with  calm  and  quiet  countenance  giving 
his  orders  in  a  tone  that  inspired  those  about  him  with 
fresh  courage.  The  two  vessels  were  now  fast  ap- 
proaching each  other,  when  a  coarse  hail  came  down 
across  the  water  from  the  sloop— "what  vessel  is 
that!" 

The  captain  of  the  lugger  knowing  that  every  mo- 
ment he  could  gain  in  delay  was  of  the  utmost  im- 
portance in  the  furtherance  of  his  purpose  to  run  the 
gauntlet  of  the  cruiser's  broadside,  made  a  mumbling 
and  inaudible  reply  through  hie  trumpet,  so  that  the 
query  from  the  sloop  was  put,  "  What  answer  do  you 
make?" 

The  breeze  still  freshening  drove  the  lugger,  with 
her  wide  spread  canvas  swiftly  through  the  water. 
She  was  already  nearly  abreast  of  the  cruiser  who  hav- 
ing tacked,  now  stood  on  the  same  course  as  her  ad- 
versary. 

"  What  vessel  is  that?"  was  the  question  again  pot 
from  the  commander  of  the  sloop,  to  which  he  added, 
"  answer  or  I  shall  fire  into  you." 

No  reply  being  made  to  this  hail,  the  captain  of  the 
York,  for  so  the  cruiser  was  called,  ordered  a  shot  fired 
into  the  lugger,  "  to  wake  her  up"  as  he  observed,  the 
ball  passing  through  the  white  field  of  the  main-sail 
struck  the  water  far  to  windward.  The  compliment 
was  immediately  returned  from  a  heavy  gun  amid* 
ships  of  the  lugger,  the  baH  of  which  aimed  by  the 
hands  of  the  captain  himself,  shot  away  tbeforetop- 
mast  of  the  York,  which  fell  with  all  its  hamper  to  the 
deck — a  fierce  broadside  from  the  cruiser  followed  tbii 
discharge,  making  sad  havoc  among  the  symmetrical 
rig  of  the  Dolphin. 

The  armament  of  the  lugger  consisted  of  four  small 
pieces  of  ordinance  and  one  gun  amidships,  revolving 
upon  a  pivot,  which  was  ef  superior  toeial  to  that  of 
any  gun  on  board  the  York.  From  this  instrument  of 
death  the  missiles  of  destruction  were  so  faithfully 
aimed  that  already  had  the  foremast  of  the  cruiser  come 
lumbering  upon  the  deck,  confounding  the  crew  and 
greatly  retarding  the  means  of  defence.  The  York 
carried  sixteen  guns  with  a  complement  of  about  one 
hundred  and  fifty  men:  She  was  now  unable  for  seve- 
ral moments  to  return  the  constant  and  destructive 
fire  of  the  lugger,  the  wreck  of  the  foremast  having 
fallen  along  the  larboard  battery,  being  the  aide  nearest 
the  Dolphin.  Both  vessels  were  so  cut  up  in  their  rig* 
ging  as  to  make  but  little  headway,  and  were  now  ri- 
sing and  falling  on  swells  of  the  sea  within  a  few  yards 
of  each  other. 

Several  of  the  heavy  shots  from  the  lugger  had  pen- 
etrated the  York's  side  at  the  water  line,  and  a  large 
number  of  the  crew  of  the  latter  vessel  were  piped  to 
the  pumps  as  the  craft  was  fast  making  large  quanti- 
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ties  of  water.  At  this  moment  the  eye  of  the  smug- 
gler captain  rested  upon  the  person  of  one  of  his  own 
foremast  men  on  board  his  enemy— the  truth  flashed 
In  a  moment  across  his  mind,  the  treachery  was  ac- 
counted for  and  there  stood  the  traitor.  In  an  instant 
the  grapnel  irons  were  ordered  to  be  thrown  and  the 
^boarders  piped  to  duty,  a  few  hasty  words  from  the  com- 
mander of  the  Dolphin,  sufficed  to  inform  hisfoilow- 
«rs  that  the  traitor  of  the  crew  was  on  board  the  York, 
and  headed  by  their  brave  and  daring  captain,  the  lug- 
get's  men  leaped  upon  the  cruiser's  deck. 

"  Secure  the  traitor  and  back  with  you  all,"  cried 
the  captain,  pointing  with  one  hand  to  the  trembling 
villain  who  had  betrayed  them,  while  with  his  other 
lie  kept  a  score  of  men  at  bay  with  his  flashing  sword. 

After  securing  their  treacherous  comrade,  the  Dol 
phin's  crew  retreated  swiftly  to  their  own  vessel,  amid 
the  astonishment  of  the  crew  of  the  York,  who  had 
been  taken  completely  by  surprize,  the  deed  being  ac- 
complished in  far  less  time  than  is  required  to  relate 
the  particulars. 

Regaining  his  own  deck  the  captain  of  the  lugger 
now  packed  his  topsails,  while  those  that  remained  to 
the  York  continued  full ;  thus  the  two  vessels  parted. 
The  Dolphin  as  she  fell  astern  of  her  antagonist  gave 
her  one  raking  shot  which  did  fearful  havoc  upon  her 
deck.  The  captain  of  the  cruiser  was  forced  to  make 
*!!  speed  for  the  shore,  when  the  York  was  run  aground 
to  a  sinking  condition.  Thus  ended  the  fight  be- 
tween the  lugger  and  the  man-of-war,  showing  what 
cooi  courage  and  skill  can  accomplish  against  superior 
force. 

The  Dolphin  sailed  for  the  cove  on  the  eastern  side 
of  the  island,  sorely  shattered  in  hull  and  rigging  by 
the  severe  contest  with  the  king's  cruiser.   • 

The  lugger  is  again  anchored  in  the  quiet  cove,  and 
aH  hands  are  piped  to  witness  punishment.  The  trai- 
tor who  had  betrayed  the  ship  had  confessed  his  guilt 
and  the  price  of  his  treachery  is  found  upon  his  per- 
son. The  crew  were  at  their  stations,  all  save  six  sea- 
men chosen  by  lot,  who  stood  apart  from  their  com- 
panions with  downcast  eyes  and  trembling  forms,  for 
they  were  the  agents  through  whom  a  fellow  creature 
was  to  be  launched ,  in  cool  blood  into  eternity.  Those 
hearts  of  oak  that  a  few  hours  since  stood  fearlessly 
at  their  guns  dealing  death  and  destruction  around, 
and  with  blood  flowing  like  water  at  their  feet,  now 
trembled!  A  strange  quiet  reigned  throughout  the 
ship ;  even  the  wounded  seamen  below  had  suppressed 
their  groans,  and  the  tick  of  the  captain's  watch  could 
fce  heard  at  any  part  of  the  quarter  deck.  The  misera- 
ble man  who  was  now  to  suffer  stood  upon  a  gun,  his 
anne  confined  behind  him  and  a  rope  around  his  neck 
—■the  cord  was  rove  through  a  block  at  the  extreme 
end  of  the  yard-arm  and  reaching  down  again  to  the 
deck,  the  opposite  extremity  was  placed  in  the  hands 
of  the  six  chosen  by  lot.  Contemplating  this  arrange- 
ment for  a  moment  the  captain  said : 

"Why,  men,  next  to  mutiny,  I  know  of  no  blacker 
or  more  accursed  sin  than  treachery ;  that  man  has 
betrayed  us— may  Heaven  forgive  him  as  I  do  at  this 
moment,  he  was  seduced  from  his  duty  in  an  evil  hour 
while  under  the  effects  of  liquor— he  is  now  penitent, 
and  you  see  how  bravely  he  will  die — you  have  had  re- 
lated to  you  the  peculiarities  of  his  case  which  I  think 
has  many  extenuating  points—you  are  his  jurors ;  shall 
he  die?  Shall  we  send  your  old  messmate  into  eter- 
nity ?    Speak,  my  men.' ' 


"  No !  no !  if  the  cap  tain  forgives  him  that's  enough," 
said  the  generous-hearted  crew. 

"  Blow  me,"  said  the  old  seaman  who  has  before 
spoken  in  this  story,  "  if  I  dont  think  a  man  who 
could  betray  such  a  commander  and  such  a  ship  moat 
find  punishment  enough  in  overhauling  the  log  of  bis 
own  conscience,  without  our  sending  him  to  sound- 
ings." 

The  feelings  of  the  criminal,  for  he  is  a  crimtna* 
who  betrays  those  who  have  confided  in  him,  may  be 
better  imagined  than  described,  he  left  the  gun  an  al- 
tered man.    He  was  forgiven  his  sin. 

Well  knowing  that  the  boldness  of  this  last  adven- 
ture with  a  cruiser  o f  the  Royal  Navy  would  draw  down 
certain  destruction  upon  them,  the  captain  and  crew 
of  the  lugger  ran  her  into  a  French  port  where  she 
was  sold,  and  the  proceeds  equally  divided  among  the 
crew  and  officers,  who  were  thenceforth  disbanded. 

Let  us  follow  for  a  moment,  gentle  reader  the  life  of 
this  captain  of  the  Dolphin,  this  smuggler  of  the  isje 
of  Man. 

Still  actuated  by  a  love  of  adventure  and  fondness  for 
the  sea,  he  proceeded  to  London,  where  he  was  soon  en- 
trusted with  a  iarge  merchant  vessel,  in  the  West  India 
trade,  as  captain,  in  which  capacity  he  led  a  lucrative 
and  adventurous  life  for  several  years,  subsequent  to 
which  he  visited  and  settled  in  America.  On  the 
breaking  out  of  the  war  with  the  mother  country,  his 
ardent  love  for  the  principles  for  which  our  fathers 
contended,  led  him  to  offer  his  services  in  behalf  of 
liberty.  He  was  appointed  captain  of  a  noble  vessel, 
the  first  of  the  American  Navy,  and  his  was  the  hand 
that  raised  her  Jlag  first  upon  the  blue  water.  With  this 
vessel  and  others  with  which  he  wa9  subsequently  en- 
trusted, he  gained  some  of  the  most  brilliant  naval  vic- 
tories ever  won.  Through  his  whole  service  there  was 
one  faithful  follower,  who  never  left  him,  and  whose 
protecting  arm  twice  saved  his  life  in  the  memorable 
battle  between  the  Bon  Homme  Richard  and  the  Sera* 
pis,  the  former  of  which  he  commanded.  Reader  that 
follower  was  the  pardoned  criminal  of  the  Dolphin 
Lugger ! 

Would  you  follow  this  commander  still  further? 
Congress  passed  a  public  vote  of  thanks  to  him  Tor 
his  gallant  services  endowing  him  with  the  highest 
rank  in  the  American  Navy,  which  to  this  day  is  em- 
balmed in  the  grateful  hearts  of  a  free  people. 


COUSTN  SALLY  DILLTARD. 

BY    HAMILTON  0.  J0KE8. 

Scene— A  Court  of  Justice  in  North  Carolina* 

A  beardless  disciple  of  Themis  arises,  and  thus  ad- 
dresses the  court : 

"  May  it  please  your  worships,  and  you,  gentlemen 
of  the  jury,  since  it  has  been  my  fortune  (good  or  bad 
I  will  not  say)  to  exercise  myself  in  legal  disquisitions, 
it  has  never  before  befallen  me  to  be  obliged  to  prose* 
cute  so  direful,  marked  and  malicious  an  assault— « 
more  wilful,  violent,  dangerous  battery,  and  finally  a 
more  diabolical  breach  of  the  peace  has  seldom  been 
your  duty  to  pass  upon,  one  so  shocking  to  benevolent 
feelings,  as  this  which  took  place  over  at  Capt.  Rice's 
in  this  county.  But  you  will  hear  from  the  wit- 
nesses." 

The  witnesses  being  sworn,  two  or  three  were  ex- 
amined, and  deposed— one  said  that  he  heard  the  nolae 
and  did  not  see  the  fight— another  that  he  saw  the 
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row,  and  didn't  know  who  struck  first— and  a  third, 
that  he  was  very  drunk  and  couldn't  say  much  about 
/the  skrimmage. 

Lawyer  Chops.— I  am  very  sorry,  gentlemen,  to  have 
occupied  your  time  with  the  stupidity  of  the  witnesses 
examined.  It  arises,  gentlemen,  altogether  from  mis- 
apprehension on  my  pan.  Had  I  known,  as  I  now  do, 
that  I  had  a  witness  in  attendance,  who  was  well  ac- 
quainted with  all  the  circumstances  of  the  case,  and 
who  was  able  to  make  himself  clearly  understood  by 
the  court  and  jury,  I  should  not  so  long  have  trespass- 
ed on  your  time  and  patience.  Come  forward,  Mr. 
Harris,  and  be  sworn. 

So  forward  came  the  witness,  a  fat,  chuffy  looking 
man,  a  "lee tie"  corned,  and  took  his  corporal  oath 
with  an  air. 

Chops. — Harris,  we  wish  you  to  tell  about  the  riot 
that  happened  the  other  day  at  Captain  Rice's,  and  as 
a  good  deal  of  time  has  already  been  wasted  in  circum- 
locution, we  wish  you  to  be  compendious,  and  at  the 
.same  time  as  explicit  as  possible. 

Iforrt*.— Egzactly— (giving  the  lawyer  a  knowing 
wink,  and  at  the  same  time  clearing  his  throat)— Cap- 
tin  Rice,  he  gin  a  treat,  and  cousin  Sally  Dilliard,  she 
came  over  to  our  house  and  axed  me  if  my  wife  she 
moum' t  go.  I  told  cousin  Sally  Dilliard  that  my  wife 
was  poorly,  being  as  how  she  had  a  touch  of  the  rheu- 
matics in  the  hip,  and  the  big  swamp  was  in  the  road, 
and  the  big  swamp  was  up,  for  there  had  been  a  heap 
of  rain  lately,  but  howsomever,  as  it  was  she,  cousin 
Sally  Dilliard,  my  wife  she  mout  go— 

Chops.— In  the  name  of  common  sense,  Mr.  Harris, 
what  do  you  mean  by  this  rigmarole  1  Do  say  what 
you  know  about  the  riot. 

Witness.— Cap'n  Rice,  he  gin  a  treat,  and  cousin 
Sally  Dilliard,  she  come  over  to  our  house  and  axed 
me  if  my  wife,  she  moutn't  go.  I  told  cousin  Sally 
Dilliard— 

Chops. — Stop,  sir,  if  you  please;  we  don't  want  to 
hear  anything  about  cousin  Sally  Dilliard  and  your 
wife— tell  us  about  the  fight  at  Rice's. 

Witness.— Well,  I  will,  sir,  if  you  will  let  me. 

Chop*.— Well,  sir,  go  on. 

Witness.— Well,  Cap'n  Rice  he  gin  a  treat,  and  cou- 
sin Sally  Dilliard  she  come  over  to  our  house  and  axed 
me  if  my  wife  she  moutn't  go — 

Chops.— There  it  is  again.  Witness,  witness,  please 
to  stop. 

WUncss.— Well,  sir,  what  do  you  want? 

Chops.— We  want  to  know  about  the  fight,  and  you 
must  not  proceed  in  this  impertinent  story.  Do  you 
know  anything  about  the  matter  before  the  court? 

Witness.— To  be  sure  I  do. 

Chops.— Then  you  go  on  and  tell  it;  and  tell  nothing 
tlse. 

Witness.— Well,  Cap'n  Rice  he  gin  a  treat— 

Chops.— This  is  intolerable.  May  it  please  the  court, 
I  move  that  this  witness  be  committed  for  a  contempt. 
He  seems  to  be  trifling  with  the  court. 

Court— Witness,  you  are  now  before  a  court  of  jus- 
tice,*and  unless  you  behave  yourself  in  a  more  bocom- 
fng  manner,  you  will  be  sent  to  jail ;  so  begin  and  tell 
what  you  know  about  the  fight  at  Captain  Rice's. 

Witness.— (alarmed.)— Well,  gentlemen,  Cap'n  Rioe 
lie  gin  a  treat,  and  cousin  Sally  Dilliard— 

Chops.— 1  hope  this  witness  may  be  ordered  in  to  cos- 
tody. 

Court.  —  (After  deliberating.)— Mr.  Attorney,   the 


Court  is  of  opinion  that  we  may  save  time  by  lettiag 
the  witness  go  on  in  his  own  way.  Proceed,  Mr.  Har- 
ris, with  your  story,  but  stick  to  the  point. 

Witness.— Yes,  gentlemen :  well,  Cap'n  Rice  be  gin 
a  treat,  and  cousin  Sally  Dilliard  she  come  over  to  our 
house  and  axed  me  if  my  wife  she  moutn't  go.  I  told 
cousin  Sally  Dilliard  that  my  wife  she  was  poorly,  be- 
ing as  how  she  had  the  rheumatics  in  the  hip,  and  the 
big  swamp  was  up ;  but  howsomever,  as  it  was  she, 
cousin  Sally  Dillard,  my  wife  mout  go.  Well,  cousin 
Sally  Dilliard  then  asked  me  if  Moses  he  moutn't  go. 
I  told  cousin  Sally  Dilliard  as  how  Mose,  he  was  fore- 
man of  the  crop,  and  the  crop  was  smartly  in  the  grass, 
but  howsomever,  as  it  was  she,  cousin  Sally  Dilliard, 
Mose  he  mout  go.  So  they  goes  on  together,  Moss, 
my  wife,  and  cousin  Sally  Dilliard,  and  they  come  to 
the  big  swamp,  and  it  was  up,  as  I  was  telling  yon; 
but  being  as  how  as  there  was  a  log  across  the  big 
swamp,  cousin  Sally  Dilliard  and  Mose,  like  gentle- 
folks, they  walked  the  log,  but  my  wife,  like  a  dratted 
fool,  tuck'd  up  her  clothes,  and— and  thafs  aUH 
about  it. 


THE  FATE  OF  THE  HUMMING  BIRD  ; 
Or  the  Buffalo  Hunt. 

BT  OHA.RLXB  FBNNO  HOFFMAN. 

With  bow  or  gun  'tis  the  very  deuce  and  all  to  dhoot 
a  running  buffalo  from  the  back  of  a  horse  that  i " ' 

"  Sheers— my  good  sir,  write  sheers." 

"  I'll  do  no  such  thing.  Shear,  which  is  the 
you  mean,  is  a  sea-phrase.  I  am  talking  '  horse,'  and 
the  noble  animal  has  a  lingo  of  his  own— why  should 
n't  he  as  well  as  a  ship V*  [Vide  'shy,'  neuLvark. 
Lex.  Equ.] 

I  repeat,  'tis  the  deucedest  hard  thing  in  the  world 
to  make  a  good  flying  shot  with  anything  but  a  pistol 
from  the  back  of  a  horse  that  shies. 

The  best  prairie  men  that  were  ever  in  garrison  at 
Fort  Gibson  know  this  well.  For  some  of  these  dash- 
ing officers,  forgetful  that  their  necks  belonged  te 
Uncle  Sam,  have  periled  them  too  often  in  the  experi- 
ment But  that  painful  affair  of  young  "  Hnnuaiag 
Bird,"  the  famous  Comanche  rider,  it  is  hoped,  pat  an 
end  forever  to  such  fool-hardiness. 

"The  Humming  Bird,"  if  I  mistake  not,  was  one  of 
the  hostages  taken  by  Col.  Dodge  when  he  swept  tat 
base  of  mountains  with  the  first  dragoons,  in  the  sickly 
summer  of  '34.  I  have  often  wondered  that  Catux, 
who  went  out  with  that  party,  did  not  take  a  portrait 
of  this  gallant  and  pretty  fellow.  He  it  was,  unless  I 
am  again  in  error,  who  succeeded  at  last  in  capturing 
that  celebrated  white  horse  which  so  long  led  the  wild 
troops  of  the  southwestern  prairies,  and  for  which,  if 
taken  uninjured,  such  large  rewards  were  offered  along 
that  frontier.  The  Humming  Bird  has  always  been 
thought  to  have  captured  him  finally  by  some  device 
of  Indian  cunning,  and  not  by  the  ordinary  use  of  the 
lasso.  Poor  fellow,  he  himself,  though  naturally  an 
amiable  youth,  showed  his  temper  ungovernable 
enough  at  the  one  or  two  attempts  which  were  made 
to  restrain  his  own  wild  nature.  Why  had  he  not  the 
thought  to  leave  this  untamable  kindred  spirit  of  the 
prairies  as  free  as  he  himself  would  be  1 

Yet,  hsd  it  been  so,  I  should  have  had  no  story  to 
tell  here,  nor  would  Darby's  admirable  picture  of  a 
disunited  horseman  have  ever  graced  the  classic  pages 
of  "Graham." 
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"  Hummie,"  said  Captain  B— to  the  Indian  when 
be  firat  brought  in  the  noble  steed  to  the  garrison, 
"  'tis  a  foolish  talk,  Hummie,  to  think  of  sending  that 
mustang  into  the  settlements  for  a  purchaser.  I  will 
give  you  half  that  you  ask  for  him  and  throw  one  of 
my  double  barrels  into  the  bargain,  if  you  will  first  kill 
a  buffalo  from  his  back  without  his  throwing  you." 

The  Indian  smiled  in  derision  at  the  idea  of  any  horse 
unseating  him;  but  at  the  same  time  his  barbarian 
vanity  was  not  proof  against  the  implied  doubt  of  his 
horsemanship.  Captain  B— only  wished  to  ascertain 
the  quality  of  the  animal  of  which  he  proposed  to  be- 
come the  purchaser.  But  "  the  Humming  Bird,"  with 
that  selfisra  which  is  always  pardonable  in  the  untu- 
tored, construed  the  proposition  only  as  referring  to 
himselt 

"  Let  the  Long  Knife,"  said  he,  "  gallop  this  mus- 
tang but  once  past  that  buffalo  hide  that  is  drying 
yonder  in  the  sun,  and  if  he  does  not  kiss  his  mother, 
I  will  try  what  I  can  do  upon  another  skin  with  a  run- 
ning buffalo  inside  of  it." 

"Good,  good,"  exclaimed  a  dozen  voices,  while 
Captain  B— ,  laughing  good-naturedly,  prepared  at 
once  to  take  up  the  Indian's  challenge. 

"Hummie,"  said  he,  when  his  servant  had  brought 
out  his  saddle  and  bridle,  "  you  handle  horses  so  much 
better  than  a  white  man  it  will  be  no  trouble  for  you  to 
put  these  things  upon  that  restive  devil." 

The  Indians  smiled  grimly  at  the  compliment,  and, 
notwithstanding  the  furious  plunging  of  the  wild -horse, 
succeeded,  by  the  aid  of  a  soldier  who  held  his  head 
the  while,  in  fairly  saddling  him. 

"  Good  thing  to  save  horse— bad  thing  to  save  rider," 
he  muttered,  striking  his  hand  on  the  saddle  when  all 
was  ready. 

B—  then,  who  was  a  capital  horseman,  after  first 
examining  the  adjustments  with  a  quick  and  practiced 
eye,  leaped  lightly  into  the  saddle.  The  Indian,  who 
stood  at  the  bits  the  while,  instantly  gave  him  his 
head  $  and  nothing  could  be  more  beautiful  than  the 
cool  pliancy  with  which  B—  forthwith  initiated  the 
virgin  mouth  of  the  unbroken  horse  into  the  gentle 
mysteries  of  curb  and  snaffle.  His  object,  however, 
was  not  to  break  him,  but  merely  get  the  horse  we)!  in 
hand  before  attempting  to  put  him  to  any  work  that 
might  require  the  use  of  the  spur.  The  Humming 
Bird  look  on  with  the  most  earnest  expression  of  gra- 
tified admiration  at  this  kindly  but  firm  handling  of  his 
-noble  steed.  And  now,  after  making  a  considerable 
sweep  in  tho  prairie,  B — ,  in  galloping  back  toward  the 
group  of  lookers  on,  turned  the  foaming  horse  suddenly 
toward  the  scantling  where  hung  the  raw  bison  hide  of 
which  the  Indian  had  already  spoken.  A  slight  hillock 
intervened  between  the  on-coming  horse  and  the  low 
frame- work  against  which  the  skin  was  stretched. 
The  animal  seemed  to  smell  it,  however,  and,  snort- 
ing, tossed  his  head,  but  whether  in  fear  or  anger  it 
mattered  not  with  such  a  horseman  as  B — ,  for  a  stroke 
of  the  spur  sent  him  forward  with  a  furious  leap  on  the 
instant,  and  the  third  bound  brought  him  immediately 
upon  the  object  of  his  aversion.  A  cloud  of  dust  shut 
both  horse  and  rider  from  view  at  that  very  moment, 
but  when  it  had  subsided  on  the  next  moment,  there 
sat  Captain  B—  as  much  a  part  of  the  horse  as  ever. 

11 1  have  no  idea  of  breaking  the  fellow's  horse  fot 
him,"  said  he,  riding  up  to  the  group,  "  but  it's  odef 
that  so  intelligent  an  Indian  can't  see  the  differenct 
between  the  skill  of  a  mece  stable-boy  in  keeping  his 


seat  at  a  trial  like  this,  and  that  of  shooting  game  in 
one  direction  from  the  saddle  when  your  horse  is  run- 
ning another." 

"  How  the  deuce  is  that,  B— ?"  said  a  young  officer. 

"  Why,  man,  if  your  horse  on  the  full  jump  shies  to 
the  off-side  while  you  are  busy  with  your  fire-arms  on 
the  near-side,  don't  you  see  you  must  be  disunited  on 
the  instant  ?" 

" '  Disunited  V  Explain  the  word,  if  you  please,  for 
the  benefit  of  country  members  V9 

"  That  I'll  do,  my,  dear  fellow,  whenever  you  can 
tell  how  you  perform  that  feat  of  yours  of  placing  a 
julep  within  the  rim  of  a  hoop  and  swing  it  around 
your  head,  not  only  without  shivering  the  glass,  but 
without  turning  a  leaf  of  the  mint,  or  spilling  of  the  ice 
or  liquor." 

"The  julep  keeps  its  place  from  centripetal  attrac- 
tion." 

"  Well,  the  horseman  leaves  his  from  centrifugal 
repulsion." 

"  Not  at  all— not  necessarily,  I  mean— not  inevita- 
bly. The  julep  is  inanimate  and  quiescent,  but  the 
horseman  is  a  living  and  pliable  body,  and  can  change 
his  position  and  form  a  new  relation  with  his  home 
on  the  instant,  and  if  what  you  say  really  were  true, 
we  should  be  able  to  trace  the  principle  constantly  in 
the  battle-pieces  of  the  old  painters." 

"I've  never  been  much  East,"  said  B— ,  modestly, 
"  and,  except  the  engraving  of  the  Battle  of  Bunker 
Hill  which  hangs  up  in  my  quarters,  I  have  never  seen 
much  of  pictures  of  any  kind,  except  those  that  sport- 
ing Yorker  gives  in  the  Spirit  of  the  Times ;  but  I'd 
stop  my  subscription  quick  enough  if,  instead  of  his 
new  portraits  of  horses,  one  wants  to  know  about,  he 
re- vamps  things  that  lie  against  truth  and  nature  from 
those  old  painters,  Why,  I  saw  one  of  those  old  paint- 
ings once  in  a  traveling  museum  on  the  Mississippi, 
in  which  Indians  were  represented  as  having  wooly 
heads,  like  negroes.  How  can  you  trust  fellows  to 
paint  horses,  who'd  lie  about  men  in  that  way  V* 

"  An  old  painting  in  a  floating  museum  on  the  Mis- 
sissippi ?"  cried  the  young  and  accomplished  West- 
Pointer,  in  perfect  dismay  at  the  simplicity  of  his  su- 
perior. 

"  Yes— an  old  painting— old  enough,  too,  I  can  tell 
you,  for  all  the  frame-gilding  was  as  black  as  my  hat, 
and  the  picture  itself  looked  as  if  time  had  been  stain- 
ing it  with  tobacco  juice  ever  since  the  first  plant  was 
raised  in  the  James  River  Colony." 

"  A  painting  by  an  old  master?"  repeated  the  youth, 
not  yet  recovering  himself. 

"  Faith,  man,  I  didn't  trouble  myself  to  find  out  who 
it  was  by.  It  was  old  itself  and  it  belonged  to  an  old 
master,  but  it  might  have  been  painted  by  one  of  his 
grandfather's  niggers,  for  aught  I  know." 

A  sudden  exclamation  from  the  Humming  Bird  cut 
short  this  important  episodical  discussion.  The  offi- 
cers looked  afar,  and,  after  gazing  intently  a  few  mo- 
ments, a  faint  streak  of  amber-colored  cloud  was  seen 
edging  the  farthest  bourn  of  the  prairie." 

"  A  band  of  buffalo !"  was  the  general  joyful  cry. 

"Impossible!  It  cannot  be.  Saddle  my  horse  in- 
stantly," said  Captain  B— .  "It  cannot  be,  boys,  for 
unusually  near  to  the  post  as  they  have  ranged  this 
season,  this  is  too  good  luck  for  us.  Yet  that  dust  Is 
too  heavy  for  a  trading  caravan.  What  says  the  Hum- 
ming Bird  1" 

The  young  chief  had  already  torn  off  the  civilised 
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equipments  from  his  white  charger,  upon  whose  back 
he  now  flung  himself  before  replying,  and  cast  his 
peering  gaze  far  off  into  the  prairie. 
.  "  Speak  up,  Indian/'  cried  B— ,  with  some  impa- 
tience.   "  What  sees  the  Hnmmtng  Bird  ?" 

"He  sees  Captain  B— 'e  double-barrel  gun  in  his 
own  wigwam,  and  plenty  of  buffalo  meat  for  the  sol- 
diers before  sunset" 

"Mount  and  follow,  boy,"  shouted  B— .  "I  want 
to  keep  as  near  this  white  stallion  as  he'll  let  me,  to 
see  how  he  does  his  work  upon  a  first  trial." 

The  Indian  had  already  given  his  wild  horse  the  rein, 
and  with  rival  fleetness  the  well-mounted  captain  came 
bounding  upon  the  track  of  the  Humming  Bird.  The 
latter  turned  but  once  on  his  crupper  to  speak,  or  ra- 
ther to  motion  to  the  captain.  The  Indian,  it  seemed, 
had  first  selected  a  remarkably  fine  heifer  from  the  bi- 
son herd ;  and  B—  thought  afterward,  when  he  now 
struck  off  after  a  tough  old  bull  who  broke  into  view 
from  a  marshy  spot  of  reeds  in  the  prairie,  that  the 
Humming  Bird  wished  to  indicate  to  him  that,  while 
the  meat  of  the  heifer  was  best  worth  securing,  a  feel- 
ing of  something  like  chivalry  impelled  him  to  make 
the  proposed  trial  of  his  horse  upon  a  leader  of  the 
herd. 

The  other  white  hunters  had  by  this  time  began  to 
take  a  part  in  the  chase.  The  band  of  buffaloes  was 
broken  up  by  their  different  charges,  and  rushed  wild- 
ly In  every  direction.  But  still  amid  all  the  confusion 
of  the  herd,  the  Humming  Bird,  though  wheeling  and 
taming  incessantly,  kept  close  in  the  track  of  the  for- 
midable bull  he  had  selected  for  his  quarry.  Thrice 
and  again  he  had  bent  his  bow  and  drawn  the  arrow  to 
its  head  to  pierce  him,  but  each  time,  with  true  Indian 
economy  in  the  use  of  that  missive,  he  had  withheld 
the  shaft,  in  the  hope  of  a  more  surely  vital  aim.  Again 
he  came  back  to  the  same  reedy  ground  from  which  he 
had  first  stirred  his  proposed  victim,  and  his  gallant 
horse,  though  as  yet  by  no  means  wearied,  seemed  to 
have  his  fire  somewhat  tamed  by  pressing  through  the 
marshy  soil.  And  now  the  square,  close  trot  with 
which  he  has  cloven  the  cane- brakes,  brings  him  side 
by  side  with  the  clumsy-galloping  bison,  who,  with  a 
final  bound,  has  just  escaped  from  its  entanglements. 
But  he,  too,  seems  to  gather  lresh  vigor  from  touching 
the  firm  soil,  and  even  in  that  last  leap  to  extricate 
himself,  he  bends  his  head  low  as  if  now  about  to  be- 
come in  turn  the  assailant.  That  half-turning  move- 
ment determined  the  shot  of  the  Humming  Bird.  Ne- 
ver aim  was  better  taken— never  man  more  skillful 
twanged  a  bowstring— never  limbs  more  suple  pressed 
the  flanks  of  rushing  courser;  and  had  but  the  horse 
still  kept  his  direct  and  onward  motion— had  he  but 
swerved  from  it  only  a  moment  sooner— a  moment  la- 
ter—had an  instant,  a  breath  of  time  intervened  ere  he 
started  so  wiih  terror— checked  and  swerved  at  a  new 
and  comparatively  remote  cause  of  alarm  from  the  herd 
that  he  seemed  for  the  first  time  to  discover  rushing 
toward  him  on  the  right— the  young  Humming  Bird 
had  never  been  hurled  like  a  stone  from  a  catapult  up- 
on the  deadly  horns  of  that  bison.  Yet  his  arrow  must 
have  done  its  work  very  thoroughly,  if  it  be  true,  as 
Captain  B— ,  in  telling  this  story  of  the  unfortunate 
"disunited  horseman,"  always  says,  that  he  found 
both  hunter  and  quarry  mingling  their  gore,  and  lying 
dead  on  the  prairie  together. 


What  is  easily  acquired  does  not  long  endure. 


Heie  we  have  another  beautiful  poem  from  friend  T. 
B.  Read,  the  young  and  promising  artist  in  Boetoa, 
who  is  acquiring  a  reputation  both  with  pea  and 
pencil. 

THE  MOWER  IN  THE  CHURCHYARD. 

BY  THOMAS  BUCHANAN  BEAD. 

The  fresh  mown  grass  perfumed  the  air, 

As  late  the  sexton  swung  the  blade, 
That  strip t  the  old  graves  e'en  as  bare 
As  those  but  newly  made. 

How  fast  he  threw  the  flashing  fire 

From  steel  and  stone  with  grating  sound ; 
And,  as  it  were  a  grave,  still  higher 
He  piled  the  grassy  mound. 

That  heartless  prototype  and  slave 

Of  gray-beard  Time  I  I  saw. him  hew 
The  emblems  from  the  maiden's  grave — 
The  fairest  flowers  that  grew ! 

The  dearest  tokens  cast,  in  grief, 

Upon  the  mound  but  lately  built, 

Were  gathered  in,  aye,  bud  and  leaf, 

Ere  they  begin  to  wilt. 

The  flowers  that  bloom  above  the  dead, 

The  countless  gems  that  mourners  know, 
The  long  grass  in  the  sunken  bed— 
These  God  permits  to  grow. 

The  many  sorrow  striken  breasts 

Know  well  the  balms  they  can  impart, 
To  these,  as  sympathizing  guests, 
They  gather  In  the  heart. 

They  are  the  ministers  that  hold 

The  spirit  with  a  sweet  control ; 
Their  eloquence  is  only  told 
In  whispers  to  the  soul. 

Then  leave  the  gentle  flowers  to  bloom 

For  Autumn's  scythe  and  gleaming  blast — 
When  Winter  on  the  naked  tomb 
His  snowy  wreath  shall  cast. 
For  the  Rover— BoHon^  Aug.%  1844. 


MARK  MERIDEN. 

BY    UBS.    HARRIET    BSSCHXR   STOWX. 

"  Come,  Mark  Merlden !  don't  settle  down  into  a» 
old  grandfather  before  your  time — a  pretty  wife's  a 
pretty  thing,  Mark,  and  a  pretty  house  is  a  pretty 
thing — but  hong  it ! — one  must  have  a  little  of  life." 

Mark  Meriden  stood  at  his  desk,  giving  a  last  look 
at  his  books,  while  Ben  Sandford—  the  roguish— the 
merry — the  song  singing— the  Ben  of  all  Bens,  was 
thus  urging  on  him  the  claims  of  a  projected  frolic 
that  evening.  Now  Ben  was  precisely  the  messenger 
for  such  an  embassy — there  was  fun  in  the  twinkle 
of  his  blue  eye,  and  a  world  of  waggery  in  the  turn  of 
his  head,  and  in  a  pair  of  broad  roguish  dimples  that 
went  merrily  dodging  in  and  out  of  his  cheeks  every 
time  he  spoke,  and  he  had  laid  hold  of  Mark's  arm  to 
drag  him  away.  But  Mark  shook  off  his  hand,  and 
finished  summing  up  a  column  of  figures — put  the 
blotting  paper  into  the  book,  and  the  book  into  the 
place,  wiped  his  pen — all  with  an  air  of  great  thought- 
fulness— and,  at  last,  turning  to  Ben,  said — "I  think  1 
won't  go  this  time." 


MARK  MERIDEN. 
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"Now  why  not?"  said  Ben,  eagerly. 
"  Because— because,"  said  Mark,  smiling;  "  because 
I  have  an  odd  fancy  that  I  should  like  Mrs.  Meriden's 
company  better  this  evening." 

"Hang  Mrs.  Meridan— beg  pardon,  Mark— hang 
my se if  for  saying  so— but  one  don't  like  to  see  a  fine 
fellow  buried  alive !— come,  take  a  real  wake  up  with 
us." 

"Thank  you,  Ben,  but  I  hav'n't  been  asleep  and 
don't  need  it.  So  I'll  go  home  and  see  my  *ife"— 
and  thereat  Mark  turned  a  resolute  footstep  homeward 
as  a  well-trained  husband  ought. 

"Now,"  say 8  one  of  our  readers,  "  who  was  Mark 
Meriden  ?"    You  would  not  have  asked,  good  reader, 

if  yon  had  lived  in  the  town  of ,  when  his  name 

first  appeared  on  the  outside  of  one  of  its  roost  fash- 
ionable shops  "Mark  Meriden,"  surrounded  by  those 
waving  insignia  of  grace  and  fashion  that  young  belles 
need  to  have  their  eyes  turned  off  from  beholding. 
Everything  in  the  tasteful  establishment  told  of  well 
arranged  business,  and  Mark  himself,  the  mirror  of 
fashion,  faultless  in  every  article  of  costume.,  quick, 
attentive,  polite,  wss  e\ory  day  to  be  seen  there  win- 
ning "golden  opinions  from  all  sorts  of  people." 
Mark1  s  shop  became  the  resort  of  high  ton— the  fash- 
ionable exchange,  thepromenadeof  beauty  and  wealth, 
who  came  there  to  be  enlightened  as  to  the  ways  and 
means  of  disposing  of  their  surplus  revenue— to  see 
and  to  be  seen.  So  attentive,  polite,  and  considerate 
was  Mark,  so  profound  his  bows,  so  bright  his  eyes, 
so  unexceptionable  his  whiskers,  that  it  might  have 
proved  a  dangerous  resort  for  the  ladies,  had  not  a  neat, 
tasteful  house,  going  up  in  the  neighborhood,  been  cur- 
rently reported  as  the  future  residence  of  an  already 
elected  Mrs.  Meriden ;  and  in  a  few  months,  the  house 
neatly  finished,  and  tastefully  furnished,  received  a 
very  pretty  lady  who  called  herself  to  that  effect.  She 
was  as  truly  refined  and  as  lovely  a  woman  as  ever 
formed  the  centre  flower  in  a  domestic  boquet,  and 
Mark  might  justly  be  pardoned  for  having  as  good 
again  an  opinion  of  himself  for  having  been  fortunate 
enough  to  secure  her. 

Mark  had  an  extensive  circle  of  businsss  and  plea- 
sure acquaintances,  for  he  had  been  one  of  the  social, 
companionable  sort,  whose  money  generally  found  its 
way  out  of  his  pocket  in  very  fair  proportion  to  the 
rate  it  came  in.  In  short,  he  was  given  to  clubs,  oys- 
ter suppers,  and  now  and  then  a  wine  party,  and  va- 
rious other  social  privileges  for  elevating  one's  spirits 
and  depressing  one's  cash,  that  abound  among  enlight- 
ened communities. 

But  nevertheless,  at  the  bottom  of  Mark's  head, 
there  was  a  very  substantial  stratum  of  a  certain  qual- 
ity called  common  sense,  a  trait  which,  though  it  was 
never  set  down  in  any  chart  of  phrenology,  may  very 
justly  be  called  a  faculty,  and  one  too  which  makes  a 
very  striking  difference  among  people  as  the  world 
goes).  In  consequence  of  being  thus  constituted, 
If  ark,  when  he  found  himself  in  love  with,  and  engag- 
ed to  a  very  pretty  girl,  began  to  reflect  with  more 
than  ordinary  seriousness  on  his  habits,  ways,  and 
manners  of  life.  He  also  took  an  accurate  survey  of 
his  business,  formed  an  average  estimate' of  his  future 
income  on  the  soberest'  probabilities,  and  determined 
to  live  a  little  even  within  that  He  also  provided 
himself  with  a  small  account  book,  with  which  he  in- 
tended to  live  in  habits  of  very  close  acquaintance, 
and  in  this  book  he  designed  to  note  down  all  the  sa- 


vings consequent  upon  the  retrenching  of  certain  lit- 
tle extras,  before  alluded  to,  in  which  he  had  been  in 
the  habit  of  pretty  freely  indulging  himself. 

Upon  the  present  occasion,  it  had  cost  him  some- 
thing of  an  effort  to  say  "  no,"  for  Mark  was  one  of 
your  easy  "clever  fellows"  to  whom  the  enunciation 
of  this  little  syllable  causes  as  much  trouble  as  all  the 
gutturals  of  the  German.  However,  when  he  came  in 
sight  of  his  parlor  window*  through  which  a  bright 
fire  was  shining — when  he  en  it-red  arid  fonnd  ihe  clean 
glowing  health,  the  easy  chair  drown  up  in  frum,  aod 
a  pair  of  embroidered  slipper*  waiting  Tor  him  quite  at 
their  leisure,  and  above  all,  wbeo  he  res  J  the  quick 
glance  of  welcome  in  a  pair  of  very  bright  eyes,  Mark 
forgot  all  about  Ben  Sandfonl,  nnd  ail  bachelor  friends 
and  allurements  whatsoever,  and  thought  himself  the 
happiest  fellow  on  earth. 

The  evening  passed  off  rapidly  by  the  help  of  music, 
reading,  and  the  little  small  talk  of  which  newly  mar- 
ried people  generally  find  a  supply,  and  the  next  morn- 
ing saw  Mark  at  early  business  hours  with  as  steady  a 
hand  and  as  cool  a  head  as  if  there  had  been  no  such 
thing  as  bachelor  frolics  in  existence. 

Late  in  the  forenoon  Ben  Sand  ford  lounged  in  to 
ogle  a  few  of  the  ladies,  and  above  all,  to  rally  Mark 
on  losing  the  glorious  fun  of  the  evening  before. 

"Upon  my  word,  Mark,"  he  began,  "we  must  have 
you  put  up  for  Selectman,  you  are  becoming  so  ex- 
tremely ancient  and  venerable  in  your  ways— however, 
you  are  to  be  excused,"  he  added,  "circumstances 
considered— female  influence  1— ah !—  well !  it's  a  fine 
affair  this  marriage !" 

"  Better  try  it,  Mr.  Sandford,"  said  a  bright,  saucy 
girl,  who,  with  her  laughing  companions,  was  stand- 
ing by  while  Ben  was  speaking. 

11  Ah,  madam !  the  wherewithal !"  said  Ben,  rolling 
up  his  eyes  with  a  tragic  expression.  "  If  some  clever 
old  fellow  would  be  so  obliging  as  to  die  now,  and 
leave  me  a  few  thousands— then,  ladies !  you  should 
see!" 

"  But  speaking  of  money,"  said  Mark,  when  he  saw 
the  ladies  busy  over  some  laces  he  had  just  thrown  on 
to  the  counter -"what  did  your  'glorious  fun*  cost 
you  7" 

11  Pooh !— nothing !— only  a  ten  dollar  bill— nothing 
in  my  purse,  you  know." 

"Nothing  in  your  purse?— not  an  uncommon  inci- 
dent after  these  occasions,"  said  Mark,  laughing. 

"Oh,  hang  it  all!"  said  Ben— "too  true!— I  can  get 
no  remedy  for  this  consumption  of  the  purse,  as  old 
Falstaff  says ;  however,  the  world  owes  me  a  living, 
and  so  good  morning." 

Ben  Sandford  was  just  one  of  that  class  of  young 
men  of  whom  common  report  goes,  that  they  can  do 
anything  they  please,  and  who  consider  this  point  as 
so  well  established,  that  they  do  not  think  it  necessary 
to  illustrate  it  by  doing  anything  at  all.  He  was  a 
lawyer  of  talents,  and  would  have  had  an  extensive 
run  of  business,  had  he  not  been  one  of  the  class  of 
people  never  to  be  found  when  wanted.  His  law  books 
and  law  office  saw  far  less  of  him  than  certain  fashion- 
able places  of  resort,  where  his  handsome  person  and 
various  social  accomplishments,  always  secured  to  him 
a  welcome  reception.  Ben  had  some  little  property 
left  him  by  his  father,  just  enough,  as  he  used  laugh- 
ingly to  quote,  "  to  keep  him  in  gloves  and  cologne 
water,"  and  for  the  rest,  he  seemed  vastly  contented 
with  his  old  maxim,  "  the  world  owes  me  a  living," 
forgetting  that  the  world  can  sometimes  prove  as  poor 


380 


BURYING  ALIVE. 


longer,  but  Charles  said  "come,"  with  such  a  serious 
air  of  gravity  on  his  countenance,  that  Emma  thought 
proper  to  accede,  not  doubling  but  that  it  was  to  pur- 
chase the  carpet,  took  his  arm  with  a  smile  of  triumph. 
They  crossed  several  streets  in  the  direction  of  Brent's 
until  they  stood  before  the  door  of  a  tenement  in  a  back 
street. 

"  Where  in  the  world  are  you  taking  me  V*  inquired 
Emma,  shrinking  back. 

Charles  quietly  led  her  forward,  and  lifting  a  latch, 
they  stood  in  a  little  room,  around  the  grate  of  which 
three  small  children  were  hovering,  closer  and  closer 
as  the  cold  wind  swept  through  the  crevices  in  the  de- 
cayed wall.  An  emaciated  being,  whose  shrunken  fea- 
tures, sparkling  eye,  and  flushed  cheek,  spoke  of  dead- 
ly consumption,  lay  on  a  wretched  low  bed,  the  slight 
covering  of  which  barely  sufficed  to  keep  her  from 
freezing,  whose  black  eyes  looked  unnaturally  large 
from  its  extreme  thinness,  was  vainly  endeavoring  to 
draw  sustenance  from  the  dying  mother. 

"How  are  you,  Mrs.  Wright?"  quietly  Inquired 
Charles. 

The  woman  feebly  raised  herself  on  her  bed. 

"Is  that  you,  Mr.  West?  Oh,  how  glad  I  am  to 
see  you." 

"  Your  mother  has  not  been  at  home  for  a  month, 
and  the  lady  who  promised  her  to  look  after  you  in  her 
absence,  only  informed  me  of  your  Increased  illness." 

"I  have  been  very  ill,"  she  faintly  replied,  sinking 
back  on  her  straw  bed. 

Emma  drew  near,  she  had  ranged  the  pillow  and 
bed-clothes  over  the  feeble  sufferer,  but  her  heart  was 
too  full  to  speak.  Charles  observed  it,  and  felt  satis- 
fied. 

"  Is  that  beau  tiful  girl  your  bride  ?  I  heard  you  were 
married." 

"  Yes,  and  in  my  mother's  absence  she  will  see  you 
do  not  suffer." 

"  Bless  you,  Charles  West—bless  you  for  a  good  son 
of  a  good  mother;  may  your  young  wife  deserve  you 
—and  that  is  wishing  a  good  deal  for  her.  You  are 
very  good  to  think  of  me,"  said  she,  looking  at  Emma, 
"  and  you  are  just  married." 

Charles  saw  Emma  could  not  speak,  and  he  hurried 
her  home,  promising  to  send  the  poor  woman  coal  that 
night.  The  moment  they  reached  home,  Emma  burst 
into  tears, 

"My  dear  Emma,"  said  Charles  soothingly,  "  I  hope 
I  have  not  given  you  too  severe  a  shock.  It  is  some- 
times salutary  to  look  on  the  miseries  of  others,  that 
we  may  properly  appreciate  our  own  happiness.  Here 
is  a  purse  containing  seventy-five  dollars.  You  may 
spend  it  as  you  please." 

It  is  unnecessary  to  add  that  the  "  odious  wilton  " 
kept  its  place,  but  the  shivering  children  of  waut  were 
taught  to  bless  the  name  of  Emma  West,  and  it  form- 
ed the  last  articulate  murmur  on  the  lips  of  the  dying 
sufferer. 


BURYING  ALIVE. 
It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  people  are  very  often 
buried  or  entombed  before  life  is  extinct,  or  before  the 
immortal  spirit  has  taken  its  final  leave  of  the  tene- 
ment of  clay,  and  gone  to  that  country  "  from  whose 
bourne  no  traveler  returns ;"  but  that  such  cases  some- 
times occur,  there  is  abundant  evidence.  Considera- 
ble excitement  was  occasioned  some  days  since  on 


this  subject  In  reference  to  a  distinguished  iodbifal 
in  Pennsylvania,  Mr.  Muhlenberg,  the  democratic  on- 
didate  for  Governor  of  the  state,  whose  funeral  was 
postponed  beyond  the  appointed  time,  became  the 
corpse  still  retained  a  Ule-like  appearance,  and  people 
could  not  be  satisfied  that  he  was  dead.  The  doctors 
cupped  him  and  obtained  blood,  fresh-looking  and 
warm.  At  last,  however,  the  changes  were  such  as 
to  remove  doubts  and  the  funeral  took  place. 

This  is  a  fearful  subject ;  but  the  well-known  fact, 
that  cases  do  sometimes  occur  where  people  are  bu- 
ried alive,  renders  it  proper  and  important  that  public 
attention  should  occasionally  be  called  to  it,  both  for 
the  purpose  of  inducing  suitable  caation  in  the  case 
of  interments,  and  for  leading  to  inquiries  for  light  and 
knowledge  on  the  subject. 

A  writer  in  one  of  the  Philadelphia  papers  recently 
gave  a  collection  of  very  remarkable  cases  of  prema- 
ture burials,  well  authenticated,  from  which  the  fol- 
lowing are  extracted. 

"  One  of  very  remarkable  character,  and  of  which 
the  circumstances  may  be  fresh  in  the  memory  of  some 
of  my  readers,  occurred,  not  very  long  ago,  in  the  city 
of  Baltimore,  where  h  occasioned  a  painfal,  intente 
and  widely  extended  excitement.  The  wife  of  one  of 
the  most  respectable  citizens— «  lawyer  of  eminence 
and  a  member  of  Congress — was  seized  with  a  sudden 
and  unaccountable  illness,  which  completely  baffled 
the  skill  of  her  physicians.  After  much  suffering  she 
died,  or  was  supposed  to  die.  No  one  suspected,  in- 
deed, nor  had  reason  to  suspect,  she  was  not  actually 
dead.  The  face  assumed  the  usual  pinched  and  sunk- 
en outline.  The  lips  were  of  the  usual  marble  pallor. 
The  eyes  were  lustreless.  There  was  no  warmth. 
Pulsation  had  ceased.  For  three  days  the  body  wai 
preserved  unburied,  during  which  it  had  acquired  a 
strong  rigidity.  The  funeral,  in  short,  was  hastened 
on  account  of  the  rapid  advance  of  what  was  supposed 
to  be  decomposition. 

The  lady  was  deposited  in  the  family  vault,  which, 
for  three  subsequent  years  was  undisturbed.  At  the 
expiration  of  this  term,  it  was  opened  for  the  recep- 
tion of  a  sarcophagus :  but  alas  f  how  fearful  a  shock 
awaited  the  husband  who  personally  threw  open  the 
door.  As  its  portals  swung  outwardly  back,  some 
white  apparrelled  object  fell  rattling  within  his  arms. 
It  was  the  skeleton  of  his  wife  in  her  yet  unmouldeted 
shroud. 

A  careful  investigation  rendered  it  evident  that  she 
had  revived  within  a  few  days  after  her  entombment 
—that  her  straggles  within  the  coffin  had  caused  it  to 
fall  from  a  ledge  or  a  shelf  to  the  floor,  where  it  was 
so  broken  as  to  permit  her  esaape.  A  lamp  winch  had 
been  accidentally  left,  full  of  oil,  within  the  tomb,  wis 
found  empty ;  it  might  have  been  exhausted,  however, 
by  evaporation.  On  the  uppermost  part  of  the  steps 
which  led  down  to  the  dread  chamber,  was  a  Unjj 
fragment  of  the  coffin,  with  which  it  seemed  she  had 
endeavored  to  arrest  attention  by  striking  the  ^n  <j°*' 
While  thus  occupied,  she  probably  swooned  or  possibly 
died,  through  sheer  terror;  and  in  felling,  aershrow 
became  entangled  in  some  iron  work  which  projected 
interiorly.  Thus  she  remained,  and  thus  she  decayed, 
erect. 

The  mention  of  the  galvanic  battery,  recalls  to  of 
memory  a  well  known  and  very  extraordinary  case  to 
point,  where  its  actio*  sfoved  the  means  «f  restoring 
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to  animation  a  yoeng  attorney  of  London,  whe  had 
fcata  interred  for  two.  day*.  This  ooeursed  In  1891, 
and  created  at  the  time  a  great  sensation  ia  the  me- 
tropolis. 

The  patient,  Mr,  Edward  Staple***,  had  died  appa- 
rently of  typhus  fever,  accompanied  with  some  ano- 
Kftloua  symptoms  which  had  excited  the  curiosity  of 
s>i*  medical  attendants.  Upon  hie  seeming  decease, 
his  friends  were  requested  to  permit  a  pott  mortem  ex- 
aaWwuion,  but  declined*  As  often  happens  when  such 
jafusals  axe  made,  the  practitioners  resolved  to  disinter 
Che  body  and  dissect  it  in  private.  Arrangements  were 
easily  effected  with  some  of  the  numerous  corps  of 
body-snatchers  wiih  which  London  abounds;  and,  up- 
on the  third  night  after  the  funeral,  the  supposed  corpse 
was  unearthed  from  a  grave  seven  feet  deep,  and  depo- 
sited in  the  operating  chamber  of  one  of  the  private 
hospitals. 

An  incision  of  same  extent  had  been  actually  Made 
lathe  abdomen,  when  the  fresh  and  undeeayed  ap- 
pearance of  the  subject  suggested  an  application  of 
the  battery.  One  experiment  succeeded  another,  and 
the  customary  effects  supervened,  with  nothing  to 
■characterise  them  ia  any  respect,  except  upon  one  or 
two  occasions,  a  more,  than  ordinary  degree  of  life- 
likeness  in  the  convulsive  action. 

It  grew  late.  The  day  was  about  to  dawn ;  and  it 
was  thought  expedient,  at  length,  to  proceed  at  once 
to  the  dissection.  A  student,  however,  was  specially 
desirous  of  testing  a  theory  of  his  own,  and  insisted 
on  applying  the  battery  to  one  of  the  pectoral  muscles. 
A  rough  gash  was  made,  and  a  wire  hastily  brought  In 
contact  t  when  the  patient,  with  a  hurried  but  quite 
imeoavulsive  movement,  arose  from  the  table,  stepped 
into  the  middle  of  the  floor,  gazed  about  him  a  few  se- 
conds and  then  spoke  1  What  he  said  was  uniotet* 
gible,  but  woxda  were  uttered ;  the  syllabification  was 
distinct.    Having  spoken,  he  fell  heavily  to  the  floor. 

For  soma  BAoments  all  were  paralyzed  with  awe- 
but  the  urgency  of  the  case  soon  restored  them  to  their 
presence  of  mind.  1 1  was  seen  that  Mr.  8 tuple  ton  was 
alive,  although  in  a  swoon.  Upon  exhibition  of  ether 
ha  revived  and  was  rapidly  restored  to  health,  and  to 
his  friends— from  whom,  however,  all  knowledge  of 
bis  resuscitation  was  wkbhetd,  until  a  relapse  was  no 
longer  to  be  apprehended.  Their  wonder — their  rap- 
turous astonishment— may  be  conceived. 

The  most  thrilling  peculiarity  of  this  incident,  ne- 
vertheless, is  involved  in  what  Mr.  8.  himself  asserts. 
He  declares  that  at  no  period  was  he  altogether  iosen 
ble — that  dully  and  confusedly,  he  was  aware  of  every- 
thing which  happened  to  him,  from  the  moment  in 
which  he  was  pronounced  chad  by  his  physicians,  to 
that  which  he  fell  swooning  to  the  floor  of  the  Hospi- 
tal. 4I  am  alive1  were  the  uncomprehended  woids, 
which  upon  recognizing  the  locality  of  the  dissecting- 
room,  he  had  endeavored,  in  his  extremity,  to  utter. 

In  the  year  1810,  a  case  of  living  inhumation  hap- 
pened in  France,  attended  with  circumstances  which 
go  far  to  warrant  the  assertion  that  truth  Is  indeed 
stranger  than  Action.  The  subject  was  a  Mademoi- 
selle Victorine  Lafourcade,  a  young  girl  of  illustrious 
family,  of  wealth,  and  of  great  personal  beauty.  Among 
her  suitors  was  Julian  Boasuet,  a  poor  litcraiucrt  or 
journalist  of  Paris.  His  talents  and  general  amiabiti 
ty  had  recommended  him  to  the  notice  of  the  heiress, 
by  whom  he  seems  to  have  been  truly  beloved ;  but 
her  pride  of  birth  decided  her,  finally,  to  reject  him, 


and  to  wed  a  Monsieur  Renelle,  a  banter,  and  a  diplo- 
matist of  some  eminence.  After  marriage,  however, 
this  gentlemen  neglected,  and,  perhaps,  even  more  po- 
sitively ill-treated  her.  Having  passed  with  him  some 
wretched  years,  she  died— at  least  her  condition  so 
closely  resembled  death  as  to  decieve  every  one  who 
saw  her.  She  was  buried— not  in  a  vault,  but  in  an 
ordinary  grave  in  the  village  of  her  nativity.  Pilled' 
with  despair,  and  still  inflamed  by  the  memory  of  her 
fond  attachment,  the  lover  jonrnies  from  the  capital 
to  the  remote  province  in  which  the  village  lies,  with 
the  ronaantic  purpose  of  disinteriag  the  corpse,  and 
possessing  himself  of  its  luxuriant  tresses.  He  reach- 
es the  grave.  At  midnight  he  unearuYs  the  coffin, 
opens  it  and  is  in  the  act  of  detaching  the  hair,  when 
he  is  arrested  by  the  unclosing  of  the  beloved  eyes. 
Vitality  had  not  altogether  departed;  and  she  was 
aroused,  by  the  caresses  of  her  lover,  from  the  lethar- 
gy which  had  been  mistaken  for  death.  He  bore  her 
frantically  to  his  lodgings  in  the  village.  He  employ* 
ed  powerful  restoratives  suggested  by  no  little  medical 
learning.  In  fine,  she  revived.  She  recognized  her 
preserver.  She  remained  with  him  until,  by  slow  de- 
grees, she  recovered  her  original  health.  Her  wo* 
man's  heart  was  not  adamant,  and  this  last  lesson  of 
love  sufficed  to  soften  it.  She  bestowed  it  upon  Bos- 
suet.  She  returned  no  more  to  her  husband,  but  con- 
cealing from  hlin  her  resurrection,  fled  with  her  lover 
to  America. 

Twenty  years  afterward,  the  two  returned  to  France, 
in  the  persuasion  that  time  had  so  greatly  altered  the 
lady's  appearance  that  her  friends  would  be  unliable 
to  recognize  her.  They  were  mistaken,  however;  for, 
at  the  first  meeting,  Monsieur  Renelle  did  actually  re- 
cognize and  lay  claim  to  hid  wife.  The  claim  was  re- 
sisted ;  and  a  judicial  tribunal  sustained  her  in  her  re- 
sistance; deciding  that  the  peculiar  circumstances, 
with  the  long  lapse  of  years,  had  extinguished,  not 
only  equitable  but  legally,  the  authority  of  the  hus- 
band." 


THE  WAR  ON  THE  RENSSELAER  ESTATE. 

The  difficulty  of  collecting  the  rents  on  the  large 
landed  estates  of  "  the  Patroon,"  in  the  interior  of  this 
state,  which  has  for  years  occasionally  met  with  seri- 
ous resistance,  seems  to  be  increasing  to  au  alarming 
degree.  Those  estates  extend  through  two  or  three 
counties,  which  are  now  filled  with  numerous  and  in 
some  parts  a  dense  population.  The  title  to  the  large 
tract  of  land,  originally  granted  to  Van  Rensselaer, 
has  always  remained  in  the  family,  the  occupants  pay- 
ing yearly  rents.  On  several  occasions  within  a  few 
years  the  tenants  have  resisted  the  collection  of  the 
rents,  and  the  civil  and  military  authorities  have  been 
called  out  to  force  the  payment.  But  so  strong  has 
the  anti-rent  feeling  now  become  among  the  tenants, 
and  so  numerous  are  they  and  so  firmly  banded  to- 
gether, that  much  anxiety  la  felt  for  the  consequences. 

It  is  unquestionably  the  duty  of  all  good  citizens  to 
stand  together  shoulder  to  shoulder  in  support  of  gov- 
ernment, law  and  order.  The  tenants  having  paid 
rents  for  the  lands  a  hundred  years  cannot  give  them 
a  title  to  the  proprietorship,  and  what  they  lawfully 
owe  they  should  not  be  allowed  unlawfully  to  resist 
the  paymant  oL  All  the  tenants,  who  choose,  should 
be  allowed  to  purchase  their  lands  at  prices  which  un- 
I  der  all  the  circumstances  might  be  deemed  fair  and 
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equitable,  and  those  who  do  not  choose  to  purchase 
should  not  be  permitted  to  set  the  public  authorities  at 
defiance,  but  be  compelled  to  pay  the  tents  or  quit  the 
premises. 

It  has  been  urged  by  some,  that  Governor  Boock 
has  not  acted  with  sufficient  firmness  in  this  matter, 
and  instead  of  enforcing  the  authority  of  the  law,  has 
met  the  insurgent  tenants  in  conference  and  endea- 
vored to  negotiate  with  them.  In  one  portion  of  the 
infected  district  the  tenants  have  formed  a  volunteer 
oorps  of  about  a  hundred  strong,  who  are  disguised  as 
Indians,  and  on  all  occasions  when  their  services  are 
required,  appear  armed,  equipped  and  mounted.  They 
were  present  in  a  body  at  the  late  conference  of  Gov. 
Bouck  with  the  tenants.  During  the  interview,  one 
of  this  band,  a  journeyman  shoemaker  by  the  name  of 
Corse,  fell  from  his  horse  and  was  killed.  The  whole 
band  attended  the  funeral,  disguised  in  their  Indian 
costume.  It  was  a  very  singular  and  imposing  cere- 
mony. A  correspondent  of  the  Albany  Atlas  has  given 
the  following  account  of  it. 

rtnrERAL  or  corse,  the  bensbelaeb  tenant. 

"The  time  designated  for  the  ceremony  was  less 
than  twenty-four  hours  after  the  fatal  termination  of 
the  accident,  yet  on  arriving  at  the  church  a  little  be- 
fore two,  I  found  a  very  large  number  of  men,  women 
and  children,  who  had  come  from  all  parts  of  the  sur- 
rounding country.  Conspicuous  among  them  was  the 
celebrated  Indian  force.  They  were  on  horseback,  rid- 
ing two  and  two,  in  costume  and  masked ;  and  at  a 
little  distance,  made  a  strange  and  somewhat  formi- 
dable appearance.  The  chiefs,  of  whom  there  were 
four  or  five,  rode  in  advance,  and  were  distinguished 
from  the  simple  warriors  by  a  greater  profusion  of  red, 
blue  and  black  stripes  and  bits  of  cloth  sewed  upon 
their  calico  dresses.  I  counted  them— ninety- six  in 
number— rank  and  file;  and  as  this  was  a  day  of  par- 
ade, this  is  probably  their  whole  number.  They  es- 
corted the  corpse,  and  between  two  of  the  chiefs  rode 
one  of  the  ministers  who  was  to  officiate.  The  musi- 
cians were  in  another  wagon,  with  two  bass  drums,  a 
bugle  and  other  instruments.  By  this  time,  there 
were  about  two  thousand  five  hundred  people  on  the 
ground. 

"  The  band  rode  up  to  the  green  where  the  services 
were  to  be  performed.  The  war  Chief  gave  the  order 
to  dismount— saying,  '  Let  some  of  the  white  men  tie 
your  horses.'  Upon  hearing  this  order  many  of  the 
spectators  seized  the  horses  with  great  alacrity.  The 
corpse  was  placed  on  a  bier,  in  the  center  of  the  green. 
The  Indians  formed  a  circle  around  it,  and  the  relatives 
of  the  deceased  were  addmltted  into  the  centre.  The 
two  official  clergymen  mounted  a  wagon,  from  which 
the  horses  had  been  detached,  and  the  chief  directed 
the  spectators  to  keep  silent,  and  requested  the  minis- 
ters to  begin.  Their  remarks  were  in  general  appro- 
priate. One  of  them  called  the  Indians  'an  associa- 
tion, contending  for  liberty  and  freemen' — but  after- 
ward seemed  to  think  better  of  it,  and  toward  the  close 
addressed  them  particularly— saying,  that  it  was  not 
for  a  man  in  his  station  to  express  an  opinion  as  to 
the  correctness  of  their  proceedings,  but  he  hoped  the 
death  of  (heir  companion  would  teach  them  a  lesson 
of  caution — caution  in  all  their  deliberations  and  in  all 
their  actions. 

"  All  that  wished  having  gazed  upon  the  deceased, 
the  band  formed  into  a  procession,  preceded  by  music 
as  before,  and  took  its  way  toward  the  burying  ground. 


"  They  formed  a  circle  around  the  grave,  and  the 
deeeased  warrior  being  deposited,  one  of  the  cMeat 
designated  as  "  the  Prophet  of  the  tribe,"  addressed 
the  people.  He  entered  into  an  explanation  of  the  ob- 
ject of  the  association.  They  were  contending  for  the 
freedom  of  which  a  usurper  had  deprived  them.  They 
were  not  contending  against  the  usurper  himself  bat 
against  the  wrong,  and  resistance  to  that  wrong  had 
grown  into  a  principle,  and  as  long  as  that  principle 
existed  they  would  never  lay  down  the  steel  and  the 
gun.  They  were  not  contending  for  their  own  rights 
merely,  but  for  the  benefit  of  their  neighbors  also; 
that  they  were  blood  connexions  of  many  who  stood 
around  them,  and  he  assured  their  white  brethren  that 
although  they  were  obliged  to  darken  their  faces,  they 
had  hearts  like  their  white  brethren. 

"  After  giving  way  for  a  brother  who  attempted  a 
speech  and  failed,  he  announced  that  a  monument 
would  be  erected  over  the  grave  of  the  deceased,  and 
that  the  chiefs  would  receive  contributions  for  the  par- 
pose  'from  the  tribes.' 

"  This  impression  left  on  my  mind,  from  what  I  saw 
and  heard,  is  that  nearly  the  whole  of  that  country 
approves  of  the  resistance  which  is  offered  to  the  ser- 
vice of  Mr.  Van  Rensselaer's  papers,  and  a  feeling  of 
confidence  has  been  infused  in  the  ranks  of  the  insur- 
gents by  the  fact  that  Governor  Boock  has  met  to 
negotiate  with  them  on  their  own  ground." 


THE  MISSISSIPPI  RIVER  TAPPED. 

The  recent  great  rise  in  the  waters  of  the  Mississip- 
pi has  forced  a  passage  through  the  levee  or  embank- 
ment of  the  river,  a  little  above  New  Orleans,  which 
threatens  to  do  great  damage.  The  New  Orleans  Pi- 
cayune of  the  8th  instant  says: 

"Our  latest  intelligence  from  the  crevasse,  we  re- 
gret to  state,  Is  of  such  a  nature  as  to  convince  us  that 
no  human  power  can  check  it  The  water  flows  through 
it  in  a  perfect  torrent,  and  nothing  but  a  fall  of  the  ri- 
ver can  put  a  stop  to  the  destruction  going  on.  The 
steamboat  Empress,  which  arrived  yesterday,  reports 
that  the  roaring  of  the  water  through  the  breach  can 
be  heard  at  the  distance  of  two  miles.  So  high  and 
so  continued,  a  stage  of  the  river,  it  is  said,  was  never 
before  known  here.  Since  writing  the  above  there 
have  been  two  or  three  arrivals.  The  report  is  that  aS 
efforts  to  stop  the  breach  have  ceased.  The  wster  has 
covered  the  whole  of  the  adjacent  country  for  miles, 
and  on  the  surrounding  plantations,  where  crops  of 
corn  were  growing,  they  were  cutting  It  down  in  its 
green  state  and  taking  it  off  in  boats.  Crowds  of  peo- 
ple were  standing  on  the  remaining  levee,  looking  up- 
on the  devastation,  unable  to  render  the  least  assist- 
ance. Such  are  the  latest  reports  from  the  scene  of 
ruin.  So  far,  we  are  happy  to  say,  there  has  been  no 
loss  of  human  life." 

The  New  Orleans  Republican  of  the  9th  says  that 
the  steamboat  Oscar  made  an  excursion  to  the  Cre- 
vasse on  Wednesday  week,  returning  to  the  First  Mu- 
nicipality Ferry  at  about  midnight.  She  carried  about 
one  hundred  citizens,  who  minutely  examined  the  de- 
vastation. For  upwards  of  half  a  mile  below  the  cre- 
vasse, tha  noise  of  the  waters  rushing  through  the 
aperture  in  the  levee,  may  be  distinctly  heard,  resem- 
bling that  of  a  whirlpool  or  a  deep  cascade.  A  fist- 
boat  containing  the  pile-driving  apparatus,  Intended  to 
be  used  for  repairs,  was  on  Wednesday  swept  through: 


LETTER  TO  UNCLE  JOSHUA. 


the  crevasse,  the  cable  by  which  she  was  anchored  in 
the  roaring  current,  snapping  like  flax.  The  whole  is 
now  floating  somewhere  in  the  vicinity  of  the  woods. 
The  plantations  of  Messrs.  Labrance,  Honore  Lan- 
dreattx,  Ac.,  are  ruined  for  the 


From  Major  Downing*!  Bunker  Hill. 

TO  UNCLE  J08HUA. 

OF  DOWNIHGVILLB,  AWAY  DOWN  BAST. 

Naw  Yeas:  Aug- 22, 1944. 

Dear  Uncle— I  dont  know  what  this  world  is  a 
coming  to;  the  Improvements  of  the  age  beats  all  na- 
tur.  I  told  you  in  my  letter  a  week  or  two  ago,  how 
three  hundred  thousand  New  Yorkers  all  drlnked  out 
of  a  pond  forty  miles  off;  and  I  told  you  about  the 
great  steam  gun  over  in  Brooklyn,  half  a  mile  long, 
that  would  shoot  off  five  hundred  men,  women  and 
children,  at  a  single  charge,  and  shoot  'em  a  hundred 
miles  straight  as  a  hair,  and  not  hurt  'em  a  mite.  But 
I've  got  something  to  tell  you  now  that  I  think  is  a 
leetle  bit  stranger  than  that. 

They've  got  a  talking  machine  agoing  now,  so  that 
folks  can  stand  a  hundred  miles  apart,  or  a  thousand 
miles  apart,  and  talk  to  each  other  jest  as  easy  as  they 
could  if  they  stood  so  near  together  that  their  noses 
might  touch.  I  expect  you'll  say  that  I'm  only  fun- 
ning about  this,  but  'tis  true  as  preachin.  They've 
got  one  of  the  machines  fixed  up  now,  so  as  to  talk  be- 
tween Washington  and  Baltimore,  about  forty  miles; 
and  the  folks  there  can  talk  with  each  other,  forty 
miles  apart,  any  minute,  day  or  night,  fair  or  foul, 
blow  high  or  blow  low,  and  know  in  one  place  what's 
agoing  on  in  t'other  as  quick  as  a  wink.  They  call 
the  machine  an  "  electro-magnetic  telegraph,"  or  some 
rich  kind  of  a  jaw-breakln  name.  I  dont  see  why  they 
didn't  call  It  a  talking  machine  and  done  with  it,  and 
then  folks  would  know  what  they  meant  But  they 
say  this  is  a  scientific  age  and  they  .nust  use  scientific 
names.  This  machine  was  got  up,  or  found  out,  or 
invented,  by  a  Mr.  Morse  here  in  New  York,  or  Pro- 
fessor Morse  I  believe  they  call  him.  You  remember 
Morse's  geography  that  we  always  used  to  have  in  our 
schools  when  I  was  a  boy;  well,  that's  his  father. 
They  say  he's  a  very  clever  man,  too,  and  a  real  native 
American,  and  no  mistake.  I  guess  he's  a  Yankee, 
too,  or  he  never  would  a  found  out  such  a  cute  thing 
as  this  talking  machine.  It  goes  on  wires;  they  run 
wires  the  whole  length  from  Washington  to  Baltimore, 
and  they  touch  one  end  of  the  wires  with  somethln 
they  caH  magnetism,  and  that  sets  the  wires  a  moving 
clear  to  the  other  end.  So  you  talk  to  one  end  of  the 
wires  at  Washington,  and  t'other  end  of  the  wires  'ill 
write  down  at  Baltimore  jest  what  you  are  sayin. 

I've  beam  a  story  about  his  getting  up  this  first  ma- 
chine, that  I  jest  wish  you'd  tell  to  aunt  Keziah;  bein 
she's  a  kind  of  religious  way  inclined ;  I  think  it'll 
please  her.  Ye  see,  it  costs  a  good  deal  of  money  to 
get  up  one,  though  it  is  worth  ten  times  more  than  it 
costs  when  you  get  it  done.  Well,  when  Mr.  Morse 
found  out  his  discovery,  and  knew  it  would  go,  he  had 
n't  money  enough  to  build  the  machine  with,  and  he 
didn't  know  what  to  do.  So  he  thought  he'd  go  and 
ask  Congress  to  let  him  have  some  money  to  build  ii 
with,  seein  ii  would  be  a  great  use  to  everybody  when 
be  got  it  going.  Well,  he  went,  in  the  winter  of  1843, 
and  aeked  Congress  to  let  him  have  thirty  thousand 
dollars  to  go  on  with.    And  Congress  talked  about  it, 


and  some  said  they  would  and  some  said  they  would 
n't.  But  finally  after  chawin  the  matter  all  over,  they 
thought  it  was  sich  a  cute  thing  they  didn't  care  if  he 
took  the  money.  But  they  had  so  much  politics  to  do 
all  the  session,  they  never  seemed  to  get  time  to  pass- 
the  bill  to  let  him  have  the  money. 

Well,  Mr.  Morse  staid  there  the  whole  session,  and 
kept  trying  to  coax  'em  to  pass  the  bill ;  but  they  kept 
putting  it  off,  and  putting  it  off,  and  didn't  do  nothing 
about  it,  and  it  come  to  the  last  day  of  the  session,  the 
third  of  March.  Mr.  Morse  staid  by  all  day  and  then 
all  the  evening  till  about  midnight,  and  he  concluded 
there  was  no  chance  for  him,  and  he  gin  it  up  and  went 
home,  sayin  to  himself;  he  guessed  Providence  would 
do  what  was  right  about  it.  But  he  felt  very  much 
down  in  the  mouth  about  it,  and  went  to  bed.  He 
was  a  boardin  at  Mr.  Ellsworth's,  in  Washington,  that 
had  the  care  of  the  patent  office ;  and  the  family  all 
see  that  he  felt  pretty  bad  when  he  went  to  bed.  Well, 
in  the  morning  when  he  come  down,  he  met  one  of  the 
waiters  that  told  him  a  young  lady  wanted  to  see  him 
in  the  parlor.  So  he  went  into  the  parlor,  and  there 
was  nobody  there  but  Mr.  Ellsworth's  little  daughter, 
thirteen  or  fourteen  years  old. 

So  says  he,  .where's  the  lady  that  wanted  to  see 
me? 

<('Twas  I  that  wanted  to  see  you,  Mr.  Morse,"  said 
Anna ;  "I  wanted  to  be  the  first  to  tell  you  that  your 
bill  was  passed  in  Congress  last  night  after  you  went 
to  bed.  Father  come  home  and  told  us  about  it ;  and 
I've  been  waiting  here  ever  since  I  got  up,  to  be  the 
first  to  tell  you  of  it." 

Mr.  Morse  felt  so  queer  at  first,  and  was  so  kind  of 
choked  he  couldn't  hardly  speak.  At  last  says  he, 
"well,  Anna,  this  is  great  news  to  me,  and  good  news  j 
and  because  you've  been  the  first  to  tell  me  of  it,  when 
I  get  my  talking  machine  up  you  shall  be  the  first  one 
to  speak  on  it  from  Washington  to  Baltimore." 

Well,  Mr.  Morse  went  to  work  and  got  the  machine 
built,  and  got  it  all  ready  to  talk  on  the  24th  day  of 
last  May.  And  then  the  folks  in  Washington  all  flock- 
ed round  one  end  of  the  wires,  and  the  folks  in  Balti- 
more flocked  round  t'other  end  of  the  wires  to  see  the 
machine  go.  And  then  Mr.  Morse  called  Anna  and 
told  her  to  get  ready  to  speak  to  the  folks  at  Baltimore ; 
for  she  should  have  the  first  say,  and  say  jest  what 
she'd  a  mind  to.  And,  uncle,  what  do  you  think  that 
little  girl  said  first  on  the  machine?  When  they  put 
the  magnetism  on  to  the  wires,  the  first  words  the 
folks  at  Baltimore  see  coming  out  of  their  end  of  the 
wires,  was,  "what  hath  God  wbouoht!"  And  in 
less  than  two  minutes  the  folks  at  Baltimore  spoke  It 
back  again  to  Washington,  and  the  folks  there  see  the 
same  words  coming  out  of  their  end  of  the  wires — 

"  WHAT  HATH  GoD  WROUGHT  !" 

"Uncle,  this  is  a  great  country,  and  there's  great 
duins  in  it;  but  what'll  come  next  I  cant  guess.    My 
head  een  a  most  swims  now,  thinking  of  it. 
Your  lovin  nephew, 

Major  Jack  Downing, 

Editor  qf  the  Bunker  Hill. 


Linsebd  and  Lard  Oils.—  These  articles  are  no 
longer  drawn  from  the  East,  for  the  supplies  of  the 
West  and  South.  The  Cincinnati  Gazette  states  that 
there  are  five  Linseed  Oil  mills  in  that  city,  and  ano- 
ther in  the  course  of  erection.    They  are  capable  of 
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making,  in  the  aggregate,  900  gallons  of  oil  per  day. 
Cincinnati  supplies  the  whole  west,  including  New 
Orleans  and  Mobile,  with  the  article.  The  manufac- 
ture of  linseed  oil  for  export,  is  a  new  business  in  the 
West.  It  is  only  a  few  years  since  it  was  obtained 
from  the  east  in  large  quantities,  for  western  con  sump - 
tin.  It  may  be  stated  in  this  connexion  that  there  are 
twenty- two  establishments  in  Cincinnati  which  man- 
ufacture 600,000  gallons  of  laru  oil  per  annum,  valued 
at  60  cents  per  gallon.  The  product  from  lard  In  win- 
ter is  one-third  of  elaine  and  two-thirds  stearine ;  in 
summer  the  proportions  are  exactly  the  reverse.  In 
the  pork  season  the  oil  is  made  directly  from  the  hog, 
the  whole  of  which  is  used  for  the  purpose,  except 
the  ham  and  shoulders.  Prior  to  the  manufacture  of 
lard  oil,  sperm  oil  was  sold  in  Cincinnati  at  from  $1,25 
to  $1,50,  according  to  quality.  The  corresponding 
qualities  of  lard  oil  now  sell  there  at  from  50  to  62  12 
cents.  The  article  has  found  great  favor  in  every 
part  of  the  country,  both  for  light  and  machinery.— 
Sun. 


Tin  advantages  of  poetby. — By  Rev.  John  Todd. 
— There  is  in  the  life  of  almost  every  man,  a  period 
when  he  reads  and  loves  and  quotes  poetry.  At  first 
all  that  comes  within  his  reach  is  food,  but  as  he  ad- 
vances, his  taste  leads  him  to  select  with  greater  care 
and  admit  but  little  as  worthy  of  his  lasting  admira- 
tion. It  is  to  be  regretted  that  poetry  is  not  read  more 
through  life,  especially  by  professional  men.  Poetry 
is  a  child  of  the  skies.  Non  tttigit  quod  rum  ornavil. 
The  appropriate  quotation  is  not  the  only  thing  that 
is  beautiful.  The  mind  through  which  poetry  passes, 
like  the  clear  channel  in  which  the  mountain  brook 
runs,  seems  to  be  beautified  by  the  waters  that  pass 
through  it.  The  young  then  in  admitting  and  cultiva- 
ting a  taste  for  poetry,  are  becoming  their  own  bene- 
factors, and  they  are  putting  the  soul  under  the  gui- 
dance of  a  teacher,  whose  voice  will  ever  be  as  sweet 
as  the  silver  trumpet,  and  whose  robes  like  those  of 
the  angel,  will  reflect  the  purity  and  drop  the  odors  of 
heaven. 


THE  ROVEB,  BOOK-TABLE. 

"  Silent  Love  ;"  by  James  Wilson,  of  Scotland. 
This  is  a  little  poem  remarkable  for  its  ardor  and  high 
sentiment,  smoothly  and  forcibly  expressed.  It  has 
lately  been  published  in  a  neat  and  compact  form  of 
about  thirty  pages  by  Charles  H.  Brainard,  Boston, 
and  is  for  sale  by  Leslie,  Broadway,  New  York,  corner 
of  Maiden  Lane.  A  preface  and  brief  little  sketch  of 
the  author's  life  accompany  the  work,  prepared  by  A. 
J.  H.  Duganne. 

Wilson  &  Co.,  162  Nassau  street,  have  published, 
as  the  14th  number  of  the  Brother  Jonathan  Monthly 
Library,  "Woman,  as  virgin,  wife,  and  mother,  an 
epitome  of  social  duties  and  domestic  enjoyments." 
By  Rev.  Josiah  Col  ton,  D.  D.  To  which  is  added  ten 
minutes  advice  to  a  lady  going  to  choose  a  husband. 

The  same  publishers  have  commenced  the  publica- 
tion of  a  series  of  cheap  works  to  be  called  the  "New 
Library  of  useful  knowledge."  Three  numbers  have 
been  issued,  viz,  'The  Mother's  Medical  Adviser,  on 
the  diseases  and  management  of  children,"  by  Tho- 
mas Wakely,  M  D.  "Letter- writing  simplified  by  pre- 
cept and  example;"  and  "The  Physiology  of  Health, 
being  a  view  of  some  of  the  more  important  functions 
•of  the  human  body." 
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BY  THOMAS  GRAY,  JUN. 

We  meet  but  to  part,  love,  we  part  but  to  meet, 
When  our  foes  shall  be  trodden  like  dust  at  oar  feet 
No  fetters,  no  tyrants  our  souls  shall  enslave, 
While  the  ocean  shall  roll,  or  the  harvest  shall  wave. 
We  go,  to  return  when  the  strife  shall  be  done, 
When  the  field  shall  be  fought,  and  the  battle  be  woo; 
When  the  sceptre  is  smitten,  and  broken  the  chain, 
We  come  back  in  freedom,  or  come  not  again. 

Yon  red-robed  battalions  are  plumed  for  the  fray, 
And  their  banners  dance  high  o'er  their  martial  amy; 
To-morrow  still  redder  in  blood  shall  they  lie, 
On  the  spot  where  they  stand  we  will  conquer  or  die. 
Few,  faithful  and  fearless,  we  bend  to  the  fight, 
And  England's  best  legions  shall  quail  at  our  might; 
The  rush  of  our  foemen  unshaken  we  stem— 
As  the  rock  meets  the  ocean-wave,  so  meet  we  them. 

Ours  are  no  hirelings  trained  to  the  fight, 
With  cymbal  and  clarion  all  glittering  and  bright; 
No  prancing  chargers,  no  martial  display, 
No  war- trump  is  heard  from  our  silent  array. 
O'er  the  proud  heads  of  free  mm  our  star-banner  waves: 
Men  firm  as  their  mountains  and  still  89  their  graves, 
To-morrow  shall  pour  out  their  life-blood  like  rain— 
We  come  back  in  triumph,  or  come  not  again. 

No  fearing,  no  doubting,  thy  soldier  shall  know, 
When  here  stands  his  country  and  yonder  his  foe; 
One  look  at  the  bright  sun,  one  prayer  to  the  sky, 
One  glance  where  our  banner  floats  glorious  on  high- 
Then  on,  as  the  young  lion  bounds  on  his  prey ; 
Let  the  sword  flash  on  high,  fling  the  scabbard  twiy; 
Roll  on  like  the  thunderbolt  over  the  plain— 
We  come  back  in  glory,  or  come  not  again. 

Sweep  them  off  as*  the  storm  sweeps  the  chaff  on  its 

breath, 
When  bows  the  red  harvest  whose  reaper  is  Death! 
Be  strong  as  the  earthquake,  and  swift  as  the  wind- 
Carry  vengeance  before  us,  and  freedom  behind; 
We  shed  not  vain  tears  when  the  warrior  is  low, 
Be  his  soul  to  his  God,  so  his  breast's  to  the  foe; 
Our  tears  are  the  red  drops,  the  life-blood  that  drain, 
When  we  come  back  with  vengeance  or  come  not  agaia! 


Death  of  Coloiobl  8TOifE.— Colonel  William  Leet 
Stone,  for  twenty-four  years  past  editor  of  the  New 
York  Commercial  Advertiser,  died  on  Thursday,  the 
15th  instant,  at  Saratoga  Springs,  at  the  residence  of 
his  father-in-law,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Wayland.  His  age 
was  about  fifty-two  years.  Independently  of  the  edi- 
torial labors  bestowed  upon  his  paper,  which  has  al- 
ways been  ably  conducted,  Colonel  Stone  had  beea 
much  engaged  in  literary  pursuits  for  some  years  past, 
and  it  is  said,  that  too  close  application  wiih  too  little 
attention  to  exercise,  seriously  impaired  his  health. 
He  has  been  falling  for  nearly  a  year  past.  He  was 
removed  to  Saratoga  about  two  months  before  his  de- 
cease, where  he  was  confined  to  his  bed  almost  the 
whole  time.  He  dropped  away  at  last  suddenly  «w 
without  a  struggle.  His  departure  has  left  a  toid  in 
the  editorial  corps  of  the  country,  and  in  the  literary 
and  social  circles  of  New  York,  not  soon  to  be  forgot- 
ten nor  easily  filled. 
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The  Burning  Ship  at  Sea. 


I  Forth  from  a  marble  fount  the  waters  splash, 
. »  I     A  nA  twinkle  down  in  many  a  mimic  fall — 
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The  Burning  Ship  at  Sea, 
Ws  are  aware  that  a  portion  of  our  numerous  read- 
ers have  before  seen  the  plate  which  we  this  week  pre- 
-tent  them.  But  it  is  a  highly  interesting  one,  and  will 
bear  looking  at  more  than  once.  Few  situations  can 
be  imagined  more  appalling,  than  to  be  on  board  a 
burning  ship  at  sea;  "on  the  wide,  wide  sea,"  far 
away  from  human  succor. 

Though  the  plate  is  lettered  "  the  Burning  Ship," 
the  original  engraving  was  executed  to  illustrate  the 
loss  of  a  particular  ship,  the  Abeona,  of  England,  which 
about  the  year  1821  was  burned  at  sea,  and  her  pas- 
sengers and  crew  all  perished.  For  a  poem,  written 
on  the  lose  of  the  Abeona  immediately  after  the  news 
was  received  in  this  country,  and  published  anony- 
mously at  the  time  in  a  Portland  paper,  the  reader  is 
referred  to  the  last  page  of  this  number  of  the  Rover. 
The  poem  was  widely  circulated  in  the  papers  of  the 
country  at  the  time  of  its  first  publication  ;  and  soon 
after  the  lamentable  loss  of  the  steamer  Lexington  in 
the  winter  of  1840  on  Long  Island  Sound,  it  appears 
again  anonymously  in  the  New  World  and  other  pa- 
pers. It  has  never  till  now  been  published  with  the 
author's  name.  And  if  any  little  advantage  may  per- 
chance be  derived  from  picking  up  at  this  late  day 
these  wasted  crumbs  of  reputation,  he  trusts  the  gen- 
erous reader  will  excuse  any  apparent  want  of  taste  in 
the  mode  of  doing  it,  and  attribute  the  action  to  its 
proper  motive. 

THE  JEW18H  CAPTIVE. 

BY  ELIZABETH  OAIB8  SMITH. 

Is  attempting  to  illustrate  the  passage  of  Scripture,  so 
elegantly  conceived  by  the  Psalmist,  and  expressed 
in  language  so  full  of  pathos  and  beauty,  the  author 
cannot  hope  to  have  equalled  the  original.  Her  on- 
ly ambition  has  been,  to  draw  forth  the  incidents  in 
a  somewhat  more  palpable  form ;  and,  in  doing  this, 
she  has  followed  less  the  literal  translation,  than 
what  she  conceived  to  be  the  sentiment  and  spirit  of 
the  inspired  author.  Should  she  have  failed  alto- 
gether in  her  attempt,  it  will  not  be  surprizing,  when 
it  is  recollected  how  many  have  done  so  befere  her. 

Lo !  where  Euphrates,  in  his  tranquil  bed, 
Scarce  swells  his  heaving  bosom  to  the  light, 

While  from  the  west  a  thousand  hues  are  shed, 
To  deck  his  waters,  ere  the  sombre  night 

Shall  on  his  gorgeous  palaces  come  down, 

And  shroud  each  glory  in  his  darkened  frown. 

The  stately  obelisk  has  caught  the  ray, 
The  sunset  trembling  on  its  graceful  head, 

And  the  light  winds  come  stealing  on  their  way, 
To  kiss  the  lily  in  its  liquid  bed; 

The  flexile  willow  bends  unto  the  stream, 

And  seems  more  lovely  in  the  twilight  gleam. 

A  thousand  flowers,  that,  through  the  scorching  ray, 
Their  sweetness  from  the  sense  had  treasured  up, 

Lavish  their  wealth  upon  the  dying  day, 
And  make  an  offering  pure  of  every  cup,— 

As  if  they  bowed  in  worship  to  the  Son, 

And  offered  incense  when  the  day  was  done. 
Volums  111.— No  26. 


Forth  from  a  marble  fount  the  waters  splash, 
And  twinkle  down  in  many  a  mimic  fall- 
That  ever  in  the  light  like  diamonds  flash; 

And  in  their  melody  they  seem  to  call 
To  old  Euphrates,  as  he  wanders  by, 
And  spreads  his  waters  to  the  golden  sky. 

A  group  of  maidens  by  the  willows  bend, 
And  weave  their  tresses  by  the  twilight  sky, 

While  ever  on  the  air  glad  voices  blend, 
And  many  a  song  and  laugh  are  floating  by 

To  mingle  with  the  sound  of  chiming  waters, 

That  lave  the  feet  of  dark-eyed  Syrian  daughters. 

"  Lo !  here,"  cries  one,  "  the  captive  Mara  tends,— 
Mara,  the  Jewess,  queen-like  in  her  wo ; 

Though  many  a  victor  to  her  beauty  bends, 
The  smile  no  more  her  gentle  lips  may  know. 

Not  for  her  own  she  weeps,  but  Judah's  wrongs, 

And  pours  her  sorrows  in  their  mystic  songs. 

11  Didst  ever  hear  the  music  strange  and  high, 
The  Jewish  captives  from  their  harp-strings  bring, 

While  Zion-ward  they  turn  the  kindling  eye  ? 
Mara,  approach ;  we  fain  would  hear  thee  sing 

A  song  of  Zion— such  as  once  ye  sang 

When  Jordon*  s  waters  to  the  music  rang." 

The  captive  flung  her  tresses  from  her  brow, 
And  upward  raised  her  dark  and  tearless  eye — 

Clasped  her  pale  hands  in  agony  of  wo, 
And  heaved  her  breast  with  many  a  smothered  sigh; 

Quick  thronging  visions  o'er  her  spirit  passed— 

She  lived  again  where  childhood's  lot  was  cast. 

Lo !  sad  Judea's  vine-clad  hills  are  there 
And  fruitful  Jordon,  with  its  many  streams,— 

Proud  Lebanon,  with  cedars  tall  and  fair,— 
And,  midst  her  desolation,  sadly  gleams 

Lone  Zion,  widowed,  childless,  and  oppressed, 

A  Rachel,  for  her  first-born  son  distressed. 

There,  'neath  a  cottage,  where  the  trailing  vine 
In  many  a  festoon  o'er  the  lattice  clings, 

An  ancient  matron  seems  alone  to  pine, 
And  calls  her  children,  while  her  arm  she  flings, 

To  clasp  the  shadows  that  her  fancies  raise, 

The  cherished  offspring  of  her  happier  days. 

But  what  Is  grief  like  hers— that  matron  old, 
Who  spreads  her  white  locks  to  the  evening  sky, 

When  Zion  stands  bereft— her  altars  cold  I 
And  all  her  exiled  children  turn  their  eye 

To  where  the  happier  swallow  builds  her  nest, 

And  in  the  courts  of  God  has  found  her  rest 

O'er  Mara's  soul  the  power  of  music  rushed,— 
Her  harp  the  maidens  from  the  willows  bring: 

Forth  from  her  lips  high  thoughts  and  feelings  gushed, 
"  How  can  I  Zlon'e  songs,  a  captive,  sing? 

How  sing  of  Jordon,  here  by  Babel's  strand? 

How  sing  of  Judah,  in  this  dark,  strange  land? 

"  Oh  Zion  !  if  I  cease  for  thee 

My  earliest  vows  to  pay— 
If  for  thy  sad  and  ruined  walls 

I  ever  cease  to  pray— 
If  I  no  more  thy  stored  courts 
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Whh  holy  reverence  prize, 
Or  Zion-ward  shall  cease  to  turn 

My  ever-longing  eyes — 
Or  if  the  splendor  round  me  thrown 

Shall  ouch  this  Jewish  heart, 
And  make  me  cease  to  prize  thy  joy] 

Above  all  other  art,— 
Oh  may  this  hand  no  more  with  skill 

E'er  touch  this  sacred  string, 
And  may  this  tongue  grow  cold  in  death, 

Ere  I  shall  cease  to  sing 
And  pray  for  Zion's  holy  courts, 

Or  dare  to  bow  the  knee 
To  these  poor,  blind  and  helpless  gods, 

Forgetful,  Lord,  of  thee." 


TIME'S  DAY-BOOJE  AND  LEDGER. 

BT    J.    r.    PAULDING. 

I  tubnxd  with  fear  to  my  own  account  in  the  Ledger 
— for  it  was  growing  late — and  began  to  look  over  the 
various  items,  wondering  and  absorbed  in  thought.  I 
observed  that  no  balance  was  struck.  "  Pray  Heaven," 
I  exclaimed,  "  that  I  may  get  rid  of  this  dun  as  easily 
as  others."  "Well!  well!  to  business!  I  cannot 
wail !"  exclaimed  the  figure  behind  me,  though  I  was 
not  aware  of  his  approach.  "  No  nearer !  if  you  please," 
amid  I,  as  I  saw  him  approaching  and  shaking  his 
white  head  almost  in  my  face— '  •  No  nearer !  It  wants 
a  quarter  of  four  by  my  watch  !"  "  It  is  four !  I  alone 
have  the  true  time!"  said  the  figure.  "Come,  Mr. 
Snooks !  I  have  waited  long  enough ;  let  us  wind  up 
our  affairs!  I  must  turn  over  a  new  leaf  for  you  In  my 
books !"  I  was  not  now  so  completely  deprived  of  all 
presence  of  mind  as  before ;  but  look  him  straight  in 
the  face  I  dared  not.  How  he  moved  I  know  not ;  but 
that  he  was  completely  in  motion,  though  I  could  not 
perceive  it,  as  I  thought  I  could  upon  his  first  appear- 
ance, I  am  as  certain  as  of  my  own  existence ;  for, 
turn  my  eyes  which  way  I  would,  they  were  certain  to 
light  upon  his  mouldering,  unearthly  garments,  or  upon 
his  sallow,  bronze- looking  countenance.  If  my  glan- 
ces shifted  with  the  rapidity  of  thought,  they  were  sure 
to  meet  his  fixed  and  settled  gaze. 

II  Millions  have  been  summoned  to  their  last  ac- 
count," said  he,  in  a  solemn  voice,  "since  I  laid  my 
books  before  you.  I  have  traveled  over  the  universe 
since  then ;  and  yet,  I  have  not  been  absent  from  your 
chamber.  I  possess  the  power  of  ubiquity.  Millions 
have  been  summoned  away— ay,  and  millions  have 
sprung  into  being,  whose  names  are  to  be  written  in 
my  books  and  whose  accounts  this  day  begin." 

As  he  spoke,  I  gazed  upon  him  with  an  earnestness 
that,  to  an  observer,  would  have  proved  the  power 
which  he  had  over  me.  Indeed,  I  felt  my  interest  in 
the  old  gentleman  increasing  each  moment,  and  began 
to  desire  our  interview  might,  by  some  possibility,  be 
prolonged.  All  fear  that  my  account  was  to  be  settled 
forever,  and  that  his  books  were  to  be  closed  against 
me  forever,  had  vanished,  upon  listening  to  his  words 
and  looking  into  his  Ledger.  I  had  not,  therefore,  at 
present,  that  dreed  and  stupor  upon  me,  which  I  have 
mentioned  as  having  seized  me,  when  the  idea  flash- 
ed upon  my  mind,  that  at  four  I  was  to  be  summoned 
from  time  into  eternity.  No !  my  thread  of  life  was 
to  be  spun  on  still  farther,  and  not  snapped  in  twain  at 
the  very  next  stroke  of  time.  I,  therefore,  addressed 
my  visitor,  as  one  with  whom  I  stood  well,  and  whose 
'~vor  I  was  desirous  of  securing. 


"At  any  moment  you  please,"  I  said,  "I  will  look 
over  your  Ledger  with  you.  I  am  young,  though  say 
years  are  almost  as  many  as  are  allotted  to  man — and 
you,  sir,  must  be  old.  May  I  hope  that  so  aged  a  cre- 
ditor will  not  be  hard  with  one  whose  years  are  bet  a 
point  to  his?" 

"As  you  are  ready,  I  will  not  press  the  matter. 
Others  would  have  reason  to  thank  God,  if  they,  also, 
could  say  they  were  ready  when  I  call.  Old !  call  you 
me 7  Ay!  when  the  Almighty  spoke  creation  into 
birth,  I  was  there.  Then  was  I  born.  Mid  the  bloom 
and  verdure  of  Paradise,  I  gazed  upon  the  yoong  world, 
radiant  with  celestial  smiles.  I  rose  upon  the  pinions 
of  the  first  morn,  and  caught  the  sweet  dew  drops  as 
they  fell,  and  sparkled  on  the  bowers  of  the  garden. 
Ere  the  foot  of  man  was  heard  sounding  in  this  wil- 
derness, I  gazed  out  upon  its  thousand  rivers,  flashing 
in  light,  and  reflecting  the  broad  sun,  like  a  thousand 
jewels,  upon  their  bosoms.  The  cataracts  sent  np  their 
anthems  in  these  solitudes,  and  none  was  here  to  lis- 
ten to  the  new-born  melody  but  I !  The  fawna  boun- 
ded over  the  hills,  and  drank  at  the  limpid  streams, 
ages  before  an  arm  was  raised  to  injure  or  make  them 
afraid.  For  thousands  of  years  the  morning  star  rose 
in  beauty  upon  these  unpeopled  shores,  and  its  twin 
sister  of  the  eve,  flamed  in  the  forehead  of  the  sky, 
with  no  eye  to  admire  their  rsys  but  mine.  Ay !  call 
me  old4?  Babylon  and  Assyria,  Palmyra  and  Thebes 
rose,  flourished  and  fell— and  I  beheld  them  in  their 
glory  and  their  decline.  Scarce  a  melancholy  rum 
marks  the  place  of  their  existence;  but  when  their 
first  stones  were  laid  in  the  earth,  I  was  there !  Mid 
all  their  glory,  splendor  and  wickedness,  I  was  In  their 
busy  streets,  and  crumbling  their  magnificent  piles  and 
their  gorgeous  palaces  to  the  earth.  My  books  will 
show  a  long  and  fearful  account  against  them.  I  con- 
trol the  fate  of  empires— I  give  their  period  of  glory 
and  splendor;  but,  at  their  birth,  I  conceal  in  them 
the  seeds  of  death  and  decay.  They  must  go  down, 
and  be  humbled  in  the  dust— their  proud  heads  bowed 
down  before  the'  rising  glories  of  young  nations,  to 
whose  prosperity  there  will  also  come  a  date  and  a  day 
of  decline. 

"I  poise  my  wing  over  the  earth,  and  watch  the 
course  and  doings  of  its  inhabitants.  I  call  up  the 
violets  upon  the  hills,  and  crumble  the  gray  ruins  to 
the  ground.  I  am  the  agent  of  a  higher  power,  to  give 
life  and  to  take  it  away.  I  spread  silken  tresses  upon 
the  brow  of  the  young,  and  plant  gray  hairs  on  the 
head  of  the  aged  man.  Dimples  and  smiles,  at  my 
bidding,  lurk  round  the  lips  of  the  innocent  child,  and 
I  furrow  the  brow  of  age  with  wrinkles.  Old,  call  yo« 
me  ?  ay,  but  when  will  my  days  be  numbered  ?  When 
will  Time  end,  and  Eternity  begin?  When  will  the 
earth,  and  its  waters— the  universe,  be  rolled  up,  and 
a  new  world  commence  its  revolutions?  Not  till  He, 
who  first  bid  me  begin  my  flight,  so  orders  it.  When 
His  purposes,  who  called  me  into  being,  are  accom- 
plished, then,  and  not  till  then— and  no  one  can  pro- 
claim the  hour— I  too  shall  go  to  the  place  of  all  li- 
ving." 

His  manner  and  voice  were  so  different  from  any- 
thing I  had  before  observed,  while  speaking,  that,  for 
a  moment,  I  gazed  upon  his  venerable  form  with  won- 
der and  admiration.  As  he  finished,  he  called  my 
thoughts  back  to  myself;  by  pointing  to  the  open  Led- 
ger, and  the  different  items  that  made  up  my  account. 
My  name  was  written  in  startling  characters;  and, 
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with  all  my  confidence,  I  trembled  to  add  up  the  debt 
and  credit  aides,  lest  the  balance  should  go  against  roe. 
Who  ever  had  a  bill  presented,  that  he  did  not  question 
its  correctness  in  some  parti  Not  I.  I  looked  over 
the  account,  making  observations  as  I  proceeded,  as  1 
would  have  done  in  any  case,  and  asking  questions 
that  were  promptly  answered.  There  were  thousands 
of  items  for  which  I  was  made  debtor  to  hlra,  of  this 
kind—1'  Dr.  to  Time  for  opportunity,"  and  I  was  glad 
to  observe  that  I  was,  in  most  cases,  credited  for  im- 
proving them. 

"What,"  said  I,  "here  Is  an  item  for  which  lam 
made  debtor,  and  which  has  but  little  credit  against  it  j 
item,  gray  hairs." 

"Why  should  you  be  credited,"  he  replied,  "by 
more  than  a  single  mite  of  true  wisdom." 

"  Have  I  not  learned  knowledge  of  the  world  ?— 
Have  I  not  learned  the  uselessness  and  vanity  of  all 
worldly  things  ?  What,  but  these  gray  hairs,  for  which 
I  am  fairly  your  debtor,  has  given  me  this  knowledge 
and  taught  me  to  raise  my  thoughts  from  earth  to 
heaven,  the  only  abode  of  true  happiness  ?  Have  I 
not  seen  the  faults  and  errors  of  others,  and  profited 
by  them  ?  Have  I  not  avoided  the  paths  in  which  they 
have  been  lost  ?— have  not  their  losses  proved  my  gain  ? 
—and  shall  I  have  no  credit  therefor  ?  You  have  given 
me  gray  hairs  i  but  you  have  taken  from  me  the  soft 
looks  of  Innocent  youth.  If  I  am  gay,  I  have  seen  trou- 
ble—and is  the  lesson  I  have  learned  to  be  of  no  use  to 
me  1  Have  others  profited  as  well  by  their  white  locks, 
as  I  have  by  mine?  Are  not  some  gray-headed  men 
oidinvioe?" 

"Every  gray  hair  upon  your  head  should  hare 
brought  you  wisdom,  Instead  of  only  one  In  a  hundred. 
You  have  had  lessons  set  before  you,  but  have  failed 
always  to  draw  that  improvement  and  instruction  from 
them,  which  alone  are  the  foundation  of  true  wisdom. 
I  robbed  you  of  your  youthful  locks,  but  it  wss  that 
you  might  be  matured  in  mind.  Rely  upon  your  own 
powers,  and  lean  not  for  support  upon  the  falling  bodies 
ofothers." 

"  Ay,  bat  is  it  no  merit  in  me  that  I  have  avoided 
the  errors  into  which  others  have  fallen  ?  and  though 
ray  loss  is  not  their  gain,  individually  considered,  yet 
is  it  not  to  be  accounted  the  greater  merit  to  have  gone 
light,  where  so  many  have  gone  wrong?" 

"  True,  Man !  in  that  you  have  shown  wisdom,  and 
for  that  I  have  given  you  ample  credit,  as  you  observe. 
Yet  wisdom  is  so  costly  and  precious  a  jewel,  that  but 
a  ray  sent  forth  from  it  outvalues  all  the  concentrated 
beams  of  pride  and  worldly  glory.  You  have  passed 
through  troubles,  and  your  spirit  has  not  been  broken 
down,  but  in  the  issue  has  been  elevated  and  exalted. 
If  every  opportunity,  for  which  you  are  my  debtor,  has 
not  been  improved  as  it  might  have  been — yet  you 
have  done  better.  Some  have  been  lost,  and  you  must 
have  been  more  than  mortal  not  to  have  suffered  some 
to  pass  by  unimproved ;  and  fortunate  is  it  for  you  at 
this  hoar  that  these  were  in  your  more  juvenile  days." 
"You  took  from  me  the  wife  of  my  bosom— OI  what 
can  I  have  gained  by  that  loss?" 

"  I  gave  her  to  thee,  and  1  took  her  away.  So  far 
we  are  even.  But  you  have  been  the  gainer.  Look ! 
have  I  not  passed  much  to  your  credit  on  that  score? 
Were  not  your  thoughts,  before  I  called  her  away  cen- 
tered on  the  earth,  and  did  I  not  raise  them  to  heaven? 
What  possessions  of  earth,  though  but  little  Inferior  in 
beauty  to  angels,  will  yon  weigh  against  an  inheritance 


in  the  realms  of  bliss,  where  you  will  again  meet  your 
partner?  I  stole  her  from  your  bosom,  it  is  true ;  but 
did  I  not  plant  principles  there,  which  have  since  sprung 
up  and  imparted  a  new  existence  to  your  soul— princi- 
ples that  will  outlive  the  perishing  tabernacle  of  clay 
that  encloses  them  ?  Sorrow,  you  have  known  by  this 
bereavement ;  but  you  came  forth  from  the  trial  like 
gold  from  the  furnace." 

"  But  you  might  have  spared  my  only  boy,  just  bud- 
ding into  loveliness  and  beauty?" 

"  Blame  not  my  actions :  I  do  the  will  of  One  higher 
than  us  all.  He  was  cut  down,  ere  the  temptations  of 
the  world  lured  him  astray  from  the  paths  of  virtue— 
ere  the  blast  of  the  world  had  sullied  his  pure  spirit. 
You  are  a  gainer  by  these  losses,  and  I  have  given  you 
much  credit  in  my  Ledger  on  their  account." 

"  You  have  temptations  innumerable  against  me ; 
it  is  like  lending  me  false  coin." 

"  Yes,"  he  replied ;  "  and  you  may  be  thankful  that 
you  have  resisted  so  many  of  them — and  enabled  me 
to  give  you  so  much  credit  therefor.  They  are  no  base 
coin,  but  the  true  touchstones  of  the  soul— the  test  of 
its  purity.  In  resisting  these,  consists  true  merit— in 
such  curbings  of  the  spirit,  in  such  checking  of  the 
weak  part  of  your  nature,  you  have  come  off  conqueror 
many  times  and  oft ;  and  in  this  have  shown  yoarself 
superior  to  thousands  who  have  borne  the  names  of 
philosophers  and  sages.  I  have  given  you  chances  to 
err,  but  you  turned  away  from  them;  and,  instead  of 
you  being  my  debtor,  I  have  become  yours.  Greatness 
consists  as  much  in  avoiding  errors,  that  have  been 
committed  by  men  since  the  world  begun,  as  in  doing 
great  actions." 

"  You  took  from  me  all  my  fortune— the  accumu- 
lated earnings  of  years  of  toil,  labor  and  sufferings." 

"  Suffering  I  Honor  not  with  that  name  the  rub* 
which  you  get  in  the  war  for  riches.  You  were  reduc- 
ed from  affluence  to  proverty :  was  not  your  soul  wrap- 
ped up  in  the  love  of  gain  ?  Were  not  riches  your  god* 
—your  idol  ?  Did  you  not  often  take  from  others  that 
yon  might  enrich  yourself  ?— I  gave  your  an  oppor- 
tunity to  learn  a  lesson  of  prudence  and  wisdom;  but 
it  passed  unimproved.  You  went  on,  from  day  to  day, 
adding  to  your  almost  exhausted  stock— and  had  I  not 
taken  from  you  what  was  dearer  even  than  life,  you 
would  tremble  now  at  my  account  against  you." 

"  I  am  content,"  I  exclaimed,  "  you  have  dealt  fairly 
with  me.  Strike  the  balance;  if  it  goes  against  me,  I 
am  undone — the  fault  be  at  my  own  door  1" 

"  It  is  done !— I  thought  it  not ;  I  am  your  debtor  to 
a  very  small  amount  1 

"  I  am  then  the  Dun  1  Pray  take  your  own  Time— 
if  you  please,  pass  the  balance  to  my  credit  on  the  new 
page," 

"  No  I  I  must  begin  again  square.  Here  is  my  note,- 
payable  in  Eternity.  When  presented,  I  will  be  there 
to  take  it  up.  It  is  for  a  small  sum ;  but  by  the  time  it 
becomes  due,  when  you,  and  the  nation  of  which  you 
are  a  part,  are  no  more,  it  will  be  trebled,  billion  of 
times,  and  out- value  all  the  possessions  of  this  world." 
So  saying,  he  shut  up  his  Day- Book  and  Ledger,  clasp- 
and  shouldered  them,  and  vanished  like  a  ghost  at  twi- 
light. 


A  man  of  learning,  who  makes  no  use  of  what  he 
knows,  is  lrke  a  cloud  which  gives  no  rain. 

Thb  wisest  of  men,  is  he  who  has  the  most  com* 
plaiaance  for  others. 


TAMINA. 


THB  BELL  AT  GREENWOOD  CEMETERY. 

BT  ABTHUB  UOBBILL. 

Just  within  the  gateway  at  the  entrance  of  Greenwood  Ceme- 
tery, on  Long  Island,  it  erected  a  rustic  tower,  In  which  is 
hung  a  bell  that  it  always  tolled  when  a  funeral  procession 
passes  into  the  lnchMnre. 

A  mournful  office  Is  thine,  old  bell! 
To  ring  forth  naught  but  the  last  sad  knell 
Of  the  coffln'd  worm  as  he  passeth  by— 
And  thou  seemest  to  say,  Ye  all  mast  diet 

No  joyful  peal  doet  thou  ever  ring ; 

But  ever  and  aye,  as  hither  they  bring 

The  dead  to  sleep  }neath  the  "  Greenwood"  tree, 

Thy  voice  is  heard,  pealing  mournfully. 

No  glad  occasion  dost  thou  proclaim— 
Thy  mournful  tone  Is  the  ever  same; 
The  slow  measured  peal,  that  tells  of  wo, 
Such  as  those  who  feel  it  may  only  know. 

Had  thy  tongue  the  power  of  speech,  old  bell, 
Bf  ethlnks  strange  stories  'twould  often  tell — 
How  some  are  brought  hither  with  tear  and  moan, 
While  others  pass  by  unmourn'd,  alone ; 

How  strangers  are  hither  brought  to  sleep, 
Whose  home,  perchance,  was  beyond  the  deep, 
Who,  seeking  our  shore,  came  but  to  die, 
And  here  in  this  hallowed  spot  to  lie. 

How  a  wife  hath  followed  a  husband's  bier, 
How  a  husband  hath  folio  .ved  a  wife  most  dear- 
How  brother  and  sister  have  come  in  turn 
To  shed  a  tear  o'er  a  parent's  urn. 

How  a  father  and  mother,  in  accents  wild, 
Have  bewailed  the  loss  of  a  darling  child ; 
How  a  friend  o'er  a  friend  bath  shed  a  tear, 
As  he  laid  him  down  to  slumber  here. 

How  the  victim  of  sorrow's  ceaseless  smart 
Hath  given  up  life  with  a  willing  heart, 
And  thought  of  this  spot  with  a  smiling  face, 
Glad  at  last  to  find  him  a  resting  place. 

I  wonder  if  thou  dost  ring,  old  bell, 
For  the  rich  man  a  louder,  longer  knell, 
Than  thou  dost  for  the  poor  who  enter  here 
On  the  humble  and  unpretending  bier? 

And  dost  thou  ring  forth  a  peal  less  sad 
For  the  pure  and  the  good  than  for  the  bad  7 
Or  dost  thou  toll  the  same  knell  for  all — 
The  rich  and  the  poor,  the  great  and  small  1 

Oh,  a  mournful  office  Is  thine,  old  bell ! 
To  ring  forth  nought  but  the  last  sad  knell 
Of  the  coffin'd  worm  as  he  passeth  by, 
And  thou  seemest  to  say — Prepare  to  die ! 
Columbian  Magazine/or  September, 
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FBOM  THS  GERMAN. 

"  Ths  last  time  I  looked  on  the  full  moon,"  began 
Colestln,  raising  his  eyes  to  the  luminary  now  rolling 
In  full-orbed  beauty  above  us— "  it  was  through  the 
grated  window  of  an  Italian  monastery,  where  I  was 
seated  with  an  old  monk,  who  was  instructing  me  in 
some  of  the  mysteries  of  nature.  Our  conversation 
tamed  on  the  star  of  night  j  and  ho  told  me  many 


wonderful  things  of  It,  of  which  thousands  do  as*  —an 
dream  i  he  recalled  to  my  memory  a  story  which  1  had 
hoard  sometime  before  1 1  always  feneaed  Uveiymneh, 
and  will  relate  it  to  you. 

"  On  the  summit  of  om  of  tho  highest  mountains  of 
the  moon,  stood  one  of  its  inhabitants,  just  as  ths 
earth  with  its  dimmer  light  was  ascending  the  I 
The  spirit,  whose  form  I  will  not  attempt  to  < 
to  you,  felt  an  ardent  longing  to  visit  the  1 
He  threw  himself  at  the  feet  of  a  being  more  eowetrei 
than  himself,  who  stood  at  his  side,  and  implored  per- 
mission to  wander  awhile  in  the  unknown  world  It 
was  granted  to  him,  yet  not  without  a  solemn  warm- 
ing. Whether,  as  with  us,  words  are  made  use  of  la 
the  moon  to  express  sentiments,  or  whether  some 
other  means  of  conveying  ideas  is  there  employed,  I 
msy  not  teH  you ;  it  is  enough  for  yon  that  whwt  fell 
upon  the  ear  of  the  spirit,  might,  In  our  laagtmae,  at 
thus  expressed : 

" ( You  desire  to  pass  the  bonds  which  separata  as 
from  that  far  distant  world— be  it  so !— Go,  assume  the 
form  of  an  inhabitant  of  the  earth ;  breathe  the  deaas 
atmosphere  which  surrounds  it;  measure  its  hilts  with 
our  giant  cliffs;  mirror  thyself  in  its  waters,  an  ele- 
ment of  which  thou  knowest  nothing  j  mingle  la  Its 
busy  scenes,  snd  share  In  its  pleasures.  Before  thy 
home  has  three  times  described  its  cfarde  around  thee, 
painfully  wHt  thou  feel  that  thou  art  not  in  thy  native 
element :  an  ardent  longing  for  the  land  of  thy  birth 
will  seize  upon  thee,  and  eagerly  wilt  then  strive  to 
return  to  it.  However  alluring  another  star  may  seem 
to  us,  yet  can  we  only  be  happy  there  where  Provi- 
dence has  placed  us.' 

"The  spirit  immediately  descended  to  the  earth,  and 
found  himself  clothed  in  a  human  form,  on  a  moan- 
tain  peak,  from  which  he  looked  for  down  on  the  coun- 
try below ;  here  all  was  new  to  his  eyes.  The  atmos- 
phere which  surrounded  him  was  to  him  what 
would  be  to  us,  that  bodily  frame  which  he  wore  i 
enabled  him  to  breathe  in  it.  Wondering,  he  beheld 
trees  and  plants,  birds  and  reptiles,  the  terrific  will 
beasts  and  the  useful  domestic  animals ;  still  more  was 
he  astonished  at  the  lordly  human  form  which  seemed 
to  tell  him  of  a  kindred  spirit.  He  saw  his  own  image 
reflected  in  the  water,  and  did  not  know  it— and  gated 
with  admiration  on  the  flowing  silver,  to  which  there 
is  nothing  similar  in  his  world  above. 

"  He  commenced  bis  wanderings ;  he  entered  Into 
the  abodes  of  men;  took  part  in  their  occupation,  and 
endeavored  to  participate  in  their  pleasures,  but  ooaM 
not ;  an  invisible  barrier  appeared  ever  to  separate  Um 
from  those  whom  he  approached ;  a  stranger  he  re- 
mained to  them — strangers  were  they  to  him.  Thefr 
tears  and  their  smiles,  their  grief  and  their  joy,  touch- 
ed no  responsive  chord  in  his  heart ;  and  when  they 
would  embrace  him,  their  arms  encircled  only  the 
child  of  the  earth,  not  the  wanderer  from  another 
sphere,  whose  form  was  but  a  borrowed  robe ! 

"  Alone,  amid  rocky  precipices,  he  was  pursuing  his 
toilsome  way,  thinking  upon  the  warning  of  his  wiser 
friend  who  had  granted  his  desire ;  when,  behold,  bis 
home  floated  above  him  with  its  soft  gentle  light ;  he 
would  have  known  it  from  the  quickened  pulses  ct  his 
heart,  even  had  not  its  silver  beams,  so  different  from 
the  ruddy  glare  of  the  earth,  fallen  upon  his  sight 
Low  voices  seemed  to  murmur  around  the  sofitary 
being  and  lull  him  to  repose ;  hfe  brilliant  eyes  closed 
In  slumber  beneath  the  protection  of  the  ftten<fly  light* 


TAMINA. 


"Look,  where  the  sea  then  spreads  itself  glittering 
before  us;  at  the  dark  cliffs  rising  majestically  into  the 
clear  air,  their  lofty  summits  glittering  in  the  moon- 
light ;  what  a  solemn  stillness  seems  to  pervade  all 
nature ;  it  was  on  such  a  night  that  the  youth  fell 
asleep  at  the  foot  of  yon  towering  mountain.  No  hu- 
man being  then  inhabited  the  wilderness ;  the  chamois 
and  the  eagle  were  lords  of  these  solitary  dominions ; 
and  the  streams  that  sang  the  wanderer's  lullaby,  gaz- 
ed with  astonishment  on  the  unusal  apparition.  Their 
song  became  loader}  swiftry  they  pressed  around  him, 
and  eagerly  summoned  their  sisters  to  behold  him  with 
them :  *  come  robed  in  your  waves  of  eHver  bright, 
from  the  deep  sea,  sisters,  to  the  clear  moonlight ;  the 
red-crown  wind  tn  your  locks  of  green,  and  behold 
what  no  water-sprite  has  e'er  seen.' 

"The  sea  heaved,  the  waves  rose  and  fell,  and  bore 
the  slight  forms  of  the  water-spirits  to  the  land.  Tall 
slender  beings,  with  pale  lovely  countenances  and  long 
flowing  hair.  Their  smaller  companions  danced  gaily 
up  to  them,  and  babbling,  led  them  to  the  spot  where 
the  inhabitant  of  the  moon  slumbered.  The  maidens 
gaxed  at  him  with  wonder ;  he  was  ftur  as  painters  re- 
present angels  to  us;  mney  him  so,  and  spare  me  the 
description. 

"There  was  one  among  the  nymphs  of  the  sea,  who 
bore  your  name,  charming  Tamina.  She  who  was 
regarded  by  the  others  as  their  queen,  stood  silent  near 
the  stranger,  while  the  rest,  especially  the  noisy  brooks, 
prattled  incessantly.  Slowly  she  let  fall  on  his  head  a 
wreath  of  white  water  lilies,  whose  delicate  perfume 
brings  pleasant  dreams,  and  rejoiced  when  she  saw  a 
smile  spread  itself  over  his  countenance.  Quite  lost 
in  the  contemplation  of  Mm ;  as  her  cold  heart  gradu- 
ally warmed,  she  felt  as  does  the  frozen  stream  when 
the  sunbeams  kiss  it  and  impart  to  it  a  portion  of  their 
heat. 

"The  rivulets  now  prepared  to  depart,  bidding  each 
*§her  farewell    *  Sisters,  will  you  not  remain  longer  V 

41 '  No,  we  haste  away  to  the  eagle's  seat,  our  place 
1ft  there  in  the  sultry  heat,  from  the  highest  peakeuT- 
eelvee  we  throw,  to  cool  the  glass  in  the  land  below.' 

MIThe  meadows  are  calling,  I  hear  their  warning, 
Jar  I,1  said  a  nymph,  *  am  the  dew  of  the  morning.' 

'<  *  And  1/  said  a  brook,  'on  the  mountain's  height, 
each  morn  to  the  sun  hold  a  mirror  bright;  if  his  glit- 
tering mirror  here  idling  stays,  how  can  PhsBbus  ar- 
range his  crown  of  rays  V 

"  'I,'  murmured  another,  'with  my  nil  awake, and 
bid  Echo  her  obstinate  silence  break ;  she  would  slum- 
ber all  day  in  her  rooty  oaves,  if  she  heard  not  the 
Teasing  sound  of  my  wares.' 

44  So  saying,  they  ail  asperated ;  then*  forms  appear- 
ed to  vanish  into  the  mist,  and  the  sound  of  their 
"voices  became  Mister.  The  sleeper  asoved.  One  of 
the  nymphs  proclaimed  that  it  was  time  to  return  to  the 
see, 

14 'Away,  ye  daughters  of  ocean  foam,  the  dawn 
-eoates  on,  swift  wears  the  Bight;  now  quickly  speed  to 
Jponr  watery  home,  and  bide  yourselves  ere  the  morn- 
ing's light.  For  wo  have  no  power  but  'neath  the 
•mvesi  far  off  in  the  deep  oar  race  had  birth  j  we  rale 
at  will  in  our  coral  oaves,  but  here,  might  be  scorned  by 
*  child  of  earth.  To  us  in  the  realm  of  air  there's 
AMh,eer  forms  dissolve  la  the  morning's  breath.  In 
the  sea  now  the  moon  her  broad  disk  laves  then 
•away,  away  to  your  ocean  eavea  P 

"The sprites  obeyed  the  oonamand;  theyhaettned 


to  the  sea  and  disappeared  beneath  the  waves.  Ta- 
mlna  alone  raised  her  crowned  head  above  the  water, 
and  began  a  low  song,  soft  and  mournful  as  the  whis- 
pering of  the  wind  among  the  tall  fits.  The  youth 
awoke  with  a  confused  remembrance  of  delightful 
dreams.  The  crown  which  he  bad  received  from  the 
water-nymph  bad  filled  his  heart  with  an  ardent  love, 
but  the  object  of  it  had  vanished  with  his  dream,  and 
could  not  be  recalled  to  his  waking  senses.  A  melt- 
ing sound  was  yet  ringing  in  his  ear  like  a  call  from 
his  distant  home;  he  followed  it,  and  it  led  him  to  the 
shore  of  the  sea. 

" '  What  is  that?'  cried  be  with  rapture,  as  he  be- 
held at  his  feet  the  moon  floating  in  the  wavy  mirror 
— 'art  thou  so  near  me  beloved  home?  and  are  say 
wanderings  in  this  strange  world  at  an  end  ?  My  long- 
ing has  brought  back  to  me  my  beloved  star,  which  I 
never  should  have  feft ;  take  me  again ;  I  return  wiser. 
Providence  aaigos  to  every  being  his  proper  sphess ; 
all  the  allurements  of  strange  worlds  are  too  weak  to 
compensate  the  exile  for  banishment  from  his  minor 
land.' 

"The  listening  nymphs  rose  from  the  water  when 
they  heard  the  step  of  the  wanderer ;  they  saw  him 
spread  out  his  arms  and  plunge  Into  the  sea  i  they 
saw  their  servants,  the  wavee,  seise  upon  him,  and 
hastened  to  free  him  from  their  power.  Gently  they 
carried  him  down  through  crystal  palaces,  where,  rest- 
ing on  beautiful  creeping  plants,  thousands  of  UtrJe 
water  sprites  waited  to  receive  their  commands.  They 
were  ordered  instantly  to  form  a  grotto,  where  the 
stranger  might  exist  as  In  the  upper  air.  '  Hasten  1* 
they  said !  '  let  the  walls  be  of  shells,  and  pearl,  and 
coral ;  and  the  floor  of  gold  sand ;  gather  the  rays  of 
light  from  the  waters  above,  and  prison  them  within 
it ;  spresd  yourselves  then  before  the  door  like  a  veilr 
and  guard  the  entrance  against  all  prying  sprites.' 

"  When  the  grotto  waa  completed,  the  youth  awoke 
from  his  lethargy,  and  beheld  at  hie  aide  a  being 
whose  etherkl  beauty  quite  drove  from  his  moatoty 
all  others. 

"  Tamina  now  exerted  her  utmost  power  to  fix  the 
wanderer  securely  in  the  snare  ahe  had  woven  around 
him;  deserting  altogether  her  sisters, she  never  loft 
him;  her  sweet  song  charmed  his  ear ;  her  gentle  fin- 
gers wove  for  him  garlands  of  fragrant  flowers;  she 
taught  him  the  secrets  of  the  world  beneath  the  wa- 
ters. Passion  had  warmed  her  icy  heart;  she  loved 
him  as  might  a  mortal  maiden, fondly  and  truly;  and 
only  prised  her  power  and  beauty  for  his  sake.  The 
youth,  intoxicated  by  love  and  her  enchantments, 
thought  no  longer  of  his  home,  the  grotto  was  hie 
world,  her  bine  eyes  the  only  star  be  cared  to  look 
upon. 

"  So  passed  weeks  away ;  the  moon  had  once  de- 
scribed its  circle,  and  again  silvered  the  smooth  waves 
over  the  abodo  of  love.  Tamina  was  at  the  feet  of  her 
beloved,  her  long  green  locks  floating  on  the  golden 
floor,  when  there  wee  a  knocking  heard  without,  and 
two  of  her  attendants,  small  bubbling  springs,  entered! 
and  thus  spoke—'  My  sovereign  queen,  the  water-tall, 
thine  ancient  liegemen  and  vassal,  last  night  wish 
more  then  wonted  rear,  a  fragment  from  the  mountain 
tore,  and  In  the  gap  his  power  had  made,  to  carry  off* 
brook  essayed  t  united  new  they  come  before  thee, 
humbly  for  pardon  to  implore  thee.  A  modest  spring, 
too,  makea  request,  that  thou  wouldst  Issue  thy  be* 
heat,  that  he  with  anjph ur  and  Ires  Uabuea\f4ihpow. 
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er  to  heal  human  ill  be  Indued.  You  may  float  above 
for  the  sea  is  light,  like  diamonds  it  gleams  in  the 
moonshine  bright ;  and  in  frolic  mood  'neath  the  silver 
ray,  gaily  the  tiny  waves  dance  and  play.' 

"  'Take  me  with  thee,  Tamina,'  entreated  the  youth, 
-as  she  slowly  arose.  Mournfully  she  raised  her  eyes 
to  his,  for  a  sad  foreboding  seized  upon  her ;  yet  she 
could  not  refuse  any  of  his  wishes,  and  the  attendant 
sprites  were  commanded  to  bear  him  where  he  desired. 
Hardly  had  he  lost  sight  of  the  nymph  and  gained  the 
upper  surface  of  the  water,  when  the  spell  that  had  so 
long  bound  him  was  broken.  In  a  moment  he  appear- 
ed to  know  himself  again ;  the  love  for  the  being 
whose  nature  was  so  foreign  to  his  own,  seemed  to 
feim  like  a  wild  dream.  Over  him  floated  the  crystal 
mirror  of  the  seas ;  with  beams  of  love  the  moon  again 
shone  on  him,  and  his  longing  returned  anew  for  his 
native  star.  '  Raise  me  still  higher,1  he  commanded 
<  the  sprites,  and  murmuring  they  obeyed  him.  He 
■breathed  the  air;  he  reached  the  shore,  and  in  a  mo- 
ment stood  on  firm  ground.  The  moon  went  down 
—the  sun  rose— he  strayed  about  among  rocks  and 
precipices ;  he  wandered  the  whole  day  long,  and  en- 
-deavored  in  vain  to  escape  from  a  persecution  which 
everywhere  checked  his  steps.  Wherever  he  went, 
which  ever  way  he  moved,  there  burst  forth  a  bubbling 
spring,  and  its  gurgling  sound  seemed  ever  to  say  to 
him,  in  Tamina's  imploring  voice—1  return  I'  He  has- 
tened his  steps  and  plunged  into  the  forest,  but  still 
that  trembling  tone  sounded  in  his  ear— '  return  V 

11  As  the  sun's  last  rays  disappeared  behind  the  moun- 
tains, the  water- sprites  gained  their  misty  forms,  and 
the  rising  moon  showed  him  Tamina's  pale  counte- 
nance.   *  Return !*  she  whispered,  and  the  youth  turn- 
ed once  more  to  gaze  on  her  before  he  departed  forever. 
'Cease  to  persecute  me,  strange  maiden,1  said  he; 
'only  a  sweet  delusion  kept  me  in  thy  power;  I  can- 
not live  for  thee.  I  belong  not  to  this  earth— there,  in 
that  brilliant  globe,  whose  light  now  shines  upon  us, 
Is  my  home— to  it  I  return.    I  do  not  deceive  myself 
by  false  hopes ;  from  yon  mountain's  height  I  shall  be 
taken  up  to  my  father  land,  and  henceforth  my  wan- 
derings will  be  but  a  dream :'    He  turned  and  aacend- 
.  ad— rather  floating  than  walking— that  glacier  from 
•  which  yon  now  see  the  Tamina  flow.    The  nymph 
followed  him  closely,  but  in  vain ;  and,  unable  to  re- 
turn to  her  kingdom  that  she  had  left,  despairingly  she 
flung  herself  from  the  mountain ;  hating  the  light  of 
the  sun  she  sought  the  wildest  paths,  and  rushed  into 
the  deepest  chasms.    Between  high  precipitous  rocks, 
far  below  mortal  sight,  she  flowed  on ;  and  the  shud- 
dering, which  at  the  sound  of  her  voice  in  those  deep 
.shades  and  in  the  benumbing  air,  seizes  upon  the  tra- 
veler, is  a  spell  which  the  sorrows  of  the  nymph  has 
.  left  there.    Yet  soon  her  longing  to  behold  the  abode 
of  her  beloved  drew  her  into  the  light,  and  she  flowed 
as  tributary  to  a  mors  powerful  stream,  to  the  sea. 
:Here,  in  serene  nigh  is,  she  looks  up  to  the  moon,  and 
.'endeavors  again  to  draw  him  toward  her,  but  can  ne- 
,  ver  allure  him  from  his  home  above. 

"  It  is  her  love  which  raises  the  water  beneath  the 
.noon's  beams ;  when  she  strives  with  eager  desire  to 
.  reach  her  beloved,  and  then  despairingly  draws  back 
t  again,  men  call  it  ebb  and  flood ;  and  Tamina's  never- 
t«easiog  tears  are  the  pearls  which  mortals  gather  from 
iha  depths  of  the  ocean." 


Avarice  la  the  ehastlssmeat  of  the  rich. 


6TA.NZA8  TO  . 

BT  JOHH  Z1IIX. 

I  paced  the  deck  at  dead  of  night, 
Darkness  draped  the  land  and  sea ; 

One  star  alone  shone  true  and  bright, 
That  star  resembled  thee. 

Like  thee,  it  lit  up  many  a  scene 
Which  else  were  dark  and  drear; 

Like  thee,  in  majesty  serene, 
It  moved,  cold,  calm  and  clear. 

A  cloud,  which  o'er  its  pathway  swept, 
Look'd  bright  in  strong  relief; 

And  I  have  felt,  when  Mary  wept, 
How  beautiful  was  grief. 

It  struggled  through,  snd  there  it  shone 

With  every  ray  revealed ; 
I  silent  gazed,  and  thought  of  one 

Whose  features  death  had  sealed. 

It  was  a  "bright  peculiar  star," 
Like  that  which  lights  the  pole— 

I  thought  of  one  dear  friend  alar, 
Whose  beauties  filled  my  soul. 

Oh,  woman's  truth,  it  is  a  ray, 
A  star  with  beauty  beaming— 

A  light  to  cheer  the  darkest  day— 
Of  Mary  I  was  dreaming. 

And  woman's  form,  it  star-like  glows, 

As  if  an  angel  kiae'd  her; 
And  one  bright  form  before  me  rose, 

I  thought  of  thee,  my  sister  1 
For  the  Rower— Brooklyn,  L.  /.,  A«fgv,1844. 


Literary  Character  of  the  Times. 

"But  one  of  the  most  marked  tendencies  of  In- 
tellect in  the  present  day  is  to  occupy  itself  only 
with  the  subject,  the  news,  the  knowledge,  the  ttteia- 
ture  of  the  moment  Probably  near  one  hundred  times 
the  reading  is  now  done  that  was  done  fifty  years 
ago.  But,  as  the  circulating  sense,  like  the  circu- 
lating coin  of  the  world,  can  vary  but  little  from  cen- 
tury to  century,  unless  some  great  new  Amerkan 
mines  of  thought,  as  well  ss  of  the  precious  metals, 
were  discovered,  this  excess  of  reading,  like  a  vast  ad- 
dition of  paper  currency,  really  makes  us  no  wiser ;  on 
the  contrary,  (to  pursue  our  illustration,  which  mast 
be  a  good  one,  so  like  have  the  two  things  been  held 
ever  since  Solomon's  time,)  as,  by  a  great  issue  of  pa- 
per money,  specie  itself  is  brought  down  to  the  same 
value  so  long  as  both  pass— so  of  sense;  being  for  the 
time,  under  the  laws  of  controvertibility,  no  better  than 
nonsense,  a  large  part  of  its  value  it  lost.  In  New 
York  probably  about  the  same  quantity  of  milk  is  now 
consumed  as  was  fifty  years  ago  by  one  fourth  of  its 
present  population;  and  though  by  dint  of  adultera- 
tion, one  quart  is  made  into  four,  it  may  be  doubted 
whether  each  inhabitant's  proportion  of  the  liquid  thas 
adulterated,  can  do  him  one  quarter  the  good  that  pass 
milk  would  So.  Nay,  Were  he,  with  a  prodigious  dis- 
tention of  stomach,  to  do  as  oar  readers  now  do,  and 
swaHow  a  quadruple  allowance,  would  that  mend  the 
m*ntxV—CorTc*pondcna  Nat,  IntiMgenccr. 

The  above  paragraph  contains  the  plausible  objss 
dens  to  the  Iheratare  and  scholarship  of  the  present 
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day.  It  is,  that  knowledge  is  defused— literature  cur- 
rent,  but  that  we  have  not  gained  anything ;  we  have 
only  diluUd  it  for  the  accommodation  of  a  greater  num- 
ber. This  is  very  plausible,  but  it  is  a  great  mistake. 
In  the  first  place,  the  illustration*  used  are  entirely 
false.  New  York  city  gets  now  better,  and  purer,  and 
cheaper  milk  than  it  ever  did,  in  consequence  of  one  of 
these  diffusible  ideas  of  this  age— a  railroad,  which 
brings  tens  of  thousands  of  quarts  daily  from  the  fresh 
dairies  of  Orange  County.  Now,  take  this  single  idea 
of  rf  railroad,  and  tell  us,  if  you  can,  what  idea  in  all 
the  Greek  philosophy  was  equal  to  it?  If  there  had 
been  a  hundred  Platos,  and  all  merged  into  one,  all 
their  philosophy  would  not  have  been  worth  to  the 
million  what  a  railroad  is. 

This  "excess  of  reading,"  says  our  Solon,  "really 
makes  us  no  wiser."  Suppose  that  we  had  it  not, 
that  we  abolished  all  books,  since  the  middle  ages, 
what  ideas  would  any  of  us  have  of  things  about  us  7 
No  steamboat— no  railroad— no  Daguerreotype— no 
M'Adam  road— no  Morse's  telegraph— no  American 
Revolution— no  Napoleon— no  Bible  Societies— no 
missionaries— no  schools — no  anything  that  is  going 
on  around ;  for  these  things  are  all  learned  in  news- 
papers and  current  literature.  These  ideas  are  all  new 
ideas— ideas  that  Achimedes  and  Plato  would  have 
given  worlds,  if  they  had  them,  to  have  known.  Call 
you  this  living  on  milk  and  water?  The  rules  of  du- 
ty and  conduct,  it  is  true,  never  vary.  They  are  con- 
tained in  the  Ten  Commandments  and  Solomon's 
Proverbs.  But  what  have  they  to  do,  in  this  connection, 
with  the  progress  of  science  and  literature  ? 

We  have  an  American  mint  of  thought,  and  it  seems, 
from  the  European  criticisms  and  discussions  upon  it, 
a  very  suggestive  one.  Our  new  system  of  govern- 
ment is  a  mine  of  thought.  Our  whole  national  life  is 
a  novelty.  It  is  not  described  or  accounted  for  in  any 
book  of  ancient  or  modern  philosophy.  It  is  the  sci- 
ence of  government  reduced  to  practice— the  philoso- 
phy of  liberty  illustrated  by  example. 

Is  there  nothing  new  in  this?  If  there  was  really 
no  such  thing  as  a  new  "  circulating  sense"  now,  most 
hopeless  would  be  the  condition  of  poor  mortals  on  the 
highway  of  life  now-a-days :  a  man  with  the  old  "  cir- 
culating sense"  would  be  mobbed  at  once  for  differing 
from  the  sovereign  people,  and  mashed,  like  a  cow  by 
a  railroad  car  because  she  did  not  know  it  went  so 
fast  What  prepares  a  man,  being  on  his  farm,  to  per- 
ceive and  understand  all  these  new  evolutions  on  the 
surface  of  the  earth,  as  if  he  was  present  in  eyery  ac- 
tion ?    A  newspaper. — Cincinnati  Chronicle, 


THE  LORD  OP  THE  HILL8. 

FROM   THX    OEBUA.N. 

I*  the  deepest  recesses  of  the  Silesian  mountains, 
there  lived  in  former  days,  and  yet  lives,  if  the  old 
women  in  the  neighborhood  are  to  be  believed,  a  gnome 
or  mountain-spirit,  known  by  the  title  of  the  Lord  of 
the  Hills,  or  more  commonly  by  the  familiar  nickname 
of  Rubezahl.  He  dwells  in  the  centre  of  a  huge  clhT, 
•nd  u  is  given  to  no  mortal  eye  to  detect  the  entrance 
to  his  palace.  Here  he  is  surrounded  by  countless 
treasures,  a  part  of  whieh  sometimes  falls  to  the  share 
°f  •ome  favored  mortal,  when  he  happens  to  meet  the 
Lord  of  the  Hills  In  good  humor.  For  he  it  remarked, 
°*r  gnome,  like  many  a  rich  old  bachelor  among  our- 
'^^sisooMwhatesprieleusaiHlhumorsomo.    Moot 


especially  does  he  dislike  the  nickname  of  Rubezahl, 
and  seldom  fails  to  read  a  sharp  lesson  of  politeness 
to  any  one  who  is  ill-bred  enough  to  use  it  in  his  hear- 
ing. We  may  hereafter  notice  some  of  the  tiicks  plsy- 
ed  by  him  in  his  fits  of  ill-humor,  but  our  present  story 
is  one  in  which  bis  spiritual  lordship  will  appear  in  a 
more  favorable  light. 

A  rich  old  hunks,  who  lived  near  the  mountains, 
once  deprived  bis  poor  neighbor  of  bis  only  wealth, 
his  house  and  little  farm  by  legal  robbery.  The  land 
went  to  the  plain  tiff,  the  stock  was  taken  by  the  offi- 
cers of  the  court  to  pay  their  fees,  and  he  had  nothing- 
left  in  the  wide  world  but  a  sickly  wife  and  half  a  do- 
zen crying  children.  It  pierced  his  very  heart  when 
he  heard  them  moaning  and  crying  for  bread.  *'If 
we  had  only  a  hundred  dollars,"  said  he  to  his  wife, 
"  we  should  not  suffer.  We  could  leave  this  place 
and  hire  a  good  farm  somewhere  else.  You  have 
more  than  one  wealthy  relation  the  other  side  of  the 
mountain ;  I  will  go  to  them  at  once,  and  tell  them, 
our  pitiful  situation t  perhapa  someone  of  them  will 
be  kind  hearted  enough  to  lend  us  the  sum  we  want." 
His  feeble,  broken-spirited  wife  did  not  share  in  these 
hopes,  but  agreed  to  her  husband's  plan,  as  she  had 
none  better  to  offer.  Her  husband  by  break  of  day 
girt  his  loins  for  the  journey,  and  took  the  crust  of 
his  last  loaf  to  satisfy  his  hunger  on  the  road.  Weary 
and  faint  under  the  heat  of  the  day  he  crossed  the 
ridge,  and  at  nightfall  reached  the  village  where  bis 
wife's  wealthy  kinsmen  resided,  but  not  one  of  them 
would  recognize  him  or  give  him  shelter  for  the  night. 
When  he  complained  of  his  miserable  condition,  the 
only  consolation  he  got  was,  "  wilful  waste  makes 
woful  want,"  or  some  proverb  equally  charitable.  He 
had  no  money  to  pay  for  a  bed  at  the  inn,  and  was 
forced  to  spend  the  night  in  the  fields.  Here  he  lay 
and  watched  for  the  break  of  day  to  resume  his  sad 
journey. 

As  he  clambered  toilsomely  up  the  mountain,  grief 
and  want  pressed  upon  him  so  sorely,  that  he  was  al- 
most desperate.  "Two  days'  wages  lost,"  thought 
he,  "broken  down  by  hunger  and  travel,  and  no  hope 
left,  none  1  What  wilt  thou  say  to  thy  wife  and  help- 
less little  ones,  when  they  stretch  out  their  hands 
when  they  see  thee  coming,  and  cry,  give  us  bread  I 
Let  me  die  at  once  rather  than  meet  them  empty- 
handed!"  Saying  thus,  the  poor  man  flung  himself 
down  on  the  grass,  and  wept  as  though  he  never 
would  cease.  But  as  .hope  is  always  highest  in  our 
greatest  extremity,  so  a  ray  of  light  beamed  on  his 
darkness  of  mind.  He  remembered  that  he  was  in 
the  dominions  of  the  Lord  of  the  Hill,  and  called  to 
mind  all  the  wild  stories  he  had  heard  of  his  great 
wealth  and  capricious  bounty.  He  knew  that  the 
powerful  ppirit  liked  not  to  be  called  by  his  nickname, 
but  he  knew  of  no  other  to  give  him,  so  he  began  to 
shout  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  Rubezahl  t  Rubezahl  I 

Soon  a  figure  appeared  before  him,  In  shape  like  a 
brawny  charcoal-burner  of  the  mountains,  with  a  red 
beard  that  reached  down  to  his  girdle,  fixed  and  fiery 
eyes,  and  armed  with  a  club  like  a  weaver's  beam, 
which  he  poised  in  the  air,  as  though  he  meant  to 
crash  with  it  the  rash  mortal  who  had  dared  insult 
him. 

"  Pardon  me,  Sir  Rabezahl,"  said  Vett,  with  the: 
boldness  of  despair,  "  excuse  me  If  I  did  not  call  yen- 
by  your  right  name,  only  hear  what  I  have  to  say,  andi 
then  do  as  you  please  with  me."  . 
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The  sadness  of  the  man's  address  somewhat  sooth- 
ed the  anger  of  the  spirit  who  let  his  club  sink  to  the 
ground  and  asked  him—11  Worm  of  the  earth,  how  da- 
rest  thou  to  disturb  me  1  Knowest  thou  not  that  thy 
Hie  must  pay  the  forfeit  of  thy  rashness  V1 

"  Sir,"  answered  Veit,  * *  necessity  drove  me  to  yon. 
I  hare  a  favor  to  ask  of  you,  which  you  can  easily  grant 
me.  Lend  me  a  hundred  dollars,  and  I  will  pay  thee 
hack  in  three  years,  with  lawful  interest,  as  true  as 
Fm  an  honest  man." 

The  spirit  exclaimed— "  Fool  1  do  you  take  me  for 
an  usurer,  that  lends  out  his  money  at  interest  ?  Go 
to  thy  fellow-men,  and  borrow  of  them  what  you 


"  Alas !"  sighed  Veit,  "  there  is  no  fellow-ship  lon- 
ger among  men,"  and  then  he  told  him  the  whole  story 
of  his  poverty  and  troubles,  in  so  moving  a  manner  as 
to  excite  the  compassion  of  the  spirit,  who  besides 
found  the  man's  straightforward  request  for  a  loan 
so  mw  and  strange,  that  it  tickled  him.  He  told  Veit 
to  follow  him,  and  led  the  way  through  the  woods  to 
a  perpendicular  mass  of  rock.  Here  he  found  a  nar- 
row entrance,  hidden  by  the  bushes,  into  which  he 
plunged,  not  without  fear  and  trembling.  As  he  crept 
on,  the  opening  enlarged,  and  finally  opened  into  a 
spacious  cavern,  lighted  by  a  self-fed  flame  that  hung 
unattached  In  mid  air.  Bat  what  pleased  him  most 
was  to  see  a  huge  iron  cheat  standing  against  the  wall, 
filled  to  the  brim  with  silver  dollars. 

"Take  whatever  thou  needest;"  said  the  spirit, 
11  and  give  me  an  acknowledgment  of  the  debt."  Veit 
counted  out  hie  hundred  doHars  honestly,  while  Rube- 
lahl  brought  out  writing  materials  from  a  corner.  He 
wrote  a  promise  to  pay  him  the  money  in  three  years, 
with  interest,  In  the  beet  form  he  could,  which  the 
gnome  deposited  in  his  huge  chest. 

••  And,  now,  my  friend,"  said  he,  "go  thy  ways,  and 
make  a  good  use  of  thy  money.  Do  not  forget  that 
you  are  my  debtor,  and  take  good  note  of  the  entrance 
to  the  cavern.  At  the  end  of  the  third  year  I  shall  ex- 
pect to  be  paid  principal  and  interest  i  I  am  strict  in 
all  my  dealings,  and  if  I  am  not  paid,  will  demand  my 
money  roughly."  Veit  promised  to  make  punctual 
payment,  and  went  on  his  way  rejoicing. 

The  heavy  weight  of  silver  he  carried  In  his  pockets 
teemed  to  make  him  lighter  instead  of  heavier.  With 
a  joyful  heart  he  hurried  homeward,  and  reached  his 
hut  just  at  night-foil.  His  starving  little  onea  moaned 
when  they  saw  him  approach,  and  cried,  bread !  bread! 
and  his  wife,  who  sat  weeping  In  a  corner,  had  no  heart 
to  go  to  meet  him.  He  bade  her  to  make  a  fire  and 
prepare  supper,  and  flung  one  of  the  spirit's  dollars  on 
the  table.  Like  a  prudent  husband,  he  did  not  judge 
it  fit  to  share  so  strange  a  secret  with  his  wife,  but  told 
her  that  the  money  came  from  her  relatives,  who  had 
received  him  with  the  otmost  kindness,  and  lent  him 
enough  to  begin  the  world  anew  with.  The  good 
dime  felt  no  little  pride  in  the  liberality  of  her  kinsmen, 
and  toot  good  care  to  makek  known  to  her  neighbors. 
IWt  batoned  in  siltnoe,  and  only  thought  of  mailing  a 
a^ed  use  of  his  unexpected  treasure.  He  hired  a  little 
house  and  garden,  and  worked  early  and  late.  There 
mast  have  been  magic  in  Rubezahl'*  money  for  every- 
thing he  touched  turned  to  gold.  In  leas  than  three 
jamre  he  was  the  owner  of  a  house  he  hired,  and  of 
amy  a  good  nor*  beside,  he  also  rented  a  large  form 
la  the  am^hathotdt  m  a  word,  ha  was  already  looked 
up  to  in  the  vMags  as  a  iiiaa  well-to-do  in  the  world. 


Meantime  the  time  of  payment  arrived.  Veit  heft 
so  much  cash  lying  by  him,  that  he  could  easily  apart 
the  amount  of  the  debt.  He  counted  it  carefully  oat, 
principal  and  Interest,  and  tied  it  up  in  a  neat  little 
bag.  Next  he  told  his  wife  to  put  on  her  bran  new 
Sunday  kirtle,  which  she  had  never  yet  worn,  and  to 
dress  the  children  in  their  best,  and  get  ready  for  a  rids 
in  the  wagon.  His  better  half  did  not  understand  the 
meaning  of  all  this  preparation,  and  was  curious  to 
know  where  he  meant  to  take  them,  so  he  told  her  he 
was  going  to  visit  her  kinsmen  beyond  the  mountains, 
and  to  pay  his  debts  to  the  kind  friend  who,  three 
years  before,  had  relieved  them  in  their  necessities. 
She  was  delighted  at  the  idea  of  showing  off  her  wealth 
to  the  relations  who  had  known  her  poverty,  dressed 
herself  out  in  all  her  finery  and  little  ornaments,  and  a 
team  of  stout  horses  carried  them  rapidly  along  the 
road  to  the  mountains.  When  they  came  to  an  as- 
cending aide-path,  about  half  way  up,  he  stopped  the 
horses,  descended,  and  bade  his  wife  and  children  to 
do  the  like,  and  ordered  his  servant  to  drive  slowty  op 
the  hill,  and  wait  for  them  at  the  top.  He  then  plung- 
ed into  the  wood,  and  seemed  to  be  looking  about  him 
for  some  landmark.  He  found  It  at  last,  and  gather- 
ing his  family  around  him,  told  them  for  the  first  time 
that  they  were  indebted  for  their  good  fortune  not  to 
her  hard-hearted  and  unfeeling  kinsmen,  but  to  the 
spirit  of  the  mountain,  who  lived  in  that  rock,  and 
who  would  expect  to  receive  his  money  that  day.  The 
woman  trembled  when  she  heard  the  name  of  the 
much-dreaded  spirit,  and  begged  her  husband  with 
tears  not  to  venture  a  second  time  into  the  cavern. 
The  children,  too,  wept  and  hid  behind  their  mother, 
and  begged  papa  not  to  let  Rubezahl  catch  them.  Veit 
was,  however,  a  man  of  his  word,  and  forced  his  way 
through  the  thick  underwood  to  the  place  where  he 
had  entered  the  cavern.  He  found  the  old  Wasted  oak 
that  marked  the  spot  three  years  before,  but  no  signs 
of  any  opening,  nothing  but  a  dead  wall  of  rock.  He 
tried  to  effect  an  entrance  by  every  means  In  his 
power;  he  took  up  a  stone  and  knocked  heavily  against 
the  rock,  pulled  out  the  bag  of  money  and  rattled  the 
dollars,  laughed  and  shouted  at  the  top  of  hla  voice— 
11  Spirit  of  the  hill,  here  is  thy  money,"  but  Rubezahl 
was  neither  to  be  seen  nor  heard.  He  wax  uneasy  in, 
mind,  that  he  was  thus  prevented  from  paying  his 
debt  punctually,  and  sat  down  on  a  atone  by  the  road- 
side, thinking  what  was  best  to  be  done.  He  remem- 
bered his  first  interview  with  the  spirit,  and  deter- 
mined to  call  on  him  again  by  his  odious  nickname, 
and  ahouted  Rubezahl  1  Rubezahl!  but  all  in  vain. 
Nothing  remained  but  to  turn  to  their  homes,  and 
father  Veit  paced  the  road  In  perplexity  and  disappoint- 
ment. As  they  trudged  along,  a  gentle  breeze  came 
from  the  woods,  which  chased  the  acorns  and  brown 
leave*  along  the  road,  and  raised  the  dust  in  Htsfe  ed- 
dies. TWs  delighted  the  children,  and  they  ran  of"  m 
pursuit  of  the  leaves  and  sticks  that  were  blown  about 
by  the  wind.  A  piece  of  paper  was  wafted  oat  of  thai 
woods  along  with  them,  to  which  one  of  the  little  one* 
gave  chase,  and  caught  as  he  would  a  buttavfly,  by 
fliogiog  hie  hat  over  it.  He  handed  it  to  hm  hthaty 
who  found  that  it  was  the  paper  he  had  given  Ras> 
esahil  at  the  bottom  of  it  wan  written,  u  Received  pay- 
ment in  full"  Veit  would  have  given  m« 
debt  for  an  opportunity  to  thank  hla  geaesoo*  I 
tor  for  all  his  goodness,  but  aa  be  obstinately  j 
i*  ratntiAing  invisible,  he  could  only  teas*  him  ftx> 
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heart.  Heretun^home  joyfully,  labored  ami  proeper- 
ed,  grew  rich  and  honored,  and  remained  an  honeat 
man  to  the  day  of  hie  death." 


I'LL  THINK  OF  THEE. 

TO  B.  J.  T.,  OP  8.  C 

I'll  think  of  thee  when  morning's  sun 

First  gild*  the  eastern  sky, 
And  bids  me  rise  and  pay  my  vow 

To  Him  who  rules  on  high. 
I'll  think  of  thee  as  low  before 

His  throne  I  bend  the  knee, 
To  render  thanks  for  mercies  past — 

A  blessing  ask  on  thee. 

I'll  think  of  thee  'mid  toil  and  care 

With  which  this  life  is  fraught; 
And  turn  aside  from  busy  crowd 

To  some  sequesterM  spot, 
Where  spirits  pure  may  wander  forth 

As  evening  breezes,  free ; 
And  there,  unseen,  unheard,  P1I  breathe 

A  prayer  sincere  for  thee. 

I'll  think  ef  thee  when  Sol's  last  my 

In  beauty  tints  the  clouds 
When  daylight  fades,  and  dies,  enrap'd 

In  twilight's  silvery  shroud. 
I'll  think  of  thee  as  now  I  kneel 

Again  at  evening's  shrine, 
Another  bieesiog  crave  from  Him 

On  thee,  fish  one,  and  thine. 

I'll  think  of  thee  aa  now  I  close 

My  eyes  in  slumber  sweet; 
Though  far  away,  yet  thou  art  near, 

For  now  in  dreams  we  meet — 
In  dreams  we  meet  as  oft  we've  met, 

In  dreams  I  see  thee  now, 
As  when  the  day  we  met  and  seaTd 

With  holy  kiss,  our  vow. 

FH  think  of  thee.    With  latest  breath 

To  Him  I'll  breathe  a  prayer, 
To  guard  thy  heart  from  error's  path, 

Thy  feet  from  every  snare. 
Full  well  I  know  thy  heart  is  pure, 

Thy  love  from  doubt  is  free; 
And  Hope's  bright  beams  shall  light  my  way 

To  happiness  and  thee.  E. 

Fbr  the  Rover— Povghkeepti*,  N.  Y.,  Aug.,  1844. 
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RACE. 
A*  article  in  the  first  number  ef  the  North  British 
Beview  has  recently  appeared,  ascribed  to  Dr.  Pyre 
Smyth.  It  brings  before  as  some  striking  nets  and 
eetemn  reasoning  on  the  various  ereadone  which  phi- 
lssophsrs  supposed  to  have  preceded  the  formation  of 
nsen.  The  doctor  refers  to  the  memoir  read  by  Cuvier 
la  lift,  at  the  first  sitting  of  the  National  Institute, 
"«*  the  species  of  fossil  elephants,  ceuspared  with 
string  species,"  In  which  he  demonstrates  that  the 
fiftaaal  elephant  differ*  from  all  living  spades,  and  that 
Si  la  an  extinct  spedee,  now  lost.  He  undertook  to 
piuwe  the  Hke  with  respect  to  ether  animals.  "  May 
w*  set,"  said  be,  "why  we  find  so  many  remeios  ef 


can  rank  among  the  species  which  we  know  1  We 
may  see  how  probable  it  is  that  they  have  all  belonged 
to  the  beings  of  a  world  anterior  to  ours— to  beings 
destroyed  by  revolutions  of  the  earth,  and  to  beings 
which  have  been  replaced  by  existing  species." 

Surrounded  by  the  txxeciat  of  former  creations,  the 
task  assigned  to  Cuvier,  the  article  goes  on  to  state, 
was  to  restore  the  fragments  to  their  former  positions. 
By  great  labor,  he  succeeded  in  tracing  their  connec- 
tion, and  re-established  168  vertebral  animals,  which 
form  fifty  distinct  generations,  of  which  fifteen  are 
entirely  new;  and  reckoning  the  additions  which  has 
since  been  made,  there  is  reason  to  believe  that  the 
species  of  extinct  animals  are  more  numerous  than  the 
living  ones. 

But  Cuvier,  found  that  the  differences  of  structure 
between  fossil  and  recent  animals  increase  with  the 
age  of  the  deposit  in  which  the  former  are  found,  and 
that  these  differences  mark  the  age  of  the  deposits 
themselves.  As  the  primitive  rocks  exhibit  no  traces 
of  plants  or  animals,  "he  concluded  that  there  was  a 
time  when  no  living  being  existed  upon  the  earth; 
and  that,  before  the  creation  of  man,  the  world  waa 
inhabited  by  at  least  three  different  generations  of  ani- 
mals, which  had  been  successively  created  and  de- 
stroyed. 

It  is  supposed  with  reason,  if  the  subject  be  not  too 
grand  for  our  feeble  reason,  that  the  creation  of  veget- 
able bodies  preceded  the  creation  of  the  animals  that 
were  to  devoor  them.  The  stately  pine,  the  gtgantie 
equisetaoee),  and  the  lofty  palm,  waved  In  the  prime- 
val forests,  and  the  sea  and  the  land  were  inhabited 
only  by  a  small  number  of  the  marine  mammalia,  and 
scarcely  any  of  the  terrestrial  mammalia. 

We  then  arrive  at  this  starling  conclusion,  that 
among  the  earliest  inhabitants  of  the  globe  were  rep* 
tilea  of  enormoua  magnitude,  the  Megsiosaurus,  being 
upwards  of  seventy  feet  long ;  the  ichthyosaurus,  above 
thirty  feet  in  length ;  the  Plesiosaurus,  an  animal  com- 
bining the  trunk  of  an  ordinary  quadruped,  with  a  neck 
like  the  body  of  a  serpent,  the  heed  of  a  lizard,  the 
teeth  of  a  crocodile,  and  the  paddlee  of  a  whale ;  and 
the  Pterodaeiyle,  the  most  extraordinary  of  extinct 
animals,  uniting  the  character  of  a  bird,  a  reptile  and  a 
quadruped  1 

In  the  second  period  the  terrestrial  mammalia  in* 
crease  in  number,  and  we  have  along;  with  them  nu- 
merous Pachydermata,  or  animals  with  thick  skins, 
such  ss  the  Paleotherlum  and  Anopeleothetium,  and 
other  genera  of  aquatic  animals  which  dwelt  on  the 
margin  of  lakes  and  rivers.  In  the  first  of  these  ex- 
tinct genera  these  species  vary  in  sise,  from  the  Rhino- 
ceros to  the  hog.  These  and  other  epeciea,  needf 
fifty  In  number,  were  discovered  by  Cuvier,  In  the 
fresh  water  formations  of  Montmartre  near  Paris. 

In  the  third  period  lived  the  Mammoth  the  Masdeti, 
the  Hippopotamus,  and  those  huge  Sloths,  the  Mega* 
thertum  and  the  htegalonyx,  the  giants  of  the  natural 
world,  the  grandest  and  the  last  spechnene  of  that  ex- 
traordinary population  oyer  which  man  never  swsyed 
the  sceptre. 

The  Hon  and  tiger  ate  supposed  to  be  the  suosqssotb 
of  the  creatures  last  mentioned.  Up  to  this  stage,  no* 
traces  of  man  or  Ma  labors,  ean  be  detected,  and  that 
gives  the  wjmarkable  result  that  the  three  periods  I 


been  suooeeded  by  a  fourth,  la  which  the  Alnulgntr 
pieced  man  upon  the  earth,  and  created,  aa  has  ee& 
jecte  and  his  servants,  those  raoea  of  liviafbeinfs 
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occupy  the  surface  of  our  globe,  and  inhabit  the  depths 
of  its  oceans. 

Referring  to  the  Mosaic  record  of  the  creation,  the 
article  to  which  we  hate  referred,  comes  to  this  con- 
clusion :  "  The  records  of  faith  now  stand  on  the  same 
level  with  the  records  of  reason.  Tru  th,  brought  down 
from  on  high,  harmonizes  with  truth  from  below ;  and 
the  Christian  who  refuses  to  surrender  his  cherished 
volume  to  the  taunts  of  reason,  now  holds  it  with  a 
firmer  grasp,  and  scans  the  series  of  creation  which 
science  has  revealed ;  but  as  the  harbinger  of  that  latest 
exercise  of  divine  power  which  gave  birth  to  man,  and 
placed  him  over  a  new  animal  world. 

"  But  the  confirmation  of  the  Mosaic  account  of  the 
creation  is  not  the  only,  or  even  the  chief  result  of 
geological  discovery.  The  commencement  of  organic 
life  in  plants  and  animals  of  the  first  period,  and  its 
higher  and  progressive  development  in  different  orders, 
leads  ub  back  to  that  beginning  which  was  so  long 
veiled  from  human  reason ;  while  the  successive  de- 
struction of  successive  creations  carries  us  forward  to 
the  terminus  of  our  own  period— to  that  "  day  of  the 
Lord,  when  the  Heavens  shall  pass  away  with  a  great 
noise,  and  the  elements  shall  melt  with  a  fervent  heat, 
and  the  earth  also,  and  the  works  which  are  therein, 
shall  be  burned  up." 

The  Omnipotent  may  have  designs  to  work  out, 
of  which  we,  and  all  we  behold,  are  but  the  preliminary 
instruments.  To  us,  it  is  possible  commanding  beings 
will  succeed,  aa  different  from  us  as  the  lion  is  from 
the  megaloaaurus,  more  superior  to  us  than  we  are  to 
the  monkey. 

We  need  say  nothing  to  fix  the  reader's  mind  on  the 
reflections  which  follow : 

"  Should  this,  apparently  last  period  of  animal  life, 
be  one  in  which  man  is  to  exercise  his  faculties  in  the 
investigation  of  his  Maker's  works,  the  fossil  geology 
of  the  world  we  now  inhabit  will  exhibit  deposites  no 
less  interesting  than  those  which  embosom  the  gigantic 
frame-work  of  mammoths  and  mastodons.  How  in- 
teresting will  be  the  excavations  in  which  the  buried 
cities  of  modern  Europe  will  re-appear  in  their  ruined 
grandeur;  how  strange  the  discovery  of  submerged 
navies  embalmed  In  their  ocean  beds ;  or  the  foundered 
ship  with  its  imprisoned  skeletons;  or  the  battle,  with 
hs  prostrate  warriors;  or  the  hallowed  cemetery, 
crowded  with  the  relics  of  youth  and  age,  and  crush- 
ad  beneath  their  tablets  of  marble,  and  their  monu- 
ments of  bronze  1"— Pittsburg  Age, 


AannciAL  Fish  Ponds.— A  writer  in  the  Albany 
Cultivator,  who  haa  lately  visited  Mr.  Van  Buren's 
farm  at  Kinderhook,  gives  a  glowing  account  of  the 
princely  improvements  on  the  grounds  and  gardens. 
Among  the  objects  which  give  beauty  and  interest  to 
the  grounds,  are  two  artificial  ponds  in  the  garden. 
They  were  easily  made  by  constructing  dams  across  a 
little  brook  originating  from  springs  on  the  premises. 
Soon  after  they  were  made,  (three  years  ago,)  some 
fish  were  put  Into  them,  and  they  "are  now  so  well 
stocked  with  trout,  pickerel  and  perch,  that  Mr.  Van 
Buren  assures  us  they  will  afford  an  abundant  supply 
for  his  table.  This  is  a  matter  well  worthy  of  conside- 
ration. There  are  many  situations  where  such  ponds 
may  be  made,  and  with  a  trifling  expense,  the  laxory 
of  eatohkig  and  eating  a  fine  trout  or  pickerel,  may  be 
tad  at  say  time. 


BLBNNERHA88ET. 

Tam  following  article,  which  we  copy  from  tbt 
Louisville  Register,  was  ,( written  by  a  gentleman," 
saya  that  paper,  "of  high  respectability,"  who  bad  to 
opportunity  of  becoming  acquainted  with  the  facts  re- 
lated in  his  communication  : 

Who  was  Blennerhasset?  and  what  has  become  of 
him  ?  Having  lately  seen  in  the  New  York  end  Phil- 
adelphia papers  several  fictitious  notices  of  this  cele- 
brated personage,  it  Is  the  apology  which  the  writer  of 
this  article  offers  for  giving  what  he  believes  to  be  the 
true  history  of  this  man's  career,  and  final  exit  from 
the  troubles  of  this  world— which  will  be  much  easier 
to  do  than  to  write  a  highly-colored  picture  of  things 
which  never  existed  except  in  the  fancy  of  some  no- 
vel reader.  The  authority  for  the  facts  herein  disclos- 
ed by  the  writer  is  believed  to  be  authentic,  and  of  tbt 
highest  character. 

In  the  first  place,  who  was  Blennerhasset?  In  an- 
swer to  this  question,  our  information  is,  that  it  was 
an  assumed  name  by  an  individual  whose  true  Dams 
was  Lewis  Carr,  who  was  born  in  Ireland,  as  basal- 
ways  been  stated.  His  family  were  highly  respecta- 
ble, and  an  elder  brother  filled  the  station  of  secretary 
to  the  governor  of  Calcutta,  in  the  Eaat  todies,  to 
which  place  young  Lewie  went  as  an  ensign  in  the 
engineer  department,  where  he  remained  about  two 
years,  in  which  time  be  was  engaged  in  several  scrapes 
and  intrigues,  which  finally  compelled  him  to  resiga 
his  commission,  snd  seek  a  place  of  refuge  in  the  city 
of  Kingston,  in  the  Island  of  Jamaica,  where  he  read 
law  and  commenced  the  practice,  and  also  engaged  ia 
merchandizing,  by  which  means,  and  a  secret  connec- 
tion with  the  buccaneers  and  pirates  who  hovered 
round  the  West  India  Islands  and  on  the  coast  of 
Mexico,  he  amassed  a  splendid  fortune,  which  he  spent 
with  equal  profusion. 

While  employed  in  this  business,  he  frequently  vis- 
ited Mexico,  sod  became  acquainted  with  many  of  the 
leading  men  who  were  preparing  the  way  for  a  revoln- 
tion,  which  Carr  foresaw  must  break  out  in  a  short 
time ;  and  being  a  bold,  unprincipled  foreigner,  he  was 
perpetually  engaged  in  difficulties  of  one  kind  or  an- 
other, until,  shortly  before  he  came  to  the  United 
States  srf  intrigue  with  the  wife  of  one  of  the  wealthy 
citizens  of  Kiogston  made  that  place  too  not  for  him, 
and  he  sold  out  his  property  and  came  to  the  United 
States.  He  landed  at  New  Orleans,  and  went  thence 
to  Louisville,  Kentucky,  where,  or  in  the  section,  he 
purchased  some  property,  and  finally  located  himself 
on  the  celebrated  island  in  the  Ohio  river,  near  Mariet- 
ta. This  move  took  place  about  the  year  1903  or  1804. 
When  be  reached  New  Orleans  he  assumed  the  name 
of  Blennerhasset. 

The  beautiful  and  accomplished  lady  who  accompa- 
nied and  lived  with  him  was  not  his  wife.  She  was 
young,  and  bad  many  fascinating  accomplishments, 
which  made  her  more  worthy  of  Blennerhasset  than 
he  was  of  her.  Colonel  Burr  first  saw  Blennerhasset 
early  in  the  year  1805,  and  instead  of  Burr  seducing 
him,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  Colonel  Burr  received 
from  him  such  an  account  of  Mexico,  its  wealth  sad 
disposition  for  revolution,  as  seduced  him  into  the 
project  of  invading  it ;  and  the  question  as  to  whom 
should  be  the  great  man  was  one  reserved  by  Lewii 
Carr  (Blennerhasset)  until  future  events  should  deve- 
lop themselves,  aa  Carr  always  declared  to  his  frkods 
that  he  intended  Cokmei  Ban  as  the  chief  of  ths  ■»- 
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taty  which  was  to  advance  him  to  tho  supreme  com 
maod  in  Mexico. 

The  movements  of  Colons)  Burr  and  Blennerhasaet 
In  the  United  States,  during  the  year  1605  and  6,  are 
already  known,  and  of  coarse  need  not  be  detailed  in 
this  statement. 

After  their  projected  invasion  of  Mexico  had  failed, 
and  Blennerhassett  had  broken  up  this  Island,  he  re- 
turned to  New  Orleans,  where  he  left  the  lady  who 
had  been  his  companion,  and  he  embarked  for  the  Is- 
land of  New  Providence,  one  of  the  Bahamas  in  the 
West  Indies,  and  settled  at  Nassau,  its  capital,  and 
recommenced  the  practice  of  law.  In  a  short  time  he 
obtained  a  lucrative  practice,  and  married  a  lady  of  one 
of  the  moat  respectable  families  in  that  place,  and  was 
soon  after  disturbed  by  a  visit  from  his  Blennerhasset 
Island  companion,  who  gave  him  much  trouble  before 
he  could  get- her  to  retire  in  peace;  which  she  did,  and 
soon  after  returned  to  the  United  States,  and  is  now 
believed  to  be  a  resident  of  the  Southern  States. 

When  settled  in  Nassau,  he  resumed  his  true  name 
of  Lewis  Carr,  and  soon  acquired  a  handsome  living ; 
but  his  restless  spirit  and  intriguing  disposition  kept 
him  constantly  involved  in  difficulties,  and  his  treat- 
ment of  his  *!fc  was  cruel  in  the  extreme ;  yet,  by 
taking  sides  with  the  government,  he  waa  elected  to 
the  assembly  of  the  Bahamas,  and  waa  chosen  its 
speaker  about  1829.  This  was  his  laat  elevation  to 
notice ;  by  his  treatment  to  his  wife  and  his  continual 
debaucheries  and  seductions— as  no  money  which  he 
could  command  ever  stopped  his  progress— during  the 
years  1831  and  2  he  became  so  embarrassed  that  he 
waa  obliged  to  leave  the  island,  and  once  more  return- 
ed to  Kingston,  Jamaica,  from  which  place  In  1833  be 
once  more  came  to  the  United  States,  and  landed  at 
Philadelphia  under  his  true  name,  Lewis  Carr,  where 
It  Is  believed  that  he  for  the  last  time  visited  Colonel 
Burr,  and  soon  after  waa  taken  sick  and  died  in  ob- 
scurity in  the  city  of  Philadelphia.  At  least,  this  Is 
the  belief  of  bis  wife  and  his  friends  at  Nassau. 

Thus  ended  the  life  of  this  bold  and  restless  spirit, 
which,  from  his  entrance  on  public  life  until  his  death, 
was  one  continual  scene  of  adventures.  The  years  he 
lived  at  Nassau  were  filled  up  with  Intrigue  of  a  per- 
sonal character,  but  from  the  time  he  left  the  United 
States  in  1807  until  1833,  he  never  resided  in  any  other 
place  than  the  Island  of  New  Providence. 

Oar  informant  was  the  consul  of  the  United  States, 
who  lives  on  one  of  the  Saltkey,  Bahamaa  Islands, 
Who  read  law  with  Blennerhasset,  and  was  afterward 
Ms  partner  for  near  twenty  years,  where  he  passed 
wader  his  true  name  or  Lewis  Carr,  and  often  told  him 
this  history  of  his  life  and  connection  with  Col.  Burr- 
so  that  the  writer  of  this  article,  who  was  at  King- 
ston (Jamaica)  and  at  Saltkey  Island  last  summer,  one 
.-week,  has  no  doubt  of  the  truth  of  the  foregoing  nar- 
rative. The  facta  and  circumstances  of  his  connec- 
tion with  Colonel  Burr,  were  fully  detailed,  so  thst 
there  was  no  room  to  doubt  that  Mr.  Blennerhasset 
was  really  and  truly  Lewis  Carr.  He  is  not  now  In 
francs,  neither  did  he  ever  live  in  Montreal. 

AmonOTi  op  Lrstrr.  Hvwtbb. — Lieut.  Hunter,  the 
talented  inventor  of  the  Submerged  Propeller,  waa 
frequently  and  honorably  alluded  to  at  the  dinner  on 
Thursday.  (A  dinner  given  at  Richmond  ;o  the  offi- 
cers of  the  cutter  Legate.)  An  anecdote  In  his  hlsto- 
•y,  too  goo*  ta  be  lost,  and  worthy  of  a  place  in  oar 


national  annals,  was  related  by  Lieut.  Porter.  Lieut 
Hunter  bad  been  sent  to  the  West  Indies  to  capture  a 
notorious  pirate  In  those  waters,  known  aa  the  "  Lit- 
tle Devil,"  and  who  was  finally  killed  by  an  American 
officer  In  aingle  combat.  The  American  force  was  on 
the  look-out,  in  ambuscade,  we  believe;  but  it  so 
chanced  that  Hunter  was  captured  by  the  pirates,  whils 
separated  from  his  party.  The  commander  of  the  cut- 
throats, ••  Little  Devil,"  wss  a  man  of  furious  temper, 
and  never  falsified  any  promise  of  vengeance  which 
he  made.  Hunter  was  taken  to  a  secret  place,  and 
there  informed  that  unless  he  betrayed  his  party,  he 
should  be  bung  on  the  spot.  His  answer  wss,  sailor- 
like, "  Hang  and  be  d d  !"    No  sooner  said  than 

done.  He  was  instantly  hung  up  and  left.  In  a  few 
minutes  they  returned,  took  him  down  nesrly  sense- 
less, and  again  told  him  that  if  he  would  betray  the 
whereabouts  of  his  party  his  life  should  be  spared; 
there  waa  gold  which  should  be  hie ;  snd,  moreover, 
his  return  to  his  men  should  be  so  managed  that  no- 
thing ehould  be  suspected  of  the  truth  by  them.  The 
alternative  waa  inatant  death  by  hanging,  without 
hope  of  reprieve,  for  it  was  his  Isst  chance.  His  la- 
conic reply  again  waa  "  Hang  and  be  d d  !"    They 

hung  him  again  and  left  him.  But  by  good  fortune  he 
was  found  before  life  wss  quite  gone,  by  some  of  his 
men,  taken  down  insensible,  and  happily  restored  to 
life.  The  story  reflects  the  highest  honor  upon  Lieut 
Hunter,  and  we  hope  the  government  will  show  some 
kindness  to  so  meritorious  and  gallant  an  officer,  by 
at  leaat  encouraging  his  recent  and  important  inven- 
tion.   It  Is  the  least  it  could  do.— Richmond  Star, 

LEGAL  WHISKERS. 
As  o'er  their  wine  and  walnuts  sat, 
Talking  of  this  thing  and  of  that, 
Two  wights,  well  learned  in  the  law, 
That  is,  well  skilled  to  find  a  flaw- 
Said  one  companion  to  the  other, 
"  How  is  it,  most  respected  brother, 
That  you  of  late  have  shaven  away 
Those  whiskers  which  for  many  a  day 
Had  ornamented  much  your  cheek? 
Sure  'twas  an  idle,  silly  freak." 
To  whom  the  other  answer  gave, 
With  look  half  merry  and  half  grave— 
11  Though  others  be  by  whiskers  graced, 
A  lawyer  can't  be  too  barefaced  t% 

"  Now  tell  me  why,"  the  other  cried, 
"  In  whiskers  you  take  so  much  pride- 
Why  such  a  maaa  of  savage  hair 
Upon  your  'face  divine'  you  wear!" 
To  whom  the  other  answer  gave, 
With  look  half  merry  and  half  grave— 
"  For  the  same  reason  that  you  say 
Caused  you  to  shave  all  yours  away: 
Though  some  by  whiskers  are  not  graced, 
A  lawyer  can't  be  too  Bear-faced?* 

The  Wonders  cf  Creation. 
Ths  following  Is  from  the  Notes  to  Simpson's  Plea 

for  Religion. 

"  When  I  hsvs  spoken  shove  In  such  strong  terms 
of  the  volume  of  Revelation,  It  Is  by  no  means  Inten- 
ded to  cast  any  slight  upon  the  volume  of  Nature. 
While  we  dally  study  the  former,  we  shall  do  well  to 
pay  an  dm  attention  to  ths  latter,  aoeordlof  to  oat 
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opportunities  of  investigation.  To  an  enlightened  ob- 
server, they  both  carry  indubitable  marks  of  their  greet 
Original.  "  The  Heavens  declare  the  glory  of  God,  tod 
the  earth  is  full  of  bis  riches."  The  most  perfect  ca- 
talogue of  atars  before  Herschel  appeared,  did  not  con- 
tain quite  4000 ;  but  by  the  vast  aupeiiority  of  his 
glasses,  he  has  discovered  44,000  star*  io  a  few  degrees 
of  the  heavens ;  and  by  the  same  proportion  it  is  sup- 
posed that  75,000,000  are  exposed  in  the  expanse  to 
human  investigation.  Kalande  supposes  that  a  glass 
of  Herschel's  power  may  discover  90,000,000  of  stars 
in  the  whole  surface  of  the  heaven*,  and  that  even 
this  number  is  but  small,  in  comparison  of  what  ex- 
ist. All  these  stars  are  of  a  fiery  nature,  and  conjec- 
tured to  be  so  many  suns,  with  their  By  sterna  of  planets 
moving  round  them.  We  know  the  sun  to  be  the  cen- 
tre of  our  system.  It  is  accompanied  with  29  planets, 
besides  about  450  comets. 

What  an  amazing  idea  does  this  give  us  of  the  works 
of  God  1  And  if  such  be  the  work  what  must  the 
workman  be!  Every  part  of  nature,  with  which  we 
are  acquainted,  is  fuU  of  living  creatures,  with  stores 
of  every  kind  to  supply  their  necessities.  This  little 
globe  of  ours  is  known  to  contain  within  its  bowels  a 
great  variety  of  valuable  minerals,  and  to  be  covered 
with  about  20,000  different  species  of  vegetables,  3000 
species  of  worms,  12,000  species  of  insects,  200  spe- 
.eles  of  amphibious  animals,  550  species  of  birds,  26,- 
400  species  of  fish,  and  200  specie*  of  quadrupeds. 
How  immense,  then,  must  be  the  number  of  individu- 
als 1  One  fly  is  found  to  bring  forth  2000  at  a  time, 
and  a  single  codfish  to  produce  considerably  more  than 
3,500,000  of  young.  Over  all  these  creatures  preside 
upward  of  seven  hundred  and  thirty  millions  of  human 
beings.  Such  is  the  family  of  the  great  Father  here 
on  earth !  And  when  it  is  considered  that  the  earth  it- 
self, with  all  its  furniture,  is  no  more,  when  compared 
with  the  whole  system  of  things,  than  a  single  grain 
of  sand,  when  compared  with  a  huge  mountain,  we 
are  lost  in  the  immensity  of  God's  works,  and  con 
strained  to  cry  out  u  Lord,  what  is  man,  that  thou  art 
mindful  of  him,  or  the  son  of  man  that  thou  visiteat 
him  I"  And  if  to  this  immensity  of  the  works  of  crea- 
tion, we  add  the  admirable  structure  of  the  whole,  and 
the  exquisite  perfection  of  every  part,  we  shall  not  fail 
of  being  exceedingly  affected  with  the  ineffable  wis- 
dom of  the  Divine  Architect. 

To  bring  this  consideration  more  within  the  grasp 
of  human  comprehension,  let  us  take  to  pieces,  and 
examine  the  several  parts  of  any  one  creature  which 
God  has  made;  and  we  shall  find  a  perfection  amoog 
its  several  powers,  and  an  adaption  of  its  situation  in 
the  grand  scale  of  existence,  far  surpassing  human 
skill. 

Let  the  most  perfect  anatomist  that  ever  existed, 
make  his  observations  upon  the  human  frame :  let  him 
examine  with  the  greatest  possible  attention  the  tout 
ensemble  of  the  structure;  then  let  him  proceed  to  the 
several  parts  of  which  the  microcosm  Is  composed ; 
first,  the  powers  of  the  mind ;  the  understanding,  the 
will,  the  memory,  the  conscience  and  the  various  af- 
fections ;  next  the  five  senses ;  the  touch,  the  taste, 
the  smell,  the  hearing  and  the  sight ;  afterward  let 
him  proceed  to  the  several  fluids  of  ths  body  j  and  then 
to  the  three  hundred  bones,  the  forty  different  sorts  of 
glands,  the  four  bundled  and  sixty-six  muscles,  the 
forty  pair  of  nerves,  the  fibres,  the  membranes,  the  ar- 
tsiios,  the  veins,  the  ljrmphsBduota,  theexosstoty  ves- 


sels, the  tendons,  the  ligasaeat,  the. cartilages;  sal 
every  part  with  the  greatest  degree  of  aocttracy,kaov* 
ledge  and  judgement  that  ever  centred  in  s*an;  and 
then  let  him  honestly  say,  whether  he  could  sag. 
gest  the  smallest  improvement  in  any  one  respect  K 
he  were  an  athiest  before  such  an  invesiigatioa,  Ike 
the  celebrated  Galea,  he  would  compost  s  hysja  la 
praise  of  the  Creator  of  the  world,  and  sing  with  las 
great  progenitor  of  mankind: 
u  These  are  thy  glorious  works,  Parent  of  good 
Almighty,  thine  his  universal  frame, 
Thus  wondrous  fair,  thyself  how  wondrous  thenl 
Unspeakable !    Who  aft  test  above  these  heavens, 
To  us  Invisible,  or  dimly  seen 
In  these  thy  lowest  works;  yet  these  declare, 
The  goodness  beyond  thought,  and  power  divine,1* 

LIGHTS  AND  SHADOWS. 
If  hope  be  dead,  why  seek  to  live, 

Or  why  should  we  life's  eares  fossgo? 
Will  memory  a  pleasure  give, 

Or  age  bring  less  of  grief  or  wo? 
Each  day  that  passes  leaves  to*  sting, 

Each  pleasure  has  its  three  fold  pain— 
Then  why  should  we  so  fondly  cling 

To  Earth,  when  all  its  joya  are  vam  1 
The  rich  and  haughty  roll  In  splendor, 

The  poor  are  bowed  down  to  earth, 
To  wealth  the  world  will  nonage  reader 

But  none  to  wisdom  and  to  worth. 
It  may  be  madness  thus  to  chide 

And  murmur  at  the  high  behest; 
Bat  hearts  o*eroharged  with  oatve'e  pride, 

Are  here  bat  seldom  truly  West ; 
High  and  holy  thoughts  muat  rise 

To  wean  us  from  this  world  of  ears, 
That  we  may  look  for  brighter  skies 

Where  all  shall  have  an  equal  share 
Of  smiles,  of  sunshine,  and  of  shade, 

And  happiness  without  alloy, 
Where  flowers  never  bloom  to  fade, 

A  home  of  perfect,  endless  joy.  ▲.  a.  a. 

For  the  Rover— EUerdie,  N.  Y.,  Aug,  1944. 


Interesting  Correspondence  from  Europe.— No.  1. 


i  are  happy  st  being  able  to  lay  before  oar  isidws 
allowing  letter  from  a  gentleman  of  talaat  sad 


Wat 
the  following  letter  from  a  gentlen 
distinction  now  on  a  visit  to  Europe.  In  the  wrist, 
which  ws  have  reason  to  expect  will  follow,  we  eta 
confidently  promise  a  food  of  information  and  etaest* 
ment  of  no  ordinary  interest. 

Ediuboboh,  July  96, 1844* 

Yssl— 'tis  even  so!  The  dream  of  a  long  sad  est- 
leas  life  is  at  length  realized,  and  In  this  hsartafa 
land  of  poetry,  I  sit  me  down  to  tell  you  that  wawl 
"i'  the  vein,"  or  had  not  Time's  ploughshare  turaed  It 
upon  my  soul  the  blossoms  of  a  ease  reaisntfe  apkh, 
you  ase  the  friend  of  all  my  troops  of  sock,  to  when  I 
would  most  readily  tender  my  first  impressions  of  taw 
hallowed  region.  Bat,  my  dear  fellow,  yoo  most  b» 
content  with  a  prosaic  ecoeoat  of  some  of  »y  dstegs 
since  we  arrived.  But  for  inmressiona,  the  ""** 
alight  of  time  is  upon  heart  and  pea,  sad  ee* 
language  asl  could  give  to  my  feelings  would  be  # 
unworthy  of  the  objects  which  should  oaU  them  «** 
Besiege,  we  oary  reached  thfocBy  a*yor  twos** 
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and  we  have  m  yet,  had  hardly  time  to  do  more  than 
gsse  with  teeming  eyee  upon  the  outride  of  tone  of 
the  plaoea  of  interest,  which  surround  us.  Every- 
thing we  see,  and  every  sound  we  hear  calls  up  some 
long  treasured  association,  and  we  begin  to  realize  that 
we  have  at  length  attained  "the  promised  land/1  the 
Goshen  of  our  imagination.  We  shall  to-morrow 
begin  to  visit  in  detail  the  Castle,  Carlton  HiH,  Holy  rood, 
and  that  dear  "  old  town"  which  the  genius  of  Scott 
has  made  so  precious.  Thus  much  of  Edinburgh  for 
Hie  present  "  Barren,  all  barren  i"  I  think  I  hear  you 
any— I  have  told  you  why. 

We  remained  but  a  week  In  London,  and  that  time 
just  sufficed  to  deliver  some  of  my  letters,  and  develope 
sundry  very  agreeable  relations,  so  that  with  the  excep- 
tions of  a  partial  glimpse  of  Westminster  Abbey,  a 
glance  at  the  exterior  of  St.  Pauls,  and  a  morning 
visit  to  Richmond  Hill,  and  Hampton  Court,  not  to 
omit  a  night  at  the  Opera,  we  are  still  innocent  of  a 
tythe  of  the  stereotype  lions  of  London  and  its  neigh- 
borhood. I  can  only  promise  that  in  some  future 
letter,  I  may  try  to  tell  you  how  I  felt,  when  standing 
In  the  Poet's  Corner,  at  the  Abbey,  listening  to  the 
service  of  the  Church  of  England,  while  every  peal  of 
the  great  organ,  found  answering  echoes  in  my  mind. 

The  monuments  of  Milton,  Dryden,  and  Ben  John- 
son, &c ,  were  within  reach  of  my  hand ;  high  over 
head  the  "fretted  vaults,"  their  rich  gilding,  un- 
changed by  "  time's  effacing  finger,"  could  be  traced 
until  lost  in  the  glimmering  perspective,  while  the 
netting  sumbeams  streaming  through  the  tall  case- 
ments of  stained  glass  flung  a  rainbow  lustre  over  the 
whole.  Returning  from  our  afternoon's  excursion  to 
the  Cathedral,  we  passed  the  Palace  of  Whitehall,  and 
at  some  time  or  other  I  will  essay  to  let  you  know  my 
emotions  as  I  looked  upon  the  veTy  window,  through 
which  Charles  walked  to  the  fatal  block— 1  may  try  to 
describe  to  you  the  imaginary  scaffold  and  the  "  air- 
drawn  <um"  which  rose  to  my  mind's  eye— but  for 
the  present  I  will  carry  you  out  of  London  into  Wilt- 
shire, (whither  we  went  to  see  my  relatives,)  not  for 
the  purpose  of  inflicting  any  of  them  upon  you,  but  to 
tell  you  of  our  visit  to  Stonehenge  and  Salisbury  Plain. 

Yon  know  enough  of  my  antiquarian  taste,  to  be- 
lieve me  readily,  when  I  say  that  Stonehenge,  from 
boyhood  had  always  been  the  idol  of  my  fancy,  the 
M  Mecca"  of  a  resolved  pilgrimage.  We  accordingly, 
en  a  fine  "cloud  and  sunshine"  morning,  set  forth 
from  Devises,  and  after  a  ride  of  14  or  15  miles  (great 
part  of  the  road  passing  over  a  prairie-like  plain,  with- 
out dwellings  or  enclosures,)  we  at  length  descried, 
looming  up  in  the  distance,  the  dusky  forms  of  long 
sought  Stonehenge. 

Scattered  over  the  green  surface  of  the  plain  for  a 
mile  or  two  in  every  direction,  we  observed  a  number 
of  ancient  mounds  on  barrows  resembling  those  of  our 
aborigines.  On  a  gently  rising  knoll  or  swell  in  the 
prairie,  stands  the  temple ;  but  I  need  not  give  you  a 
detailed  description,  with  which  you  are  doubtless  fa- 
miliar, aa  prints  of  it  are  very  common. 

We  alighted  from  our  carriage,  and  wandered  about 
the  gigantic  fragments  for  a  long  time— remember, 
that  for  miles  not  a  piece  of  stone  is  to  be  found 
larger  than  a  pebble.  There  they  are,  vast,  mysterious, 
sublime — the  enigmas  of  history  1  I  looked  in  vain 
for  any  trace  of  inscriptions — but  no,  the  wear  and 
tear  of  ages  has  swept  them  into  oblivion,  if  any  ever 
existed.    While  I  gazed  in  the  abandon  of  astonish- 


ment at  these  enormous  masses,  a  passing  eloudthfew 
its  chequering  gloom  upon  the  group.  I  could  almost 
fancy  them  endowed  with  a  kind  oi  spectral  vitality— 
and  aa  the  summer  wind  whispered  around  their 
mouldering  angles,  they  seemed  to  murmer  reproach- 
fully, and  frown  with  stony  eyes  upon  our  Intruding 
footsteps.  After  I  had  made  one  or  two  sketches,  we 
left  this  bewildering  piece  of  antiquity,  and  returned 
to  Devises,  but  not  without  often  turning  round  to  gtvs 
a  parting  glance  at  old  Stonehenge,  aa  it  flung  Its 
Druid  shadow  over  the  plain. 

From  Devizes  we  went  to  Yatton,  in  Somersetshire 
—more  relations,  and  the  kindest  hearted  in  the  world. 
One  kinsman  lives  in  a  Rectory,  once  a  part  of  a  Mo- 
nastery, built  ages  ago — old  Church  within  a  few  rods. 
Tombs  of  knights  and  dames  of  the  past  time  in  Its 
battered  aisles.  But  enough  for  the  present  from  your 
friend,  tdtto. 


THE  AMERICAN  BOY. 

A  HATIVI   AMSSICAN   SONG. 

"  Fathbs,  look  up,  and  see  that  flag, 

How  gracefully  it  flies, 
Those  pretty  stripes— they  seem  to  be 

A  rainbow  in  the  skies." 

"  It  is  your  country's  flag,  my  son, 
And  proudly  drinks  the  light, 

O'er  Ocean's  waves— in  foreign  climes, 
A  symbol  of  eur  might.11 

"  Father,  what  fearful  noise  is  that, 
Like  thundering  of  the  clouds  1 

Why  do  the  people  wave  their  hats, 
And  rush  along  in  crowds  V* 

"It  is  the  noise  of  canonry, 

The  glad  shouts  of  the  free; 
This  Is  the  day  to  memory  dear— 

'Tis  Freedom's  Jubilee." 

"I  wish  that  I  was  now  a  man, 

I'd  fire  my  cannon  too, 
And  cheer  as  loudly  as  the  rest — 

But,  father,  why  don't  you?" 

"  I'm  getting  old  and  weak— but  still 

My  heart  is  big  with  joy : 
I've  witnessed  many  a  day  like  this— 

Shout  you  aloud,  my  boy." 

"  Hurrah  for  Freedom's  Jubilee ! 

God  bless  our  native  land ! 
And  may  I  live  to  hold  the  sword 

Of  Freedom  in  my  hand !" 

"  Well  done,  my  boy— grow  up  and  love 
The  land  that  gave  you  birth; 

A  home  where  Freedom  loves  to  dwell, 
Is  paradise  on  earth !" 


The  advantages  of  psitoy.— By  Ret.  John  Todd. 
— There  is  in  the  life  of  almost  every  man,  a  period 
when  he  reads  and  loves  and  quotes  poetry.  At  first 
all  that  comes  within  his  reach  is  food,  but  as  he  ad- 
vances, his  taste  leads  him  to  select  with  greater  cars 
and  admit  but  little  as  worthy  of  his  lasting  admira- 
tion. It  is  to  be  regretted  that  poetry  is  not  read  mors 
through  life,  especially  by  professional  men.    Poetry 
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If  a  child  of  the  skies.  Non  tetigii  quad  rum  ornaviL 
The  appropriate  quotation  is  not  the  only  thing  that 
Is  beautiful.  The  mind  through  which  poetry  passes, 
like  the  clear  channel  in  which  the  mountain  brook 
runs,  seems  to  be  beauti6ed  by  the  waters  that  pass 
through  it.  The  young  then  in  admitting  and  cultiva- 
ting a  taste  for  poetry,  are  becoming  their  own  bene- 
factors, and  they  are  putting  the  soul  under  the  gui- 
dance of  a  teacher,  whose  voice  will  ever  be  as  sweet 
as  the  silver  trumpet,  and  whose  robes  like  those  of 
the  angel,  will  reflect  the  purity  and  drop  the  odors  of 
heaven. 


REA.SONS  FOR  NATIVE  AMERICANISM. 

Ths  Native  American  party  is  not  fighting  against 
moonshine,  nor  is  it  waging  war  upon  a  wind-mill. 
If  ever  there  was  a  political  party  in  this  country  since 
the  days  of  the  Revolution,  based  upon  principles 
deeply  and  vitally  connected  with  the  welfare  of  the 
country  and  the  perpetuity  of  its  institutions,  it  is  the 
Native  American  party  of  the  present  day.  The  ques- 
tions of  state  policy,  upon  which  other  parties  are  di- 
vided and  built  up,  are  comparatively  but  questions 
of  a  day— questions  of  temporary  moment  If  the 
measures  adopted  by  one  administration  don't  work 
right,  the  people  can  change  the  administration  and 
obtain  a  new  set  of  measures.  These  changes  of  the 
inns  and  ouUb  and  the  clashing  of  parries  are  attended 
with  very  little  danger  so  long  as  the  great  body  of  the 
people  remain  intelligent  and  uncorrupted,  and  retain 
their  American  feeling  and  attachment  to  Ameri- 
can institutions.  While  the  American  people  retain 
their  virtue  and  intelligence,  and  have  the  control  of 
government  in  their  own  hands,  these  party  conflicts 
need  not  be  feared.  Let  the  tree  of  liberty  rock  before 
their  blast,  it  will  only  strike  its  roots  the  deeper  and 
stand  up  with  more  firmness  and  vigor.  But  the  for- 
eign population  that  is  flooding  the  country,  and  the 
foreign  influence  growing  up  from  it,  are  laying  the 
axe  at  the  root  of  the  tree,  and,  before  we  are  aware, 
may  prostrate  it  forever.  It  is  to  ward  off  this  danger 
that  the  Native  American  party  have  banded  together, 
and  determined  to  go  forward  shoulder  to  shoulder  and 
save  the  country,  if  possible,  from  threatened  ruin. 

Washington  and  Jefferson  foresaw  this  danger,  and 
warned  their  countrymen  against  it;  but  they  could 
have  had  no  conception  in  their  day,  that  half  a  centu- 
ry would  produce  such  an  alarming  increase  of  foreign 
influence  in  the  country  as  is  now  seen  and  known  to 
exist.  We  repeat  again  a  passage  from  Jefferson  :— 
"  They  will  bring  with  them  the  principles  of  the  gov- 
ernments they  leave,  imbibed  in  their  early  youth; 
principles  with  their  language  they  will  transmit  to 
their  children.  In  proportion  to  their  numbers  they 
will  share  with  us  the  legislation.  They  will  Infuse 
into  it  their  spirit,  warp  and  bias  its  directions, 
and  render  it  a  heterogeneous,  incoherent,  distracted 
mass."  This  was  said  by  Jefferson  in  reference  to  the 
amount  of  foreign  Immigration  and  its  effect  upon  the 
country.  But  a  more  fearful  aspect  of  the  case  is  now 
presented  in  reference  to  the  character  of  this  immi- 
grant population. 

The  danger  that  would  accrue  to  our  institutions 
would  be  sufficiently  great,  if  the  countless  hordes  of 
foreigners  who  come  among  us  were  fair  representa- 
tives of  the  countries  from  which  they  come.  But 
how  is  that  danger  magnified  when  it  is  known  that 


Uvea  of  pauperism  and  crime.  And  when  we  learn 
from  undoubted  statistics  that  in  those  countries  from 
which  most  of  our  foreigners  come,  crime  is  increuiag 
in  a  degree  which  has  not  been  equalled  in  the  history 
of  the  world,  have  not  Americans  reason  to  shudder  it 
the  consequences  ?  Is  it  not  time  that  the  American 
people  should  rise  up  as  a  strong  man  armed,  and  say 
to  this  ocean  of  iniquity,  "  thus  far  shalt  thou  come 
and  no  farther  ?"  Read  the  following  article,  and  tee 
the  proof  of  the  fearful  and  unprecedented  increase  of 
crime  in  England  Ireland  and  Scotland,  and  then  sty  if 
these  poisoned  dregs  of  corrupted  Europe  shall  any  long- 
er come  In  and  share  our  political  privileges  aide  by  side 
with  our  own  virtuous  and  industrious  population, 
have  the  same  voice  in  making  our  laws,  and  fill  the 
offices  of  trust,  honor  and  profit. 

Progress  of  Crime  in  Great  Britian. 
The  statistics  of  the  criminal  courts  in  Great  Britain 
show  a  great  increase  of  crime  in  that  country  within 
the  present  century.  It  appears  from  an  article  In  a 
late  number  of  Blackwood  that  since  the  year  1605, 
when  regular  tables  of  commitments  first  began  to  be 
kept  in  England,  commitments  have  increased  nz/Ud; 
they  have  swelled  from  five  to  thirty-one  thousand  an- 
nually. During  the  same  period  population  has  ad- 
vanced about  sixty  per  cent;  in  other  words,  detected 
crime  has  advanced  four  times  as  fast  as  the  numbers 
of  the  people. 

In  Scotland  and  Ireland  the  returns  of  commitments 
have  not  been  made  very  accurately  until  within  the 
last  twenty  years,  but  they  exhibit  an  increase  of  crime 
still  greater  than  that  in  England.  In  Scotland  parti- 
cularly this  increase  is  the  more  remarkable  consider- 
ing the  characteristic  steadiness  and  morality  of  the 
people  of  that  country.  It  Is  stated  that  in  the  year 
1905  eighty-nine  criminals  were  brought  before  the 
whole  tribunals,  supreme  and  interior,  in  Scotland;  bat 
in  the  year  1842  the  commitments  for  serious  offences 
were  nearly  four  thousand.  Here  is  an  increase  of 
serious  crime  more  than  thxriy-tix  fold  within  a  period 
of  some  forty  years.  The  increase  of  population  dor- 
ing  the  same  period  was  about  fifty  per  cent.  via.  from 
1,800,000  to  2,66,000— showing  that  crime  had  increas- 
ed twenty-five  times  as  fast  as  the  number  of  the 
people. 

The  cost  of  the  London  police  200,000/.  or  a  miMon 
of  dollars  annually.  Of  this  amount  the  government 
pays  40,000*.  the  city  itself  raises  the  balance  by  taxa- 
tion. In  the  provinces  the  whole  cost  of  every  police 
force  fall  upon  the  householders ;  and  as  this  heavy  ex- 
pense is  very  unwillingly  incurred,  the  police  in  many 
parts  of  the  country  is  but  imperfectly  organized.  In 
some  of  the  counties  there  are  voluntary  associations 
for  police  purposes,  independent  of  any  other  authority 
than  that  of  the  justices  of  the  peace  and  borough  ma- 
gistrates. 

It  is  believed  that  great  as  is  the  increase  of  crime, 
as  shown  by  the  statistics  of  the  courts  in  Great  Bri- 
tain, the  returns  exhibit  in  fiict  but  a  partial  view  of 
the  actual  amount  of  crime.  The  Blackwood  writer 
says :  "  So  weak,  feeble,  and  disjointed  are  the  efforts 
of  our  various  multiform  and  unconnected  police  es- 
tablishments over  the  country  generally,  that  we  as- 
sert, without  fear  of  contradiction  by  any  person  prac- 
tically acquainted  with  the  subject,  that  the  amount  of 
undetected  and  unpunished  crime  is  rapidly  on  the  In* 
crease,  and  is  now  greater  than  it  was  in  any  forme* 


a  very  large  portion  of  them  are  only  the  represents-  j  period.    We  would  recommend  any  person  who  doosfft 
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this  statement,  to  go  to  any  of  the  criminal  establish- 
ments In  the  country,  and  compare  the  list  of  infor- 
mation of  serious  crimes  lodged  with  those  of  offenders 
committed ;  he  will  find  the  latter  are  scarcely  ever  so 
much  as  a  third  of  the  former.  These  facts  do  not 
appear  in  the  criminal  returns,  because  they  are  not 
called  for;  and  the  police  officers  are  in  no  harry  to 
publish  facts  which  proclaim  the  insufficiency  of  the 
means  of  repressing  crime  at  their  disposal." 

Some  instances  are  mentioned  in  which  the  facts  on 
this  point  have  come  to  light;  and  they  go  to  show 
that  the  returns  of  committals  do  not  exhibit  one  third 
of  the  actual  number  of  criminal  offences  perpetrated; 
A  large  class  of  criminal  cases  are  disposed  of  in  the 
police  courts  and  do  not  appear  in  the  returns  at  all. 

We  shall  not  go  into  the  consideration  of  the  views 
and  speculations  set  forth  by  Blackwood  on  this  sub- 
ject of  the  increase  of  crime  in  Great  Britain.  The 
facts  which  he  adduces  are  evidences  of  a  slate  of  so- 
ciety strangely  in  contrast  with  what  could  be  expect- 
ed SB  the  result  of  high  civilization  in  a  christian  coun- 
try. Whether  Whigs  or  Tories  bold  the  government, 
it  makes  no  difference  in  the  growth  of  crime  which 
seems  to  be  spreading  throughout  the  whole  mass  of 
the  population.  This  alarming  spread  of  vice  and  de- 
pravity is  declared  to  be  "hitherto  unprecedented  in 
the  country— certainly  not  equalled"  says  Blackwood 
— "during  the  same  period  in  any  other  European 
State,  and,  so  far  as  we  know,  without  an  example  in 
the  previous  history  of  mankind.'1 


LETTER  FROM  UNCLE  JOSHUA. 

To  Major  Jack  Downing,  Editor  of  the  Bunker  Hill, 
123  Pulton  street,  New  York. 
Downing villb,  State  of  Maine,  Aug.  26,  1844. 

Dxab  Nephew.— I  got  your  lexers,  and  am  glad  to 
hear  you  are  getting  along  so  well  with  your  Bunker 
Hill  paper.  I  like  your  paper  very  much,  and  so  does 
your  aunt  Keziah.  Your  cousin  Nabby  thinks  you 
ought  to  put  in  some  deaths  and  marriages  in  it ;  and 
Betsy  Jones  says  she  can't  bear  to  see  a  paper  without 
any  murders  or  horrid  accidents  in  it.  And  Peter 
Jones,  you  know,  that  always  goes  it  so  hard  on  poli- 
tics, he  ssys  he  cant't  find  out  whether  you  are  for 
Clay,  or  Polk,  or  Tyler,  and  until  he  can,  he  won't  take 
it,  nor  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  Bunker  Hill.  But 
the  rest  on  us,  that  is,  all  we  Native  Americans,  and 
there  aint  hardly  anybody  else  here,  like  it  better  than 
any  paper  we've  seen  afore.  I  think  you've  got  ex- 
actly on  the  right  ground,  and  I  hope  you'll  stick  to  it. 

I  don't  know  of  any  nation  that  has  any  better  right 
to  this  country  than  the  Americans  have ;  and  its  my 
notion  that  we  better  hold  on  to  it,  and  enjoy  the  fruits 
of  It,  and  govern  it  ourselves,  and  make  our  own  laws, 
and  take  care  of  our  own  people :  if  we  dont  I'm  afraid 
we  shall  come  off  by-and-by  as  your  father  and  I  did 
when  we  was  boys,  about  our  red  sweet  apple  tree. 
We  talk  about  havin  a  tree  of  liberty  planted  in  thfe 
country,  and  what  excellent  fruit  it  bears,  and  what  s 
large  nice  tree  it  has  got  to  be,  big  enough  for  us  all  to 
set  under  the  shadow  of  it  and  our  children  after  us, 
and  eat  as  much  fruit  as  we  want  as  long  as  we  live. 
But  what'll  be  the  use  of  all  this  if  we  don't  take  care 
of  the  tree,  i  tell  ye,  this  ere  business  makes  me 
think  of  our  red  sweet  apple  tree  when  your  father 
and  I  was  boys.  Faiher  had  a  pretty  orchard,  plenty 
of  apples,  and  cider  enough  to  last  all  winter.  There 
was  one  tree  dote  to  the  fence  away  to  the  further  end 


of  the  orchard  that  bore  large  red  sweet  apples,  and  a 
good  many  of  'em.  And  bein  we'd  been  pretty  good 
boys,  and  smart  to  work,  father  says  to  us,  says  he, 
"  boys,  you  may  have  that  red  sweet  apple  tree  for 
your  own,  and  all  that  grows  on  it."  We  was  tickled 
enough,  and  thought  we  should  have  a  plenty  of  apples 
now  every  winter  to  eat  as  many  as  we  wanted  to. 

So  when  they  was  ripe  we  took  our  baskets  and 
went  out  to  gather  'em.  We  got  up  into  the  tree,  for 
'twas  easy  to  climb,  the  limbs  come  most  down  to  the 
ground,  and  begun  to  pick  the  apples.  Blme-by  along 
come  Bill  Johnson,  and  looked  over  the  fence,  and 
say 8  he,  "  hullo,  Josh,  is  them  apples  yourn  V*  Says 
I,  "  yes,  father  giv  'em  to  us." 

"  Well,  give  me  some,  wont  ye  V  says  Bill. 

"  Yes,"  says  I,  "  you  may  get  over  and  eat  as  many 
as  you  want." 

So,  over  he  jumped,  and  begun  to  pick  and  eat,  and 
stuff  his  pockets  full.  Then  along  come  Same  Rider, 
and  he  looked  over  the  fence ;  both  of  their  houses  was 
all  in  eight;  and  Sam,  says  he,  "give  me  some  ap- 
ples, will  ye?" 

"Yes,"  says  I,  "get  over  and  help  yourself."  So 
Sam  he  jumped  over  and  begun  to  eat  and  stuff  his 
pockets  full.  Arter  they'd  eat  awhile,  Bill  goes  and 
gets  up  on  the  fence  and  hollers  to  bis  brothers,  there 
was  three  or  four  of  'em  to  play  out  in  sight,  and  says 
he,  "  here,  come  over  here  all  on  ye,  and  get  some  ap- 
ples." And  then  they  come  tumblin  over  the  fence 
like  a  flock  of  sheep,  and  the  way  they  picked  up  the 
apples  was  a  caution. 

"Come  now,"  says  Sam  Rider,  MI  guess  I've  at 
good  a  right  to  do  that  as  you  have,  Bill  Johnson." 
So  he  jumps  up  on  the  fence  and  looks  off  t'other 
way  and  calls  to  his  brothers.  And  over  they  come, 
a  half  a  dozen  of 'em,  and  up  into  the  tree  in  less  than 
three  minutes.  Andf  they  begun  to  hustle  about  and 
knock  the  apples  on  to  the  ground  and  bruise  'em  so  it 
half  spoilt  'em. 

"Now,"  says  I,  "boys,  you  shant  do  that.  I'm 
willin  you  should  have  some  apples  to  eat,  as  many  as 
you  want;  but  I  aint  agoin  to  have  you  knock  'em 
about  in  that  way.  Now  you  go  down  off  the  tree,  and 
you  may  stand  under  it  and  eat  as  long  as  you  are  a 
mind  to." 

'Wo  I  shant,  nother,"  says  Bill  Johnson ;  "  I  should 
like  to  know,  Josh  Downing,  who  you  are;  I'm  as 
good  as  you  any  day." 

"I  didn't  say  you  wasn't,"  says  I;  "but  I  wont 
have  you  up  here  shaking  my  tree,  so  go  down." 

"  I  say,  I  wont  go  down,"  says  Bill;  "you  told  me 
I  might  come  over  here  and  eat  apples." 

"  Well,  I  didn't  tell  the  rest  they  might  come  over," 
says  I,  "and  I  won't  have  you  all  up  in  the  tree  here, 
shakin  it  so  and  spoiling  the  apples." 

"Who  cares  for  you,  Josh  Downing?"  says  Bill, 
and  he  up  and  threw  an  apple  at  me.  Then  I  threw 
one  at  him  and  hit  him  in  the  face.  At  that  they  all 
sung  out,  "  now  give  it  to  him,  Bill  Johnson,  now  give 
it  to  him  ;"  and  at  it  they  went  pelting  me  and  your 
father  with  apples,  and  every  little  while  giving  us  a 
dig  with  their  fists,  till  they  drove  us  down  off  the 
tree.  We  fit  some  time  first;  but  they  was  too  many 
for  us,  and  we  had  to  give  it  up.  In  the  scramble 
they  tore  half  the  limbs  off  the  tree  and  about  spoilt 
it  Then  they  sot  up  a  whoorah,  and  said  now  we'll 
have  the  apples.  And  they  took  our  baskets  from  us 
and  filled  'em  up  and  carried  'em  off)  basket  full  after 
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basket  full.  And  by  and  by  the  Johnsons  on  one  tide 
and  the  Riders  on  t'other  got  to  quarrelling  about 
which  had  the  moat.  And  they  had  a  real  fight,  and 
got  up  into  the  tree  again  to  get  the  rest  of  the  apples, 
and  there  they  kicked  and  fit  till  they  tore  the  tree 
all  to  pieces  ;  and  it  hasn't  been  worth  a  fig  since. 

Now  my  advice  to  the  Native  Americans  is,  that 
they  shouldn't  let  any  more  of  the  Johnsons  or  Riders 
come  over  here  and  get  up  into  our  tree  of  liberty,  and 
go  to  to  kicking  about  among  the  branches.  If  they 
are  a  mind  to  eat  the  apples  quietly  and  let  the  tree 
alone,  it  aint  so  much  matter.  But  if  we  keep  letting 
so  many  of  'em,  as  fast  as  they  come  over  Into  our 
orchard,  get  up  into  the  tree  and  pull  and  haul  and 
kick  the  limbs  about,  it's  my  opinion  they'll  not  only 
carry  off  the  best  part  of  the  fruit,  but  spoil  the  tree 
into  the  bargain. 

I  remain  your  affectionate  old  uncle. 
Joshua  Downing. 

Post  Master,  Downingville. 


THE  BEAUTY  CP  LIBERTY. 

"  In  ail  things  that  have  beauty,  there  is  nothing 

to  man  more  comely  than  Liberty."— milton. 

Whbn  the  dance  of  the  shadows 

At  daybreak  is  done, 
And  the  cheeks  of  the  morning 

Are  red  with  the  sun- 
When  he  sinks  in  his  glory 

At  eve  from  the  view, 
And  calls  up  the  planet 
To  blaze  in  the  blue- 
There  is  beauty.    But  where  is  the  beauty  to  see, 
More  proud  than  the  sight  of  a  nation  when  free  ? 

When  the  beautiful  bend 

Of  the  bow  is  above, 
Like  a  collar  of  light 

On  the  bosom  of  love, 
When  the  moon  in  her  mildness 

Is  floating  on  high, 
Like  a  banner  of  silver 

Hung  out  in  the  sky- 
There  is  beauty.    But  earth  hath  no  beauty  to  see, 
More  proud  than  the  front  of  a  nation  when  free. 
In  the  depth  of  the  darkness, 

Unvaried  in  hue, 
When  the  shadows  are  Telling 

The  breast  of  the  blue- 
When  the  voice  of  the  tempest 

At  midnight  is  still, 
And  the  spirit  of  solitude 

Sobs  on  the  hill- 
There  Is  beauty.    But  where  is  the  beauty  to  see, 
Like  the  broad  beaming  brow  of  a  nation  that's  free  ? 

In  the  breath  of  the  morning, 

When  Nature's  awake, 
And  calls  up  the  chorus 

To  chant  of  the  break- 
In  the  voice  of  the  echo 

Unbound  in  the  woods— 
In  the  warbling  of  streams, 

And  the  foaming  of  floods- 
There  is  beauty.    But  where  is  the  beauty  to  see, 
Like  the  thrice  hallowed  sight  of  a  nation  that's  free  ? 
When  the  striving  of  surges 

la  mad  on  the  main, 


Uke  the  charge  of  a  column 
Of  plumes  on  the  plain- 
When  the  thunder  is  up 

From  his  cloud-cradled  sleep, 
And  the  tempest  is  treading 
The  path  of  the  deep- 
Then  U  beauty.    But  where  is  the  beauty  to  sea, 
Dike  the  sun-brilliant  brow  of  a  nation  when  free  1 


THE  BURNING  SHIP  AT  8EA. 

BY    SIBi.   SMITH. 

with  ah  saoaAvim. 
Tub  night  was  dear  and  mild, 

And  the  breeze  went  softly  by, 
And  the  stars  of  Heaven  smll'd 
As  their  lamps  lit  up  the  sky ; 
And  there  rode  a  gallant  ship  on  the  wave — 
But  many  a  hapless  wight 
Slept  the  sleep  of  death  that  night, 
And  before  the  morning  light 

Found  a  grave. 
All  were  sunk  in  soft  repose, 

Save  the  watch  upon  the  deck ; 
Not  a  boding  dream  arose 
Of  the  horrors  of  the  wreck, 
To  the  mother,  or  the  child,  or  the  sire ; 
Till  a  shriek  of  woe  profound, 
Like  a  death-knell  echo'd  round, 
With  a  wild  and  dismal  sound, 
Crying  fire ! 

Now  the  flames  are  spreading  fast — 

With  resistless  rage  they  fly, 
Up  the  shrouds  and  up  the  mast, 
And  are  flickering  to  the  sky ; 
Now  the  deck  Is  all  a  blaze ;  now  the  rails — 
There's  no  place  to  rest  their  feet; 
Fore  and  aft  the  torches  meet, 
And  a  winged  lightning  sheet 
Are  the  sails. 

No  one  heard  the  cry  of  woe 

But  the  sea-bird  that  flew  by; 
There  was  hurrying  to  and  fro, 
But  no  hand  to  save  was  nigh; 
Still  before  the  burning  foe  they  were  driven- 
Last  farewells  were  uttered  there, 
With  a  wild  and  frenzied  stare, 
And  a  short  and  broken  prayer 

Sent  to  Heaven. 

Some  leap  over  in  the  flood 

To  the  death  that  waits  them  there ; 
Others'quench  the  flames  with  blood, 
And  expire  in  open  sir ; 
Some  a  moment  to  escape  from  the  grave, 
On  the  bowsprit  take  a  stand ; 
But  their  death  is  near  at  band— 
ftoon  they  hug  the  burning  brand 
On  the  wave. 

From  his  briny  ocean-bed, 

When  the  morning  sun  awoke, 
Lo,  that  gallant  ship  had  fled  ! 
And  a  sable  cloud  of  smoke 
Waa  the  monumental  pyre  that  remained ; 
But  the  sea-gulls  round  It  fly, 
With  a  quick  and  fearful  cry, 
And  the  brands  that  floated  by 

Blood  had  fftfrMwIr 
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TO  JTJNIU8.* 
Wb  have  been  friends  too  long  to  part, 

When  those  whom  we  can  love  are  few; 
Nor  should  we  sunder  heart  from  heart, 

While  they  who  cling  to  us  are  true ! 

Nay,  let  the  storm  beat  as  it  will, 
One  star  shall  guide  us  o'er  the  sea; 

For  thou  wilt  fondly  seek  me  still, 
And  I  will  turn  and  smile  to  thee. 

What  care  we  for  those  fickle  streams, 
Which  bear  the  rude  world  swiftly  past? 

We'll  live  in  our  dear  land  of  dreams, 
And  joy  together  to  the  last! 

Oh  do  not  let  thy  heart  grow  sear, 
Still  keep  those  young  affections  bright, 

And  let  thy  smile  with  gentle  cheer, 
Cast  o'er  life's  cloud  its  golden  light. 

I  grasp  thy  warm,  remembered  hand— 

I  ever  gaze  upon  thy  brow — 
And  feel  thee  like  a  spirit  stand 

Before,  and  with  me  even  now ! 

Ob  may  we  still  be  knit  as  one, 

The  bond  our  friendship's  guileless  chain; 
Nor  part  till  life's  few  sands  are  run- 
Restored  to  us  in  Heaven  again  1      bichabd. 
*A  correspondent  of  the  Philadelphia  Saturday 
Courier. 
Fhr  the  JRovtr,  Aug.,  1944. 


HELL  GA.TE. 

BT  WA.8HINOTON  IRVINO. 
WITH  AH  BNOEAVINa. 

About  six  miles  from  the  renowned  city  of  the  Man- 
hat  toes,  in  that  sound  or  arm  of  the  sea  which  passes 
between  the  main  land  and  Nassau,  or  Long  Island, 
there  is  a  narrow  strait,  where  the  current  is  violently 
compressed  between  shouldering  promontories,  and 
perplexed  by  rocks  and  shoals.  Being  at  the  best  of 
times,  a  very  violent,  impetuous  current,  it  takes  these 
impediments  in  mighty  dudgeon;  boiling  in  whirl- 
pools; brawling  and  fretting  m  ripples;  raging  and 
roaring  in  rapids  and  breakers;  and,  in  short,  indulg- 
ing in  all  kinds  of  wrong-  headed  paroxysms.  At  such 
times,  wo  to  any  unlucky  vessel  that  ventures  within 
its  clutches. 

This  termagant  humor,  however,  prevails  only  at 
certain  times  of  tide.  At  low  water,  for  instance,  it  is 
as  pacific  a  stream  as  you  would  wish  to  see ;  but  as 
the  tide  rises,  it  begins  to  fret :  at  half-  tide  it  roars  with 
might  and  main,  like  a  bully  bellowing  for  more  drink ; 
but  when  the  tide  is  full  it  relapses  into  quiet,  and,  for 
a  time,  sleeps  as  soundly  as  an  alderman  after  dinner. 
In  fact,  it  may  be  compared  to  a  quarrelsome  toper, 
who  is  a  peaceable  fellow  enough  when  he  has  no  li- 
quor at  all,  or  when  he  has  a  skinfull,  but  who,  when 
half-seas-over,  plays  the  very  devil. 

This  mighty  blustering;  bullying,  hard-drinking  little 
strait,  was  a  place  of  great  danger  and  perplexity  to 
the  Dutch  navigators  of  ancient  days;  hectoring  their 
Volumb  III.— No  26. 


tab- built  barks  in  a  most  unruly  style;  whirling  them 
about  in  a  manner  to  make  any  but  a  Dutchman  gid- 
dy, and  not  unfrequently  stranding  them  upon  rocks 
and  reefs,  as  It  did  the  famous  squadron  of  Oioffe  the 
Dreamer,  when  seeking  a  place  to  found  the  city  of  the 
Manhattoee.  Whereupon,  out  of  sheer  spleen,  they 
denominated  It  HelU-gai,  and  solemnly  gave  it  over  to 
the  devil.  This  appellation  has  since  been  aptly  ren- 
dered into  English  by  the  the  name  of  Hell-gate,  and 
Into  nonsense  by  the  name  of  2/urZ-gate,  according  to 
certain  foreign  Intruders,  who  neither  understood 
Dutch  nor  English— may  St  Nicholas  confound  them! 

This  strait  of  Hell-gate  was  a  place  of  great  awe  aid 
perilous  enterprise  to  me  in  my  boyhood ;  having  been 
much  of  a  navigator  on  those  small  seas,  and  having 
more  than  once  ran  the  risk  of  shipwreck  and  drown- 
ing in  the  course  of  certain  holy-day  voyages,  to  which, 
in  common  with  other  Dutch  urchins,  I  was  rattier 
prone.  Indeed,  partly  from  the  name,  and  partly  from 
various  strange  circumstances  connected  with  it,  this 
place  had  far  more  terrors  in  the  eyes  of  my  truant 
companions  and  myself  than  had  Scylla  and  Charyb- 
dis  for  the  navigators  of  yore. 

In  the  midst  of  this  strait,  and  hard  by  a  group  of 
rocks  called  the  Hen  and  Chickens,  there  lay  the  wreck 
of  a  vessel  which  had  been  entangled  in  the  whirlpool! 
and  stranded  during  a  storm.  There  was  a  wild  story 
told  to  us  of  its  being  the  wreck  of  a  pirate,  and  some 
tale  of  bloody  murder  which  I  cannot  now  recollect! 
but  which  made  us  regard  it  with  great  awe,  and  keep 
far  from  it  in  our  cruisings.  Indeed,  the  desolate  look 
of  the  folorn  hulk,  and  the  fearful  place  where  it  lay 
rotting,  were  enough  to  awaken  strange  notions.  A 
row  of  timber-heads,  blackened  by  time,  just  peered 
above  the  surface  at  high  water;  but  at  low  tide  a  con- 
siderable part  of  the  hull  was  bare,  and  its  great  ribs  or 
timbers,  partly  stripped  of  their  planks  and  dripping 
with  sea-weeds,  looked  like  the  huge  skeleton  of  some 
sea-monster.  There  was  also  the  stump  of  a  mast, 
with  a  few  ropes  and  blocks  swinging  about  and  whist- 
ling in  the  wind,  while  the  sea-gull  wheeled  and 
screamed  around  the  melancholy  carcass.  I  have  a 
a  faint  recollection  of  some  hobgoblin  tale  of  sailors9 
ghosts  being  seen  about  this  wreck  at  night,  with 
bare  sculls,  and  blue  lights  in  their  sockets  instead 
of  eyes,  but  I  have  forgotten  all  the  particulars. 

In  fact,  the  whole  of  this  neighborhood  was  like  the 
straits  of  Pelorus  of  yore,  a  region  of  fable  and  romance 
to  me.  From  the  strait  to  the  Man  hat  toes,  the  bor- 
ders of  the  Sound  are  greatly  diversified,  being  broken 
and  indented  by  rocky  nooks  overhung  with  trees 
which  give  them  a  wild  and  romantic  look.  In  the 
time  of  my  boyhood,  they  abounded  with  tradition* 
about  pirates,  ghosts,  smugglers,  and  buried  money; 
which  had  a  wonderful  effect  upon  the  young  minds  of 
my  companions  and  myself. 

As  I  grew  to  more  mature  years,  I  made  diligent  re- 
search after  the  truth  of  these  strange  traditions;  for  I 
have  always  been  a  curious  investigator  of  the  valua- 
ble but  obscure  branches  of  the  history  of  my  native 
province.  I  found  infinite  difficulty,  however,  in  arri- 
ving at  any  precise  information.  In  seeking  to  dig  up 
one  fact,  it  is  incredible  the  number  of  fables  I  un- 
earthed.   I  will  say  nothing  of  the  devil's  stepping* 
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stones,  by  which  the  arch  fiend  made  his  retreat  from 
Connecticut  to  Long  Island,  across  the  Sound ;  seeing 
the  subject  is  likely  to  be  learnedly  treated  by  a  wor- 
thy friend  and  contemporary  historian,  whom  I  have 
furnished  with  particulars  thereof.  Neither  will  I  say 
anything  of  the  black  man  in  a  three-cornered  hat, 
seated  in  the  stern  of  a  jolly-boat,  who  used  to  be  seen 
about  Hell-gate  in  stormy  weather,  and  who  went  by 
the  name  of  the  pirate's  spukt,  (L  e.  pirate's  ghost,) 
and  whom,  it  is  said,  old  Governor  Stuyvesant  once 
shot  with  a  silver  bullet;  because  I  never  could  meet 
with  any  person  of  staunch  credibility  who  professed 
to  have  seen  this' spectrum,  unless  it  were  the  widow 
of  Manus  Conklen,  the  blacksmith,  of  Frogsneck;  but 
then,  poor  woman,  she  was  a  little  purblind,  and  might 
have  been  mistaken ;  though  they  say  she  saw  further 
than  other  folks  in  the  dark. 

All  this,  however,  was  but  little  satisfactory  In  re- 
gard to  the  tales  of  pirates  and  their  buried  money, 
about  which  I  was  most  curious ;  and  the  following  is 
all  that  I  could  for  a  long  time  collect  that  had  any- 
thing like  an  air  of  authenticity. 


The  Adventure  of  the  Black  Fisherman. 

Everybody  knows  Black  Sam,  the  old  negro  fisher- 
man, or,  as  he  was  commonly  called,  Mud  Sam,  who 
has  fished  about  the  sound  for  the  last  half  century. 
It  is  now  many  years  since  Sam,  who  was  then  as 
active  a  young  negro  as  any  in  the  province,  and  work- 
ed on  the  farm  of  Hillian  Suydam  on  Long  Island, 
having  finished  his  day's  work  at  an  early  hour,  was 
fishing  one  still  su  nmer  evening,  just  about  the  neigh- 
borhood of  Hell-gate. 

He  was  in  a  light  skiff,  and  being  well  acquainted 
with  the  currents  and  eddies,  he  had  shifted  his  sta- 
tion, according  to  the  shifting  of  the  tide,  from  the  Hen 
and  Chicken  to  the  Hog's  back,  and  from  the  Hog's 
back  to  the  Pot,  and  from  the  Pot  to  Frying  pan;  but 
In  the  eagerness  of  his  sport  he  did  not  see  that  the 
tide  was  rapidly  ebbing;  until  the  roaring  of  the  whirl- 
pools and  eddies  warned  him  of  his  danger,  and  he  had 
some  difficulty  in  shooting  his  skiff  from  among  the 
rocks  and  breakers,  and  getting  to  the  point  of  Black- 
well's  Island.  Here  he  cast  anchor  for  sometime, 
waiting  the  turn  of  the  tide  to  enable  him  to  return 
homeward.  As  the  night  set  in,  it  grew  blustering  and 
gusty.  Dark  clouds  came  bundling  up  in  the  west; 
and  now  and  then  a  growl  of  thunder  or  a  flash  of  light- 
ning told  that  a  summer  storm  was  at  hand.  Sam 
pulled  over  therefore,  under  the  lee  of  Manhattan  Is- 
land, and  coasting  along,  came  to  a  snug  nook,  just 
under  a  steep  beetling  rock,  where  he  fastened  his  skiff 
to  the  root  of  a  tree  that  shot  out  from  a  cleft  In  the 
rock,  and  spread  its  broad  branches  like  a  canopy  over 
the  water.  The  gust  came  scouring  along ;  the  wind 
threw  up  the  river  in  white  surges,  the  rain  rattled 
»  among  the  leaves;  the  thunder  bellowed  worse  than 
that  which  is  now  bellowing;  the  lightning  seemed  to 
lick  up  the  surges  of  the  stream;  but  Sam,  snugly 
sheltered  under  rock  and  tree,  lay  crouched  in  his  skiff, 
rocking  upon  the  billows  until  he  fell  asleep.  When 
he  awoke  all  was  quiet.  The  gust  had  passed  away, 
and  only  now  and  then  a  faint  gleam  of  lightning  in 
the  east  showed  which  way  it  had  gone.  The  night 
was  dark  and  moonless ;  and  from  the  state  of  the  tid. 
Sam  concluded  it  was  near  midnight.  He  was  on  tin 
point  of  making  loose  his  skiff  to  return  homewardi 


when  he  saw  a  light  gleaming  along  the  water  frosa  a 
distance,  which  seemed  rapidly  approaching. 

As  it  drew  near  he  perceived  it  came  from  a  lantern 
in  the  bow  of  a  boat  which  was  gliding  along  under 
the  shadow  of  the  land.  It  pulled  up  in  a  small  cove, 
close  to  where  he  was.  A  man  jumped  on  shore,  and 
searching  about  with  the  lantern,  exclaimed,  "  this  is 
the  place—  here's  the  iron  ring."  The  boat  was  tbca 
made  fast,  and  the  man  returning  on  board,  assisted 
his  comrades  in  conveying  something  heavy  on  shore. 
As  the  light  gleamed  among  them,  Sam  saw  that  they 
were  five  stout  desperate  looking  fellows,  in  red  wolka 
caps,  with  a  leader  in  a  three  corned  hat,  and  that  sods 
of  them  were  armed  with  dirks  or  long  knives  and  pis- 
tols. They  talked  low  to  one  another,  and  occasionally 
in  some  outlandish  tongue  which  he  could  not  under- 
stand. 

On  landing  they  made  their  way  among  the  bushes, 
taking  turns  to  relieve  each  other  in  lugging  their  bur- 
den up  the  rocky  bank.  Sam's  curiosity  was  now 
fully  aroused ;  so  leaving  his  skiff  he  clambered  silently 
up  a  ridge  that  overlooked  their  path.  They  had  stop- 
ped to  rest  for  a  moment,  and  the  leader  was  looking 
about  among  the  bushes  with  his  lantern.  "Have 
you  brought  the  spades  V  said  one.  " They  are  here," 
replied  another,  who  had  them  on  his  shoulder.  "  We 
must  dig  deep ;  there  will  be  no  risk  of  discovery,"  said 
a  third. 

A  cold  chill  ran  through  Sam's  veins.  He  fancied 
he  saw  before  him  a  gang  of  murderers,  about  to  bury 
their  victim.  His  knees  smote  together.  In  his  agi- 
tation he  shook  the  branch  of  a  tree  with  which  he 
was  supporting  him  Be  If  as  he  looked  over  the  edge  of 
the  cliff. 

"  What's  that?"  cried  one  of  the  gang;  some  one 
stirs  among  the  bushes." 

The  lantern  was  held  up  in  the  direction  of  the  noise. 
One  of  the  red  capB  cocked  a  pistol,  and  pointed  it  to- 
ward the  very  place  where  Sam  was  standing.  He 
stood  motionless,  breathless ;  expecting  the  next  mo- 
ment to  be  his  last.  Fortunately  his  dingy  complex- 
ion was  in  his  favor,  and  made  no  glare  among  the 
leaves. 

"  'Tie  no  one,"  said  the  man  with  the  lam  era. 
"  What  a  plague !  you  would  not  fire  off  your  pistol 
and  alarm  the  country. 

The  pistol  was  uncocked ;  the  burden  was  resumed, 
and  the  party  slowly  toiled  along  the  bank.  Sam 
watched  them  as  they  went;  the  light  sending  back 
fitful  gleams  through  the  dripping  bushes,  and  It  was 
not  till  they  were  fairly  out  of  sight  that  he  ventured 
to  drawn  breath  freely.  He  now  thought  of  getting 
back  to  his  boat,  and  making  his  escape  oui  of  the 
reach  of  such  dangerous  neighbors;  but  curiosity  wus 
all-powerful.  He  hesitated  and  lingered  and  listened. 
By-and-by  he  heard  the  strokes  of  spades. 

"They  are  digging  the  grave,"  said  he  to  himself; 
and  the  cold  sweat  started  upon  his  forehead.  Every 
stroke  of  a  spade,  as  it  sounded  through  the  silent 
groves,  went  to  his  heart.  It  was  evident  there  was 
as  little  noise  made  as  possible;  everything  had  an  air 
of  terrible  mystery  and  secresy.  Sam  had  a  great  re* 
lish  for  the  horrible — a  tale  of  murder  was  a  trear  tor 
him,  and  he  was  a  constant  attendant  at  executions. 
He  could  not  resist  an  impulse,  in  spite  of  every  dan- 
ger, to  steal  nearer  the  scene  of  mystery,  and  overlook 
the  midnight  fellows  at  their  work.  He  crawled  along 
cautiously  therefore,  inch  by  inch,  stepping  with  the 
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utmost  care  among  the  dry  leaves,  lest  their  rustling 
should  betray  him.  He  came  at  length  to  where  a 
steep  rock  intervened  between  him  and  the  gang;  for 
he  saw  the  light  of  their  lantern  shining  up  against 
the  branches  of  the  trees  on  the  other  side.  Sam 
slowly  and  silently  clambered  up  the  surface  of  the 
rock,  and  raising  hie  head  above  its  naked  edge,  be- 
held the  villains  immediately  below  him,  and  so  near, 
that  though  he  dreaded  discovery,  he  dared  not  with- 
draw, lest  the  least  movement  should  be  heard.  In 
this  way  he  remained,  with  his  round  black  face  peer- 
ing above  the  edge  of  the  rock,  like  the  sun  just  emerg- 
ing above  the  edge  of  the  horizon,  or  the  round-cheek- 
ed moon  on  the  dial  of  a  clock. 

The  red  caps  had  nearly  finished  their  work;  the 
grave  was  filled  up,  and  they  were  carefully  replacing 
the  turf.  This  done,  they  scattered  dry  leaves  over 
the  place.  "And  now,"  said  the  leader,  "  I  defy  the 
devil  himself  to  rind  it  out." 

"The  murderers!"  exclaimed  Sam,  involuntarily. 
The  whole  gang  started,  and  looking  up  beheld  the 
round  black  head  of  Sam  just  above  them ;  his  white 
eyes  strained  half  out  of  their  orbits,  his  white  teeth 
chattering:,  and  his  whole  visage  shining  with  cold 
perspira'iion. 

••  We're  discovered !"  cried  one.  "  Down  with  him !" 
cried  another.  Sam  heard  the  cocking  of  a  pistol,  but 
did  not  pause  for  the  report.  He  scrambled  over  rock 
and  stone,  through  bush  and  briar;  rolled  down  banks 
like  a  hedge  hog ;  scrambled  up  others  like  a  cata- 
mount. In  every  direction  he  heard  some  one  or  other 
of  the  gang  hemming  him  in.  At  length  he  reached 
the  rocky  ridge  along  the  river ;  one  of  the  red  caps 
was  hard  by  him.  A  steep  rock  like  a  wall  rose  di- 
rectly in  his  way ;  it  seemed  to  cut  off  all  retreat, 
when  fortunately  he  espied  the  strong  cord-like  branch 
of  a  grape  vine  reaching  half  way  down  it  He  sprang 
at  it  with  the  force  of  a  desperate  man,  seized  it  with 
both  hands,  and  being  young  and  agile,  succeeded  in 
■winging  himself  to  the  summit  of  the  cliff. 

Here  he  stood  in  full  relief  against  the  sky,  when 
the  red  cap  cocked  his  pistol  and  fired.  The  ball 
whistled  by  Sam's  head.  With  the  lucky  thought  of 
a  man  in  an  emergency,  he  uttered  a  yell,  fell  to  the 
ground,  and  detached  at  the  same  time  a  fragment  of 
of  a  rock,  which  tumbled  with  a  loud  splash  into  the 
river. 

"  I've  done  his  business,"  said  the  red  cap  to  one 
or  two  of  his  comrades,  as  they  arrived  panting.  "  He 
will  tell  no  tales,  except  to  the  fishes  in  the  river." 

His  pursuers  now  turned  off  to  meet  their  compan- 
ions. Sam  sliding  silently  down  the  surface  of  the 
rock,  let  himself  quietly  into  his  skiff,  cast  loose  the 
fastening,  and  abandoned  himself  to  the  rapid  current, 
which  in  that  place  runs  like  a  mill  stream,  and  soon 
swept  him  oft  from  the  neighborhood.  It  was  not, 
however,  till  he  had  drifted  a  great  distance  that  he 
ventured  to  ply  his  oars;  when  he  made  his  skiff  dart 
like  an  arrow  through  the  strait  of  Hell-gate,  never 
heeding  the  danger  of  Pot,  Frying-pan,  or  Hog's  Back 
itself.  Nor  did  he  feel  himself  thoroughly  secure  un- 
til safely  nestled  in  bed  in  the  cockloft  of  the  ancient 
farm  house  of  the  Suydams. 


Think  of  those  who  have  gone  before  you— consider 
the  empires  which  have  passed  away — and  all  of  which 
has  ever  been,  nothing  remains  but  the  traces  of  virtue. 


THE  OLD  SAILOR. 

BY    HBZBKIA.H    RINGBOLT. 

An  old  sailor  is  a  singular  being,  not  only  peculiar, 
but  angular,  in  the  literal  meaning  of  the  word — alone. 
He  has  outlived  his  youthful  companions,  he  has  lost 
relish  for  everything  calculated  to  make  life  happy. 
Novelty  has  no  more  charms  for  him,  because  to  him 
there  can  be  nothing  new,  and  he  plods  the  downward 
hill  of  life,  too  often  hastening  his  descent  by  seeking 
temporary  oblivion  of  bis  misery  in  the  intoxicating 
cup. 

Poor,  solitary  Jack  Tar  1  You  stand  alone  like  the 
giant  oak  of  the  forest,  but  not  like  the  tree,  strong  and 
vigorous  in  age;  for  your  decaying  trunk  and  weak- 
oned  limbs  bend  more  and  more  to  every  fitful  blast  until 
soon  the  winds  shall  indeed  pass  over  you,  and  you 
are  gone—not  even  shall  an  humble  tomb  stone  tell 
where  you  lie. 

"  Peace  to  the  ashes  of  the  dead?" 
No  peace  to  his,  for  o'er  his  head 
The  ocean's  heaving  billows  roll, 
Their  roar  the  requiem  of  his  soul. 
What  matters  this?    At  God's  command 
The  ocean  as  the  solid  land 
Shall  bring  its  tenants  forth  to  view. 
Yes,  they  shall  leave  her  clothed  anew 
In  glorious  bodies  at  the  day 
When  at  a  word  are  passed  away 
The  ocean  and  the  firmer  earth, 
By  Him  whose  mandate  gave  them  birth. 

Excuse  this  humble  tribute,  to  the  memory  of  an  old 
shipmate.  But  shall  such  a  destiny  as  I  have  de- 
scribed always  await  the  old  sailor?  No,  God  be 
thanked  for  the  benevolent  age  in  which  we  live,  and 
the  exertions  already  made  for  seamen.  Contrast  the 
present  time  with  a  few  short  years  by-gone.  The 
spirit  of  love — of  true  philanthropy — is  abroad,  which 
if  not  religion  itself,  is  her  twin  sister  and  dearest  com- 
panion. Hand  in  hand,  they  are  traversing  the  civil- 
ized world,  and  shedding  more  of  their  blessed  in- 
fluence upon  our  own  land  than  upon  any  other  region 
of  earth.  Fondly  do  we  look  forward  to  the  time  when 
they  shall  complete  the  good  work  already  begun,  and 
make  this  desert  world  blossom  like  the  rose,  and 
render  it  more  and  more  the  paradise  of  God.  No  one 
can  deny  that  the  efforts  now  to  improve  the  moral 
and  intellectual  condition  of  sailors  have  a  greater  ten- 
dency to  hasten  that  happy  period  than  almost  any 
other  purpose  that  can  emanate  from  a  benevolent 
heart,  for  in  vain  shall  the  great  societies  for  the  diffu- 
sion of  the  gospel  in  foreign  lands  send  forth  their  bibles 
and  missionaries,  so  long  as  the  vessels  that  convey 
them  are  manned  by  seamen  whose  evil  examples  will 
counterbalance  ail  their  good  effects.  Until  very  lately 
no  one  cared  for  the  sailors'  comfort  of  body  or  the 
peace  of  his  soul.  He  was  regarded  as  an  outcast,  and 
beneath  the  notice  of  his  more  fortunate  fellow  crea- 
tures who  dwelt  on  shore.  But  humanity  has  at  length 
been  aroused  in  some  bosoms,  and  chiefly  in  those  of 
such  as  are  always  first  in  every  good  work.  God  bless 
the  ladies,  and  I  am  sure  the  response  will  come  from 
every  sailor's  heart — God  bless  the  ladies! 

But  I  have  run  off  my  course.  The  old  sailor — yes, 
poor  old  Bill  Merrick,  you  were  such  an  one  as  I  had 
begun  to  describe.  Your  haggard  look,  enfeebled 
strength,  and  broken  constitution,  were  strong  and 
uncalled  for  witnesses  to  prove  your  claim  to  the  title. 
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It  was  a  cold  and  dreary  night  off  the  Cape  of  Good 
Hope,  in  July,  and  the  watch  had  generally  sought 
shelter  under  the  lee  of  the  galley  and  long  boat,  ex- 
cepting old  Bill,  whose  lookout  it  happened  to  be. 
After  endeavoring  in  vain  to  get  warm  by  means  of  my 
pea-jacket,  I  jumped  up  shivering,  and  volunteered  to 
keep  the  lookout  lor  the  old  man,  and  let  him  caulk  if 
he  could. 

11  No— no— Charley,"  said  he,  "  lie  down  and  forget 
your  misery." 

"Why,  I'm  not  particularly  miserable,  Bill,  unless 
miserably  cold,"  replied  I,  as  he  turned  away  from  me. 
M 1  should  think  you  were,  though,  for  your  face  has 
been  as  long  as  the  main-top-bowline  and  jib  downhaul 
spliced  together,  for  this  week  or  more.  Well,  if  you 
won't  let  me  keep  the  lookout  for  you,  why  then  good 
bye— only  you  are  a  bit  unsociable— that's  all." 

I  had  turned  away,  when  the  old  fellow  suddenly 
stopped  in  his  hurried  walk,  and  said  in  a  kinder  voice, 
— "  Charley,  my  boy,  come  here— you  may  keep  the 
lookout  with  me,  if  you  like— and  I  will  tell  you  of  a 
greater  misery  than  cold  or  any  other  pain  you  ever 
suffered." 

"  Oh,  now  for  a  yarn  l"  said  I,  "  a  regular  twister,  I 
suppose." 

"  Nothing  of  that  kind,"  said  he  seriously.  ' ( If  you 
live  as  long  as  I  have  done,  you  may  experience  much 
misery,  but  if  you  live  as  I  have  done,  you'll  have  the 
greatest  misery  a  man  can  have— an  evil  conscience— 
for  that's  my  yarn.  I  once  had  a  home,  a  happy  one, 
for  there  was  everything  to  make  it  so,  kind  and  af- 
fectionate parents,  brothers  and  sisters,  and  many 
friends — one  friend  more  dear  than  all.  I  had  received 
a  good  education,  and  was  blessed  with  that,  and  robust 
health,  and  above  all,  with  the  love  of  such  a  sweet 
girl  as  Mary  Morton,  who  was  happier  or  had  fairer 
prospect*  for  life  than  myself?  But  unfortunately  I 
had  a  restless  disposition,  and  felt  an  irresistible  desire 
to  see  the  world,  and  could  not  overcome  a  fancy  for 
the  sea.  I  must  make  one  voyage.  My  father  op- 
posed— my  mother  and  sisters  begged  me  not  to  leave 
my  home.  And  Mary,  poor  Mary,  said— nothing— but 
the  parting  kiss,  the  tears  that  stood  in  her  sweet  eyes, 
and  the  last  look  of  love  she  gave  me  as  I  closed  the 
door  of  her  father's  house  and  saw  her  for  the  last  time, 
were  words  such  as  lips  can  never  utter." 

"  But  I  shall  see  her  again,  boy,"  continued  the  old 
sailor.  "  I  sometimes  think  I  do  see  her.  I  think  she 
is  one  of  those  bright  stars  overhead — and  on  such  a 
night  as  this,  I  love  to  watch  them  as  they  break  out 
from  the  black  passing  clouds  like  rays  of  hope  from 
the  darkness  of  despair  to  cheer  us  on  our  lonely  way. 
Charley  I  do  believe  those  stars  *re  angels.  I  can't 
help  worshipping  them  sometimes,  and  then  1  think 
they  glisten  brighter  than  before,  and  are  the  smiles  of 
Heaven  upon  my  desolate  soul ! 

"  Well,  I  sought  a  voyage,  caring  little  where  the  ship 
might  be  bound,  so  that  I  might  gratify  my  darling  de- 
sire to  '  see  the  world ;'  and  believe  me  my  boy,  I  have 
seen  it— and  seen  the  vanity  of  it  too.  My  first  voyage 
was  round  Cape  Horn,  and  though  at  first  ship's  duty 
came  hard  upon  me  as  it  does  upon  us  all,  yet  every- 
thing was  so  new  during  that  voyage  that  this  was 
soon  no  longer  remembered— and  alas !  the  thoughts 
of  my  home  and  friends,  too,  began  to  fade  from  my 
mind.  I  became  a  slave  to  bad  habits,  and  in  two 
short  years,  whatever  good  feelings  my  heart  might 
havs  once  possessed,  were  deadened  or  benumbed— 


and  when  I  returned  I  was  a  different  being.  I  had 
forgotten  my  parents,  brothers  and  sisters,  and  even 
Mary — or  if  ever  thoughts  of  them  crossed  my  mind, 
they  were  chased  away  like  phantoms  that  disturb  our 
dreams.  1  had  rushed  headlong  to  destruction,  and 
there  was  no  one  to  stop  my  besotted  career ! 

*(  Had  there  been  such  institutions  as  there  now  are, 
I  might  have  been  reclaimed— but  every  one  seemed 
willing  to  help  me  on  to  destruction.  My  dissolute 
companions  made  me  frequent  the  resorts  of  infamy. 
My  landlord  stupified  my  senses  with  his  infernal 
liquor,  and  a  miserable  scoundrel  of  a  lawyer,  with 
whom  he  was  connected  in  trade,  pursuaded  me  to 
prosecute  my  captain  for  some  fancied  wrong,  and 
thus  between  them  all  I  was  ruined  outright.  Charier, 
don't  you  ever  forget  your  home — don't  you  go  inside 
such  den 8  as  I  did— don't  you  touch  rum — don't  you 
trust  the  landlord  that  offers  it  to  you— and  don't  you 
have  anything  to  do  with  lawyers.  If  you  mind  the 
first  three  thing  you'll  keep  your  happiness,  reputation 
and  health— and  if  you  mind  the  last  you'll  keep  your 
money  into  the  bargain.  Rum,  bad  women,  landlords 
and  lawyers  have  been  the  ruin  of  me,  as  they  have  of 
many  a  sailor  besides.  Yes,  they  are  worse  than  sick- 
ness, shipwrecks,  scorpions  and  devils !" 

Bill  expressed  himself  strongly— I  will  not  ask  "long 
shore  people"  if  any  too  strongly— but  sailors  I  put  it  to 
you. 

"  Well,"  continued  the  old  tar,  "  I  shipped  again— 
or  rather  I  was  shipped— for  positively  I  knew  nothing 
of  it  until  I  found  myself  at  sea,  when  I  awoke  as  if 
from  a  trance  to  the  wretchedness  of  my  situation. 
From  the  first  hour  I  landed  in  Boston  until  then  I 
could  not  call  my  senses  my  own.  But  a  few  days 
after  leaving  port  they  returned  with  their  full  strength 
and  vigor,  and  showing  me  my  past  folly  in  a  glaring 
light.  My  wages  for  a  two  years  voyage  were  gone, 
and  also  those  for  the  first  two  months  of  the  voyage 
on  which  I  had  just  entered,  bound  I  knew  not  where. 
But  all  this  was  nothing — I  gave  it  scarce  a  moment's 
thought.  My  reputation  was  lost  forever.  Oh,  the 
recollection  of  what  I  suffered  on  that  dreadful  day 
makes  me  shudder,  even  now,  after  a  lapse'of  more 
than  thirty  years.  The  consciousness  of  my  degraded 
situation  overwhelmed  me— the  damning  thoughts 
that  I  had  set  the  seal  of  ruin  upon  my  own  head,  and 
that  I  had  forgotten  the  ties  of  nature  and  of  love,  came 
over  me  with  a  power  that  threatened  to  drive  me  mad. 
The  tearful  countenances  of  my  parents  often  appear- 
ed to  my  view — and  the  image  of  Mary  flitted  by  me,. 
as  it  were,  the  image  of  sorrow  1  I  have  since  been  in 
the  thickness  of  battle,  wounded  among  the  dying  and 
the  dead — have  lain  among  sufferers  like  myself  from 
loathsome  diseases  in  a  crowded  foreign  hospital- 
have  endured  every  hardship  that  falls  to  a  sailor's  lot, 
and  they  are  neither  few  nor  small,  but  the  day  I  suf- 
fered more  than  all  other  days  combined,  was  the  first 
day  that  I  came  to  my  senses  on  the  second  voyage, 

"  Oh  Charley,  it  was  conscience — conscience  I  Many 
gay  scenes  have  I  witnessed  since  then,  in  the  midst 
of  which,  conscience,  by  suddenly  bringing  such  recol- 
lections to  my  mind,  has  dispelled  the  temporary 
charms  of  pleasure  which  I  had  gathered  around  me, 
but  as  conscience  met  me  with  strenuous  resistance,, 
fainter  and  fainter  seemed  her  rebukes  until  my  soul 
was  deadened  by  sin. 

"  Vet  once  a  softer  feeling  came  over  my  spirit.  I  had 
recovered  from  a  severe  sickness,  and  not  being  ablt- 
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to  go  to  soa  immediately,  resolved  to  visit  my  home. 
Twenty  yean  bad  elapsed  since  I  left  it;  yet  I  dared 
net  assume  my  own  name— but  under  false  colors  I 
arrived  at  my  native  town.  Ob  the  change  that  had 
passed  over  it  was  great— but  not  so  great  as  the 
change  that  had  passed  over  myself!  I  recognized 
many  things  and  many  faces,  but  none  recognized  me. 
1  made  inquiries  about  the  inhabitants,  of  the  landlord 
of  the  village  tavern,  in  such  a  manner  as  not  to  ex- 
cite suspicion.  My  parents  were  dead— they  had  died 
in  the  far  West,  and  for  aught  that  was  known,  my 
brothers  and  sisters  still  dwelt  there,  or  were  buried 
by  their  side.  But  there  was  one  I  dared  not  inquire 
for,  though  I  hoped  that  she  had  forgotten  me,  and 
was  happier  with  another  than  she  ever  could  have 
been  with  such  a  wretch  as  myself;  but  I  could  not 
find  courage  to  mention  her  name,  lest  I  should  be 
betrayed— and  I  would  not  have  been  discovered  for 
worlds. 

"  A  wanderer  in  my  own  home,  I  sauntered  about  the 
streets  seeking  familiar  objects  dear  to  my  youth,  and 
at  length  strolled  into  the  burial  ground.  I  found  there 
names  of  my  early  associates,  and  I  sadly  gazed  upon 
these,  the  only  mementos  that  were  left  of  them  to 
me— but  suddenly  I  stopped — for  a  white  tombstone 
met  my  gaze,  and  on  it  was  inscribed  her  name !  She 
had  died  three  years  after  I  received  her  farewell  kiss 
of  affection,  and  promised  in  return  the  truest  and 
most  constant  love.  I  asked  no  more  questions  of  any 
one — and  here  I  needed  to  ask  none.  She  died — she 
must  have  died  of  a  broken  heart  I— and  so  perhaps  died 
my  beloved  parents !  I  gathered  a  han/Lful  of  tall  rank 
grass  from  her  grave,  and  departed  never  again  to  re- 
turn. 

"  My  life  then  became  wretched  indeed.  My  youth 
and  health  were  gone,  and  I  could  no  longer  enjoy 
pleasures,  which  long  before,  by  repetition  had  lost 
their  power  to  please.  But  latterly  a  thought  comes 
over  me  at  times  that  I  may  yet  be  forgiven — and  thus 
may  meet  again  in  heaven,  those  I  shall  never  more 
behold  on  earth.  Yes,  Charley,  I'm  a  shattered  old 
hulk,  and  have  been  long  adrift— but,  thank  God,  I 
hope  the  sighs  of  repentance  have  at  last  wafted  me  to 
good  holding  ground,  and  I  have  one  anchor  left— it  is 
Hope.  When  that  takes  hold  upon  Mercy,  we  can't 
go  ashore." 

Such  was  the  story  of  old  BUI— if  not  his  precise 
words,  as  near  as  my  recollection  for  ten  years  serves 
me. 

We  became  intimate  friends.  His  sad  history  had 
conveyed  a  moral.  His  was,  too,  the  best  advice  one 
sailor  ever  gave  another.  Let  it  not  be  sneered  at  be- 
cause he  chose  to  include  one  of  the  learned  profes- 
sions in  his  enumeration  of  sailors  enemies.  He 
meant  "tailor  lawyers,"  and  experience  has  since 
proved  to  me  that  he  was  not  wrong  in  adding  them  to 
his  list,  nor  very  far  out  of  the  way  in  the  comparison 
with  which  he  honored  them. 

It  is  a  fact,  too  notorious  to  be  disputed,  that  in  some 
places  certain  of  these  gentry  are  leagued  with  land 
lords,  and  make  it  their  business  to  stir  up  ttj  feelings 
among  sailors  toward  their  officers,  bringing  cases  in- 
to courts  which  might  not,  perhaps,  have  been  dream- 
ed of,  and,  as  is  usual,  getting  a  very  good  oyster,  and 
in  most  every  instance  leaving  the  two  shells  to  be  di- 
gested between  plaintiff  and  defendant!  One  of  the 
members  of  the  Suffolk  bar  once  had  the  frankness  to 
tell  the  writer,  whom  he  was  prosecuting  for  an  alleg- 


ed cruel  assault  and  battery,  that  he  had  no*doubt  of 
his  innocence,  bat  that  the  sailor  having  come  off  from 
a  long  voyage  had  plenty  of  money,  and  as  long  aa 
that  lasted  he  was  determined  to  carry  on  the  suit. 
Rather  than  be  at  numerous  law  expenses,  this  gentle- 
man received  a  clever  sum  to  settle,  for  which  he  gave 
his  own  receipt  as  Attorney  for  the  sailor,  who  might 
have  received  it  or  might  not— but  the  probability 
seemed  that  he  had  been  the  loser  rather  that  the  gain- 
er, as  he  went  to  sea  again  in  a  few  days,  the  landlord 
taking  his  advance  wages  for  money  which  he  owed  1 
I  do  not  bring  forward  this  example  to  gratify  my  own 
spleen,  though  I  must  own  I  was  indifferently  pleased 
with  the  affair,  but  I  mention  it  as  one  of  the  numer- 
ous instances  of  the  depredations  of  this  crass  of  land- 
sharks  which  happening  to,  in  part,  myself;  affords  me 
at  least  strong  grounds  for  belief  in  its  truth.  And  I 
trust  the  honest  gentlemen  of  Court  street,  will  have 
no  more  objection  to  its  exposure  than  an  honest  land- 
lord would  like  the  exposure  of  a  rogue— a  pious  man 
of  a  hypocrite— or  the  temperance  society  to  hear  the 
downfall  of  rum.  I  am  writing  just  now,  as  I  humbly 
hope,  for  the  benefit  of  sailors.  I  wish  to  point  out  all 
their  enemies  to  them,  and  beg  them  as  they  value 
their  happiness,  reputation,  health,  and  property  to 
remember  old  Bill's  advice,  the  whole  of  it,  from  clue 
to  earing. 

We  at  length  arrived  at  our  port  of  destination.  The 
good  resolutions  Bill  had  formed  were  not  abandoned. 
He  withstood  every  temptation  that  was  thrown  in 
his  way,  and  won  the  esteem  and  respect  of  his  offi- 
cers and  shipmates,  as  the  consistent  conduct  of  a 
good  seaman  invariably  will.  Unquestionably  there 
are  sometimes  brutes  who  creep  into  stations  of  autho- 
rity and  truston  board  of  American  vessels— but  they 
are  never  allowed  to  continue  long,  and  I  cannot  but 
believe  that  their  cruelty  is  almost  always  greatly  ex- 
aggerated, for  their  own  self  interest  would  prevent  its 
execution.  I  can  truly  say  that  during  a  period  of 
ten  years  on  board  of  many  different  vessels,  I  have 
never  yet  seen  a  good  sailor,  who  knew  and  did  his  du- 
ty, maltreated  or  abused;  nor  from  credible  and  impar- 
tial testimony  did  I  ever  hear  of  an  instance. 

After  visiting  several  ports,  the  old  Emius*  head  was 
pointed  for  home,  at  first  everything  promised  a  speedy 
voyage.  But  such  was  not  to  be  our  lot.  After  expe- 
riencing gale  after  gale  we  at  length  weathered  the 
Cape,  but  the  passage  was  prolonged  almost  beyond 
precedent,  and  that  dreadful  scourge,  the  scurvy,  ap- 
peared among  us.  It  is  a  consolation  to  know  that 
this  fell  disease  is  every  day  becoming  more  and  more 
rare,  as  greater  attention  has  latterly  been  paid  to  the- 
comfort  of  seamen,  and  more  regard  is  had  to  their 
diet  and  cleanliness,  but  formerly  its  ravages  were 
dreadful,  and  even  now,  we  sometimes  hear  of  ks  me- 
lancholy effects  upon  entire  crews.  Let  ship-owners 
be  persuaded  to  supply  their  vessels  plentifully  with- 
flour  and  vegetables  and  some  live  stock,  and  it  will- 
soon  entirely  disappear.  It  is  really  astonishing  that 
this  precaution  has  not  been  heretofore  more  exten- 
sive, for  putting  motives  of  humanity  aside,  salt  beef 
and  bread  alone  have  been  found  to  be  the  most  expen- 
sive articles  in  the  victualling  of  a  ship.  One  barrev 
of  beef,  and  one  of  flour,  will  last  one  third  longer 
than  two  barrels  of  beef,  and  cost  one  fourth  less. 
Flour  once,  or  at  most  twice  a  week,  is  considered  in. 
many  vessels  as  very  liberal— but  I  have  found  that  by- 
far  the  cheapest  way  Is  to  give  it  to  the  crew  every  day* 
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As  is  usually  the  case— from  what  cause  does  not 
appear— this  disease  fell  first  and  heaviest  upon  the 
oldest  men  on  board,  and  by  the  time  we  were  within 
ten  days'  sail  of  home,  the  chief  officer  who  was  an 
elderly  man,  had  fallen  a  victim  to  its  power,  and  half 
the  crew  were  off  duty.  My  old  shipmate  suffered 
more  than  any  other,  and  the  death  of  the  mate  made 
him  despair  of  recovery. 

On  the  day  of  the  officer's  burial,  he  called  me  to 
the  side  of  his  bunk— "Charley,"  said  he,  "so  Mr. 
Williams  is  gone?    Well,  my  turn  comes  next" 

"  Oh,  no,  Bill,"  said  I,  "  I  hope  not.  We  have  got 
a  fair  wind  now,  and  shall  be  on  soundings  in  a  few 
days  and  then  you'll  be  all  right  again." 

11  Nbvbb  1"  said  the  old  man  solemnly.  "  No  I  shall 
never  land  in  Boston  alive.  If  not  before,  I  shall  die 
the  moment  we  strike  soundings.  I  hope  I  may  bold 
out  till  then,  and  perhaps  the  Captain  will  keep  my 
poor  old  hulk  aboard  till  the  ship  gets  in." 

I  endeavored  to  console  him,  and  assured  him  that 
should  it  be  so,  we  would  all  beg  the  Captain  to  grant 
his  request  if  it  could  be  done. 

"But,"  said  he,  pressing  my  hand,  "  I  have  one  re- 
quest to  make  to  you— I  would  do  it  for  any  one  and  I 
am  sure  you  will  do  it  for  me !" 

The  tears  started  in  my  eyes  as  I  promised  to  obey 
his  wish  before  it  was  expressed.  He  then  asked  for 
pen  and  paper,  which  being  furnished,  he  wrote  a  draft 
upon  the  owners,  made  payable  to  myself,  for  all  the 
wages  due  him  to  the  time  of  his  death.  He  put  the 
paper  in  my  hand,  and  held  that  in  his  own,  while  he 
told  me  to  draw  the  money,  and  expend  it  in  having 
his  body  transported  to ,  and,  he  added,  in  a  fal- 
tering voice,  "have  it  buried  by  her  side." 

I  repeated  the  promise  already  made,  and  pledged 
my  word  to  see  it  done  myself. 

"  I  knew  you  would,  Charley,"  said  he,  squeezing 
my  hand,  "I  knew  you  would"— and  he  then  contin- 
ued, "  if  there  is  anything  left,  put  it  into  Father  Tay- 
lor's box." 

But  this  consolation  was  denied  him.  Our  favora 
ble  wind  soon  failed.  He  became  more  and  more  ex- 
hausted, and  it  was  evident  to  himself,  as  well  as  to 
others  that  his  end  was  at  hand.  Sailors  may  be  sup- 
posed to  be  rough  nurses,  but  we  did  everything  in  our 
power  to  sooth  his  dying  moments. 

On  Saturday  he  had  been  fast  drooping,  and  every 
hour  we  had  expected  would  be  his  last,  but  as  evening 
drew  on  he  revived  a  little,  and  asked  me  how  was  the 
weather.    I  told  him  it  was  fine. 

"Are  the  stars  out?"  he  inquired. 

He  was  told  that  they  were. 

"Then,  oh,  take  me  on  deck,  and  let  me  look  at 
them  once  more  1" 

His  request  was  complied  with.  He  was  carefully 
lifted  out  of  the  fore  scuttle,  and  placed  on  the  weather 
sde  of  the  forecastle.  We  were  off  Bermuda,  and  it 
was  indeed  a  beautiful  evening.  It  might  almost  be 
said  with  truth, 

"  The  winds  were  all  hushed,  and  the  waves  were  at 
rest;" 

For  only  a  slight  ripple  under  the  bows  broke  the 
stillness  of  the  hour,  and  its  dirge-like  music  seemed 
tuned  by  nature  for  the  parting  soul,  while  the  gentle 
breeze  was  ready  to  waft  it  to  the  mansions  of  the 
blessed.  As  the  eyes  of  the  sufferer  gazed  on  the  bright 
firmament  over  his  head,  they  gathered  an  unearthly 
lustre,  and  a  triumphant  smile  irradiated  his  pallid  fea- 


tures, as  he  clasped  his  hands  across  his  bosom  and 
exclaimed,  "  Thank  God,  I  am  foboivkh  P» 

These  were  his  last  words,  and  uttered  almost  with 
his  last  breath.  He  was  dead— but  his  countenance 
seemed  to  grow  brighter  after  life  had  fled,  as  if  bis 
purified  spirit  had  returned  from  heaven  to  share  its 
happiness  with  the  frail  body,  which  had  been  its  c 
panion  so  long  upon  earth. — Bodon  MercaaHU . 
naL 

The  Pobtby  op  Gbebhwood  Cehbtbby. — The  beat- 
tiful  grounds  and  the  hallowed  associations  of  Green- 
wood are  destined  to  afford  much  material  for  poetry 
in  time  to  come,  and  our  local  bards  are  already  com- 
mencing to  work  the  ore.  Last  week  we  published 
a  clever  poetic  address  to  the  cemetery  bell  by  Artbar 
Morrell.  It  seems  this  bell  has  something  poet-stiniaf 
about  it ;  for  another  of  our  contributors  has  been  si- 
multaneously inspired  by  its  pensive  tones,  and  hat 
brought  out  from  the  cemetery  ore  his  portion  of  the 
fine  gold,  as  follows : 

THE  BELL  AT  GREENWOOD  CEMETERY. 

BT  X.AWBBVOS  X.ABBBB. 

Oh,  sad  and  lonely  is  thy  task,  thou  melancholy  batt, 
No  joyous  tones  of  gladness  from  thy  brazen  bosom 

swell — 
No  gay  parade— no  festival  thon  ush'rest  in,  I  ween, 
But  ever  sorrowful  thy  voice  amid  the  forest  green. 

Why  have  they  doom'd  thee  thus  for  aye  thy  cheerless 

watch  to  keep 
In  yonder  gloomy  tower,  round  which  the  ivy  lean  to 

creep- 
Where  crickets'  merry  chirp  ne'er  sounds,  where  bird 

doth  never  light, 
Unless  at  times  the  solemn  owl  doth  perch  him  there 

at  night. 

For  maiden  fair  who  pass'd  away  in  youth's  delicious 

prime, 
'Twas  thy  sad  office  to  perform  her  doleful  funeral 

chime — 
To  pay  a  passing  tribute  to  her  virtues  and  her  worth, 
As  breaking  hearts  and  tearful  eyes  consign'd  her  to 

the  earth. 

The  bride  but  newly  wedded— thou  hast  seen  her  paas 

along, 
Up  the  embower' d  avenue,  amid  the  weeping  throng; 
And  thy  sad  tones  fell  heavily  on  one  afflicted  heart- 
Alas!  that  Heaven  should  ever  cause  the  wedded  twain 

to  part! 

To-day  a  train  with  measured  tread  doth  slowly  pass 

thee  by, 
While,  mingling  with  thy  chant,  is  heard  a  wailing 

mother's  cry; — 
Her  infant  that  she  doated  on— for  whom  her  grief  is 

given— 
Too  pure  and  fair  for  earthly  care,  is  smiling  now  in 

Heaven ! — 

To-morrow  comes  that  sable  hearse— griefs  accents 

speak  aloud ; 
The  mother,  broken-hearted,  lieth  pale  within  her 

shroud  i 
While  thy  bewailing  requiem  doth  ever  seem  to  say- 
Behold  how  Time  the  Mower  sweeps  the  good  and  fair 

away! 
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As  Autumn's  leaves  are  falling,  thy  pealing  knell  is 

heard, 
And  gloomy  Echo  frights  away  the  solitary  bird ; 
While  feeble  steps,  and  trembling  hands,  and  faces 

clothed  in  gloom, 
Bear  onward,  with  a  weary  pace,  an  old  man  to  his 

tomb. 

For  young  and  spotless  maiden,  and  for  newly  wedded 

bride, 
For  infant  and  for  mother,  and  for  boastful  manhood's 

pride, 
Thy  mournful  voice  hath  spoken  oft,  and  ever  seem'd 

to  say- 
Behold  how  Time  the  Mower  sweeps  the  good  and  fair 

away  I 
For  the  Rover— New  York,  Sept.,  1,  1844. 


NAPOLEON  AND  THE  POET  DE  LILLE. 

Napoleon's  enmity  to  a  free  press  was  limited  to 
the  discussion  of  politics.  He  encouraged,  rewarded 
and  honored  authors  whose  labors  were  bestowed  upon 
arts  and  sciences,  and  whatever  else  could  contribute 
to  the  material  good  of  society.  He  was  a  lover  of 
poetry,  but  did  nothing  for  the  lovers  of  the  muses. 
He  disliked  Voltaire ;  often  declared  that  De  Lille  was 
the  only  French  poet  worth  reading  since  the  days  of 
Racine  and  Boileau  ;  and  always  spoke  with  tender- 
ness of  the  author  of  the  poem  on  the  Immortality  of 
the  Soul.  Had  De  Lille  lived  long  enough,  Napoleon 
would  have  given  him  some  signal  mark  of  distinc- 
tion :  but  he  returned  from  a  long  exile,  and  died  be- 
fore the  hero  of  Marengo  had  time  to  pay  much  atten- 
tion to  other  than  military  merit. 

Napoleon  was  right  In  his  judgment  of  this  admira- 
ble imitator  of  Virgil,  whose  return  to  France  was 
hailed  with  transport  by  all  that  was  elegant  and  re- 
fined, after  the  revolutionary  storm  had  blown  over. 
A  proof  of  the  attention  paid  to  Lille  will  be  found  in 
the  following  anecdote. 

There  is  a  Traiteur  on  the  Boulevard  du  Temple, 
'well  known  by  the  sign  of  the  Cad  ran  Bleu.  It  was 
there  thai,  for  the  first  time,  he  received  that  applause 
which  the  literary  world  has  since  ratified  by  its  suf- 
frage in  favor  of  that  fine  episode  in  which  he  paints 
the  artist  lost  in  the  catacombs  of  Rome. 

The  recollection  of  this  early  triumph  always  re- 
vived in  the  soul  of  the  poet  the  most  pleasing  emo- 
tions, and  rendered  the  Cadran  Bleu  bo  dear  to  him,  that 
on  the  anniversary  of  his  youthful  triumph  he  ordered  a 
i  dinner,  and  invited  his  select  friends  to  join  him  in  the 
great  room,  to  which  he  accorded  so  much  local  affec- 
tion. When  he  lost  his  sight,  this  annual  recreation 
was  more  dear  to  him,  as  his  pleasures  were  more  cir- 
cumscribed. Although  he  could  not  see  kind  faces,  he 
could  listen  to  the  various  conversations,  and  enjoy 
the  bustle  of  a  large  room,  where  there  were  some  do- 
zen set 8  at  dinner. 

During  the  dark  tempest  in  which  his  country  had 
been  tossed  under  the  reign  of  the  cannibals  of  the 
Revolution,  De  Lille  retired  to  Switzerland,  and  then 
to  London,  where  one  of  his  most  painful  privations 
was  that  of  the  annual  feast  at  the  Cadran  Bleu. 
When  peace  was  for  a  moment  restored,  he  returned 
to  Paris,  and  his  first  desire  associated  with  recollec- 
tions of  times  long  past  was  to  dine  there  with  a  small 
party.  He  did  not  reflect  on  his  vast  renown,  and  the 
inconvenience  of  appearing  in  public,  where,  instead 


of  listening  unnoticed,  he  must  necessarily  be  the  ob- 
ject of  general  attention.  No  man,  perhnps,  ever  re- 
ceived from  the  contemplation  of  nature  bironger  or 
more  lively  inspiration;  no  man  ever  delighted  more 
than  De  Lille  to  look  upon  the  world,  enjoy  its  beau- 
ties, and  convert  them  into  poetical  images  ;  the  noise 
and  bustle  of  the  crowd,  the  tumult  and  din  of  large 
cities,  were  so  many  agreeable  pictures  to  his  ardent 
and  inquiring  mind.  He  suffered  in  solitude,  and  his 
friends  sought  to  fill  the  blank  that  blindness  had  form- 
ed around  him,  with  everything  that  could  amuse  or 
solace  him.  "  If  Providence  will  no  longer  permit 
me,"  said  he,  "  to  behold  the  light  of  heaven,  where  I 
found  millions  of  dithyrambics  on  the  immortality  of 
soul ;  if  1  can  no  longer  enjoy  the  aspect  of  Nature,  I 
can  at  least  listen  to  the  accents  of  friendship,  mix  in 
active  scenes  of  life,  and  hearken  to  the  voice  of  that 
people  who  love  my  lyre,  and,  for  a  moment,  thus  for- 
get my  infirmity.  Oh !  my  friends,  letuego  once  mor* 
to  the  Cadran  Bleu!" 

In  vain  his  friends  represented  the  Inconvenience 
to  him,  at  his  age,  blind  and  infirm  as  he  was,  to  be 
surrounded  by  a  crowd,  importuned,  questioned,  and 
fatigued;  but  he  would  go,  and  solicited  with  such 
earnestness  to  be  accompanied,  that  there  was  no  re- 
sisting his  entreaties.  At  length  one  of  his  most  In- 
timate friends  conceived  of  a  mode  of  satisfying  his 
wishes,  without  exposing  him  to  any  Inconvenience. 
This  friend  inhabited  a  spacious  house  in  the  Fau- 
bourg St.  Germain,  and  resolved  to  arrange  everything 
in  such  a  manner  as  -to  imitate  the  great  room  of  the 
Cadran  Bleu,  and  make  De  Lille  believe  that  he  was 
dining  in  his  favorite  house,  and  in  the  saloon  render- 
ed so  dear  to  him.  All  was  prepared  in  consequence 
of  this  kind  and  happy  conception ;  and,  to  the  great 
joy  of  the  poet,  the  day  was  fixed.  His  heart  beat 
high  as  he  heard  the  carriage  roll  over  the  pavement 
of  the  court-yard.  He  trembled  with  joy  as  he  placed 
himself  with  Madame  De  Lille  and  two  friends  in  the 
carriage,  which,  instead  of  going  to  the  Boulevard  dn 
Temple,  went  to  the  hotel  of  the  kind  friend,  where 
every  one  had  his  part  to  play,  even  the  porter  at  the 
gate,  who  cried  out  in  a  loud  voice,  in  imitation  of  the 
oyster- wo  men,  who  sit  at  the  door  of  all  the  iraiteurs 
in  Paris.  "  Will  you  tat  oysters  ?  they  are  ail  fresh  and 
good!  Will  you  have  fresh  oysters?'*  "  Yes,  yes, 
good  woman,"  answered  the  delighted  poet,  "  up  stairs 
with  them !"  Several  members  of  the  academy,  men 
of  letters  and  distinguished  artists,  were  placed  at 
small  tables,  and  making  a  noise  with  knives  and 
plates,  and  discussing  all  the  common-place  topics  of 
the  day,  in  order,  to  render  the  illusion  complete,  and 
make  the  old  bard  believe  he  was  really  in  the  great 
dining-room  of  the  Cadran  Bleu.  He  pressed  the  arm 
of  the  friend  who  conducted  him,  and  whispered, 
"  There  is  the  movement,  the  noise,  the  clatter  I  love 
so  much.  That  is  life !  time  flies  here  on  the  wings 
of  electric  fluid.  Let  us  get  a  table,  in  a  good  place 
where  I  may  hear  all  they  say.  Ho  1  waiter,  give  me 
a  chair!" 

He  had  scarcely  spoken,  when  one  of  the  best  comic 
actors  of  the  French  theatre  was  at  his  side. 

"  What  can  I  do  to  be  agreeable  to  you,  sir?" 

"  A  table,  a  chair,  a  place  for  four,  ray  good  lad,  in  a 
snug  corner;  but  so  as  I  may  hear  everything  that  is 
said  in  the  room." 

••Here,  sir,  is  a  place  vacant  that  will  suit  you  per- 
fectly." 
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"That  is  a  good  lad.    But  tell  me  your  name." 

"  Paul,  sir ;  head  waiter  of  the  '  Cadran  Bleu.'  " 

"  Good— good !  Now  Paul,  let  us  be  well  served, 
and  you  shall  not  be  forgotten.  Bring  us  the  bill  of 
fere,  and  a  bottle  of  good  saute  me,  old  and  natural ; 
no  mixed  stuff,  friend  Paul." 

"You  shall  have  the  best,  sir;  make  yourself  easy 
on  that  point." 

Oysters  were  served  while  the  first  dishes  were  pre- 
paring, in  conformity  with  the  choice  he  had  made 
from  the  list  his  friend  had  read  to  him.  During  these 
moments  of  delay,  a  dispute  arose  at  a  table  near  him : 
the  price  of  the  funds,  the  rate  of  exchange,  the  last 
•ales  of  of  colonial  produce,  the  speculations  that  had 
been  made  in  wine  and  brandy,  to  send  abroad,  in  con- 
sequence of  the  peace  of  Amiens.  The  conversation 
waa  loud  and  animated,  and  several  persons  spoke  at 
the  same  time.    De  Lille  was  attentive. 

"  I  thought  as  much* from  their  first  words,"  said 
he  in  a  low  voice ;  "  these  are  brokers  and  merchants 
who  have  come  to  dine,  and  wash  down  their  bargains 
with  the  good  wine  of  the  Cadran  Bleu.  These  fel- 
lows know  where  prime  living  is  to  be  had.  I  am 
glad  to  find  that  the  house  preserves  its  ancient  repu- 
tation." 

At  another  table  sat  three  ladies,  representing  three 
dealers  in  furniture  and  second-hand  drapery.  They 
laughed  immoderately  at  each  other's  language,  and 
made  such  a  noise,  that  the  poet  could  but  indistinctly 
catch  the  subject  of  their  mirth. 

"I  would  lay  a  wager,"  said  he,  "that  these  three 
gossips  are  the  wives  of  wood  and  charcoal  merchants, 
in  the  Isle  Souviers,  who  are  amusing  themselves 
while  their  husbands  have  gone  to  some  sale  at  a  dis- 
tant forest.  Only  think,  if  I  were  a  young  man,  how 
I  would  scrape  an  acquaintance  with  them,  and  crack 
jokes  during  the  hour  of  dinner.  How  diverting  it 
would  be!" 

When  the  service  was  removed,  the  mimic  "Paul, 
the  waiter,"  came  gently  toward  the  the  table,  and  ex- 
pressed his  hope  that  everything  was  good. 

"  Excellent,  Paul,  my  good  lad !  I  call  you  lad ; 
but  perhaps  you  have  been  a  long  time  in  the  house." 

"  A  long  time,  sir?"  said  the  actor,  giving  his  voice 
rather  a  graver  tone ;  "  long  enough  to  remember  hav- 
ing had  the  honor  to  wait  upon  M.  De  Lille." 

"  Not  so  loud,  not  so  loud,  Paul ;  if  you  are  over- 
heard by  the  company,  I  shall  be  obliged  to  retire." 

"  Retire  1"  said  Paul  with  an  air  of  surprize ;  "  why 
every  one  loves  M.  De  Lille." 

Scarcely  had  Paul  pronounced  his  name  a  second 
time,  when  an  academician,  in  a  dialect  that  announc- 
ed him  to  be  an  inhabitant  of  the  banks  of  the  Ga- 
ronne, came  forward  and  said,  "M.  De  Lille,  if  I  heard 
aright ;  the  great  wine-merchant  of  the  Rue  des  Mar- 
mousets,  at  the  sign  of  the  good  woman  without  a 
head?" 

"No,  sir,  no  ;  I  am  not  a  wine-merchant.  Am  I, 
my  dear?"  addressing  himself  to  Madame  De  Lille, 
and  smiling. 

"  Ah  1  ah  I  you  smile ;  you  think  I  don't  know  you ; 
me,  traveling  clerk  to  the  first  house  in  Bordeaux.  I 
cannot  forget  the  good  old  musty  cahor  you  tried  to  make 
me  swallow  for  the  aubrillantof  my  employers,  the  Ber- 
trand  brothers.  Now,  as  my  place  is  taken  in  the  dili- 
gence, and  I  set  off  in  two  hours,  if  M.  De  Lille  would 
favor  us  with  an  order,  I  promise  my  word  of  honor  to 
see  it  executed  myself." 


"I  thank  you  a  thousand  times,"  said  the  poet; 
"  but  I  really  have  no  occasion  for  your  services." 

"  I  am  sorry  for  it,  good  master ;  sorry  for  both  of 
us ;  your  house  would  lose  nothing  by  trying  a  sample 
of  the  brothers  Bertrand's  stock,  and  I  should  bo  proud 
to  have  gained  them  so  good  a  customer." 

"Thanks,  many  thanks,  for  your  kind  offer,  good 
sir;  but  I  have  retired  from  business,"  said  De  Lille 
squeezing  the  hand  of  his  wife  in  sign  of  delight  He 
looked  radiant,  called  for  coffee,  and  the  bill. 

The  bill  was  laid  on  the  table. 

"  How  much,  how  much,  my  dear?"  said  he,  to  Ms- 
dame  De  Lille.  "  Pay  it,  without  saying  a  word;  the 
dinner  was  so  good  I  would  not  make  an  observation ; 
besides,  Paul  knows  me." 

Madame  De  Lille  opened  the  paper,  and  read  as  fol- 
lows :— 

"  The  honor  to  receive  in  my  house  the  favorite  poet 
of  France  is  the  only  recompense  I  can  consent  to  ac- 
cept I  entreat  him  to  accept  my  dinner  as  a  homage 
paid  to  his  genius  by  the  restaurateur. 

HSNXZVKX." 

"  What  means  this?"  said  the  old  man,  rising.  UI 
cannot  accept  a  dinner  where  I  have  not  the  least  title 
to  the  generosity  of  the  master  of  the  house." 

"No  title!"  said  a  literary  friend,  who  played  the 
part  of  the  restaurateur.  "  Tou  have  a  title  not  to  be 
treated  like  an  ordinary  customer ;  and  any  man,  m 
in  whose  bosom  a  true  French  heart  beats,  would 
be  but  too  happy  to  have  such  an  opportunity  of  testi- 
fying his  admiration." 

"The  man,"  said  a  lady,  who  personified  Madame 
Henneven,  "  who  has  been  so  happy  as  to  possess, 
even  for  an  hour,  in  his  saloon,  the  author  of  such 
splendid  poems,  cannot  but  feel  that  he  is  the  poet's 
debtor."  So,  taking  the  piece  of  paper  off  the  table, 
she  retired. 

"  My  dear,"  said  Madame  de  Lille,  "you  ought  not 
to  offend  these  good  people  by  a  refusal." 

"  Well,"  said  the  poet,  "  be  it  so,  on  condition  thit 
this  kind  msn  and  his  wife  come  and  dine  at  our 
house." 

He  did  not,  however,  forget  his  promise  to  Paul. 
He  told  his  wife  to  slip  a  piece  of  six  francs  into  his 
hand ;  and,  as  he  was  afraid  of  being  further  importun- 
ed by  the  company,  he  begged  to  be  conducted  to  the 
gardens  of  the  Cafe  Turc,  near  the  hotel  of  the  Cadran 
Bleu. 

He  was  conducted  about  the  streets  in  the  environs 
of  his  friend's  house,  until  he  had  walked  about  the 
distance  that  separates  the  Turk's  Coffee-house  from 
the  Cadran  Bleu,  and  then  into  the  garden,  where  a 
new  scene  was  prepared,  presenting  the  gardens  of 
that  celebrated  point  of  reunion  for  the  inhabitants  of 
the  Marais,  who  hasten  thither,  after  dinner,  to  regale 
their  wives  and  children  with  iced  cream  and  cakes. 
Several  of  the  actors  his  friend  had  assembled  were 
ready,  waiting  to  play  their  parts,  and  make  De  LiDe 
believe  that  he  was  really  in  one  of  the  bowers  of  the 
public  garden.  He  was  led  to  a  seat,  near  which  flow- 
erpots and  boxes,  with  shrubs  and  odoriferous  plants, 
had  been  placed. 

The  poet  took  off  his  hat,  raised  his  sightless  eye- 
balls toward  Heaven,  and  seemed  to  be  returning 
thanks  to  the  Creator  for  the  pleasure  he  felt ;  then, 
heaving  a  sigh,  he  said — 

"It  is  here  that  one  can  breathe  the  fresh  air  of 
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spring,  while  inhaling  the  fragrance  of  the  plants  and 
flowers  around  his  seat.'* 

A  new  waiter  presented  himself. 

"  Do  these  gentlemen  wish  for  iced- cream  ?" 

11 1  do  not  think  they  would  be  good  for  you,"  said  his 
wife. 

"  Good !  the  most  excellent  and  agreeable  tonic  im- 
aginable !"  replied  the  poet.  "  Tell  me,  boy,  what  ices 
have  you." 

"  All  kinds  you  can  desire,  sir ;  vanilla,  pistache, 
strawberry,  citron,  and  creme  a  la  Jacques  De  Lille." 

"  How,  how !— a  la  Jaogues  De  LUle  ?"  said  'poet, 
with  emotion. 

"  It  is,  sir,  a  mixture  of  preserved  fruit  of  the  rarest 
and  richest  kind.  It  is  what  we  sell  most  of  at  present 
although  the  price  be  greater  than  that  of  other  creams. 
All  the  young  poets,  and  young  literary  gentlemen,  sir, 
like  it  above  all  things ;  they  pretend  that  it  gives  them 
more  brilliant  ideas,  and  inspires  them  with  a  more  re- 
fined tast.  If  you  would  taste  it,  sir,  you  would  find 
it  delicious." 

"  Be  it  so— be  it  so,  my  good  boy,"  said  the  poet ; 
and  turning  to  his  wife,  "  that  is  true  Parisian,  my 
dear,  the  mode,  the  mode,  and  the  mode,  like  every 
thing  they  do,  with  passion." 

A  cream  was  soon  brought  to  him,  highly  scented 
with  essence  of  pine-apple.  The  poet  declared  that  in 
his  long  life  he  had  never  tasted  anything  so  exquisite. 

Then  came  two  musicians  Jrom  the  Opera  Comique 
and  began  to  touch  their  harps. 

"  What !    Savoyards— Italians  in  the  garden ?" 

"  No  my  dear,"  said  Dadame  De  Lille,  "  they  are 
two  brothers  from  Languedoc,  who  go  about  the  streets 
and  public  places ;  they  play  so  well,  that  all  Paris  is 
delighted  with  them." 

"  Well— well,  let  us  hear  them ;  this  is  a  pleasant 
day  indeed.  Oh !  Paris,  where  else  can  so  many  de 
lightful  things  be  found,  and  for  so  little  cost  ?" 

While  one  was  preluding  a  new  air,  the  other  cried, 
with  a  loud  voice,  and  with  the  rough  pronunciation  of 
the  south  :— 

"Gentlemen  and  ladies,  we  are  going  to  have  the 
honor  to  play  before  you  the  new  song,  or  canticle  of 
'  St.  Jacques.'  It  is  not,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  either 
Jacques  the  hermit,  nor  Jacques  of  Compostelia,  nor 
Jacques  the  major,  nor  Jacques  the  minor;  but  Jac- 
ques De  Lille,  the  Homer,  the  Virgil  of  French  poesy." 

The  harps  struck  up  an  air  that  had  been  composed 
by  Gretry,  the  poetry  being  by  one  of  the  company,  in 
which  the  condensed  history  of  the  poet's  life  was 
sketched,  from  his  birth  at  Limarque,  to  his  last  ar- 
rival at  Paris.  With  such  voices,  and  such  brilliant 
execution,  it  may  readily  be  conceived,  the  poet  was 
enchanted.  But  he  now  began  to  suspect  that  Ma- 
dame De  Lille  had  arranged  this  music,  and  employed 
the  musicians  on  purpose.  He  pressed  her  arm.  "Let 
us  go,  my  dear,"  said  he,  with  emotion.  "  I  cannot 
consent  to  be  thus  exhibited  in  public,  like  a  wild  beast. 
I  thought  myself  with  a  select  party  of  friends;  in  a 
few  minutes  I  shall  have  all  the  people  in  the  gardens 
about  me.    Let  us  depart." 

"  So  you  are  in  the  midst  of  a  select  party  of  friends, 
my  dear  De  Lille,"  said  the  master  of  the  house ;  "  and 
none  but  intimate  friends,  and  admirers  are  in  your 
presence — all  happy  and  honored  in  a  common  effort 
to  please  and  amuse  your." 

"  Then  we  have  not  dined  at  the  Cadran  Bleu  7" 
said  the  poet,  astonished. 


"  You  have  dined  in  the  house  of  your  old  friend, 
and  those  who  have  represented  the  habitues  of  the 
Cadran  Bleu  and  the  Jardln  Turc  are  here  present  to 
answer  for  them." 

"  It  is  not  possible— it  is  not  possible  !  Another 
farce !  but  this  I  cannot  swallow." 

Here  M.  de  B ,  of  the  academy,  taking  the 

poet  by  the  hand,  said  in  the  same  provincial  dialect, 
u  What !  will  you  not  allow  that  I  played  the  part  of 
the  traveling  clerk  who  offered  to  the  wine-merchant 
of  the  Rue  des  Marmausets  the  services  of  the  house 
of  Bertrand  brothers  1" 

"And  I,"  said  F ,  of  the  French  theatre,  "am 

your  most  humble  servant  Paul,  to  whom  you  gave 
six  francs." 

"  And  we,"  said  other  voices,  "  are  the  brokers  and 
merchants  who  talked  of  the  rise  in  stocks  this  morn- 
ing." 

"  And  we,"  said  three  ladies,  "are  the  gossips  who* 
amuse  themselves  when  their  husbands  are  absent." 

When  every  one  had  claimed  his  or  her  share  in  this 
entertainment,  and  the  lord  and  lady  of  the  mansion 
renewed  their  expressions  of  satisfaction  in  the  name 
of  M.  et  Madame  Henneven  of  the  Cadran  Bleu,  the 
poet  took  out  his  handkerchief,  wiped  his  forehead, 
and  when  his  emotion  permitted  him  to  express  his 
gratitude  without  a  faltering  voice,  he  exclaimed.  "  O 
France !  in  thy  gay  and  happy  society  alone  could  such 
amiable  deception  be  so  admirably  employed  to  amuse 
and  solace  an  old  man.  O,  my  kind  and  affectionate 
friends !  may  you  feel  for  your  recompense  the  half  of 
that  delight  which  this  moment  communicates  itself 
to  my  heart.  When  my  dust  shall  be  mingled  with 
that  of  my  fathers,  each  of  you  may  say,  "  I,  too,  con- 
tributed to  shed  a  moment  of  light  on  the  path  of  the 
blind  poet ;  it  was  with  me  and  my  friends  that  he 
passed  the  happiest  day  of  his  life." 

It  was  thus  that  literature  and  talents  were  honored 
in  France  when  admiration  of  either  was  no  longei 
held  to  be  a  crime  against  the  state. 

Before  De  Lille  emigrated  he  was  very  near  being 
immolated  by  the  disgust  that  the  atrociously  senti- 
mental Saint  Just  felt  for  men  of  letters;  but  he  was 
saved  by  a  person  he  had  never  seen. 

Two  members  of  the  section  of  the  Pantheon  were 
charged  to  make  domiciliary  visits  and  arrest  those 
whom  they  might  deem  suspicious  of  entertaining  aris- 
tocratical  opinions.  The  College  of  France  was  de- 
nounced en  masse.  Before  making  his  visit,  the  elder 
of  the  two  members,  a  working  mason,  called  upon  an 
ancient  secretary  of  the  section  and  asked  him  what 
he  thought  of  a  citizen  De  Lille  who  made  no  better 
use  of  hie  time  than  writing  verses. 

"  I  know  who  he  is,"  replied  the  secretary. 

"  An  aristocrat,  no  doubt,"    "  No,  a  poet." 

"  Well,  it  is  pretty  much  the  same." 

"  He  may  be  an  aristocrat  among  poets ;  but  no- 
where else.  He  regrets,  probably,  the  loss  of  his 
revenue,  but  he  has  not  courage  enough  to  complain  \ 
he  is  the  most  timid  creature  I  have  ever  seen.  The 
other  day,  in  the  narrow  passage  of  Cloitre  St.  Benoit,. 
a  poor  man  asked  him  for  a  charity,  De  Lille  felt  all 
his  pockets,  and  found  there  half-a-crown,  all  the 
money  he  possessed,  and  trembling  like  a  leaf,  he  gave 
it  to  the  beggar,  whom  he  mistook  for  an  assassin." 

"  If  he  trembled,  he  is  guilty." 

"No;  his  imagination  is  disordered;  he  does  no- 
thing to  trouble  the  government.   To  arrest  him  would 
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be  an  act  of  injustice  without  utility  ;  to  destroy  him, 
a  loss  for  the  Republic — for  who  will  sing  the  praises 
of  our  armies,  if  we  kill  all  the  poets?" 

"  Right,  citizen ;  let  him  be  kept  to  sing  our  victories 
over  tyrants." 

De  Lille  was  soon  afterward  arrested  and  brought 
before  the  committee  of  the  section.  The  mason  took 
his  part  and  saved  him.  He  even  obtained  for  him  a 
passport,  on  his  promise  to  join  the  army  and  sing  the 
exploits  of  the  soldiers.  De  Lille  so  far  kept  his  word, 
that,  being  in  the  neighborhood  of  Hunningen  when 
it  was  bombarded,  he  ventured  to  the  borders  of  the 
Rhine  to  witness  the  effect  of  the  artillery,  which  he 
describes  in  his  poem  on  Imagination.  Timid  as  he 
was,  his  virtue  triumphed  over  his  weakness  during 
the  fatal  year  of  1793.  Two  days  before  the  festival 
that  had  been  voted  in  honor  of  the  Supreme  Being, 
Robespierre,  dissatisfied  with  the  hymns  that  had  been 
sent  to  the  Committee  of  Public  Safety  for  the  occa- 
sion, and  anxious  to  add  to  the  celebrity  of  the  cere- 
mony a  name  well  known  to  literature,  ordered  De 
Lille  to  prepare  his  lyre.  The  poet  refused.  He  was 
menaced  with  a  walk  to  the  guillotine.  "  It  will  spare 
me  the  trouble  of  walking  home,"  replied  the  poet.  The 
committee  laughed  at  the  singularity  of  the  remark, 
and  forgot  him  for  the  moment.— Frazer'a  Magazine. 

SONNET.— To  Melissa, 

Mild  as  the  zephyr  o'er  the  troubled  waters, 

Steals  thy  sweet  voice  upon  my  striken  breast; 
Enchanted  by  its  tone,  my  spirit  loiters, 

And  fain  would  lay  all  earthly  cares  to  rest, 
Like  the  tired  pilgrim  when  his  journey's  over, 

Prostrate  at  last  before  his  long  sought  shrine, 
1  bow  before  thy  feet— a  wayward  rover— 

And  offer  up  this  wounded  heart  of  mine. 
Such  strains  as  thine  methinks  in  Eden  sounded, 

Ere  serpent-sin  our  mother  Eve  had  stung; 
Such  fairy  forme  in  Paradise  abounded, 

While  new  creations,  angels,  all  were  young : 
And  yet  there  is  somewhat  of  earth  about  thee— 
Alas !  how  could  we  mortals  do  without  thee  1     d. 

For  the  Rover— New  York,  Aug.,  1844. 


The  Bible  Friendly  to  Civil  Liberty. 

Every  considerate  friend  of  civil  liberty,  in  order  to 
toe  consistent  with  himself,  must  be  the  friend  of  the 
Bible.  I  have  yet  to  learn,  that  tyrants  have  ever  ef- 
fectually conquered  and  subjugated  a  people,  whose 
liberties  and  public  virtues  were  founded  upon  the 
word  of  God.  The  American  people,  I  am  confident, 
owe  much  in  this  respect  to  the  influence  of  this  great 
charter  of  human  freedom.  I  need  scarcely  solicit  the 
favorable  regard  of  my  audience,  therefore,  when  I  say 
to  them,  that  the  topic  of  the  present  lecture  is  the  in- 
fluence which  the  Holy  Scriptures  have  exerted,  and 
are  adapted  to  exert  upon  civil  liberty. 

Civil  liberty  is  not  freedom  from  restraint.  Men 
may  be  wisely  and  benevolently  checked  and  controled, 
and  yet  be  free.  No  man  has  a  right  to  act  as  he 
thinks  fit,  irrespective  of  the  wishes  and  interests  of 
others.  This  were,  exemption  from  the  restraints  of 
all  law,  and  from  all  the  wholesome  influence  of  social 
institutions.  Heaven  itself  were  not  free,  if  this  were 
freedom.  No  created  being  holds  any  such  liberty  as 
ihis,  by  a  divine  warrant.    The  spirit  of  subordination, 


so  far  from  being  inconsistent  with  liberty,  is  insepa- 
rable from  it.  It  is  essential  to  liberty  that  men  should 
be  subjected  to  the  restraints  of  law;  and  where  this 
restraint  is  limited  by  a  wise  regard  to  the  best  inter- 
ests of  the  state,  there  men  are  free.  Every  restraint 
of  natural  liberty  that  is  arbitrary  and  needless;  that  is 
imposed  on  one  class  of  society,  merely  for  the  sake  of 
aggrandizing,  and  augmenting  the  influence  of  another; 
every  restraint  that  is  not  called  for,  for  the  purpose  of 
securing  to  men  of  every  rank  and  condition  their  just 
rights,  and  of  diffusing  the  spirit  of  industry,  virtus 
and  peace,  is  in  its  own  nature  tyranny  and  oppres- 
sion. The  highest  degree  of  civil  liberty  is  enjoyed 
where  natural  liberty  is  so  far  only  abridged  and  re- 
strained, as  is  necessary  and  expedient  for  the  safety 
and  interest  of  the  society  or  state.  A  com m unity  mty 
be  free,  for  example,  without  extending  to  persons  of 
all  ages  and  both  sexes  the  right  of  suffrage ;  without 
making  all  eligible  to  office;  without  abolishing  the 
distinction  of  rank ;  without  annbilating  the  correlative 
and  reciprocal  right  and  duties  of  master  and  setvant; 
without  destroying  filial  subordination  and  parental 
claims;  without  abolishing  the  punishment  of  crime; 
without  adjuring  the  restraints  of  sanative  and  mari- 
time law ;  and  without  giving  up  the  right  of  those 
compulsory  services  of  its  subjects  which  the  common 
weal  demands.  The  civil  liberty  of  men  "  depends  not 
so  much  on  the  removal  of  all  restraints  from  them,  as 
in  the  due  restraint  of  the  natural  liberty  of  other*." 
There  are  a  few  leading  principles  on  which  all  free 
governments  must  forever  rest.  They  are  such  as  the 
following : — That  government  is  instituted  for  the  good 
of  the  people— that  it  is  the  right  and  duty  of  the  peo- 
ple to  become  acquainted  with  their  public  interests— 
that  all  laws  constitutionally  enacted,  should  be  faith- 
fully and  conscientiously  obeyed— that  the  people,  by 
their  representatives,  should  have  a  voice  in  the  enac- 
tion of  these  laws — that  mild  and  moderate  laws  should 
be  invested  with  energy— that  the  life,  liberty,  and  pro- 
perty of  no  man  shall  be  infringed  upon,  except  by 
process  of  law — that  every  man  who  respects  and 
obeys  the  laws  has  a  right  to  protection  and  support— 
and  that  all  that  is  valuable  in  civil  institutions  rests 
on  the  intelligence  and  virtue  of  the  people.  Such,  as 
far  aa  I  am  acquainted  with  them,  are  the  great  prin- 
ciples of  civil  liberty  and  a  free  government,  let  the 
form  of  that  government  be  what  it  may.  It  may  be 
monarchial,  or  republican ;  it  constitution  may  be  writ- 
ten, or  unwritten,  but  wherever  the  duties  of  magis- 
trates and  subjecs  are  prescribed  and  defined,  and  their 
rights  protected  by  the  preceding  principles,  a  people 
may  be  said  to  be  free. 

There  never  has  been  any  such  thing  as  true  free- 
dom among  those  who  were  ignorant  of  the  word  of 
God.  The  great  mass  of  men  from  the  more  early 
ages  of  the  world  to  the  present  time  have  been  con- 
trolled by  mere  arbitrary  power.  They  have  known 
very  little  of  exemption  from  the  arbitrary  will  of  others. 
In  many  countries,  this  exemption  has  indeed  been 
secured  by  established  laws,  and  has  had  the  sem- 
blance of  salutary  restraint;  while  the  laws  themselves 
have  been  lawless  and  arbitrary  ;  at  one  time  extrava- 
gantly severe,  and  at  another  extravagantly  indulgent, 
and  the  mere  expression  of  individual  fickleness  and 
authority. 

The  Bible  is  the  great  protector  and  guardian  of  the 
liberties  of  men.  It  is  the  true  basis,  and  the  only  basis 
of  the  temple  of  freedom.    It  is  the  necessary  result 
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of  an  acquaintance  with  the  word  of  God  that  a  people 
should  be  restive  under  a  tyrant's  yoke,  and  sooner  or 
larer  break  from  their  chains.  It  is  a  maxim  in  the 
Romish  Church,  that  "  ignorance  is  the  mother  of  de- 
votion ;"  but  the  true  origin  of  this  aphorism  is,  that 
Ignorance  rivets  the  chains  of  civil  as  well  as  ecclesias- 
tical power.  It  were  impossible  for  a  people  to  be  ig- 
norant of  their  own  rights,  or  the  responsibilities  of 
their  rulers,  who  are  deeply  and  honestly  imbibed  with 
the  principles  of  the  Bible.  Where  the  Bible  forms 
public  opinion  a  nation  must  be  free.  Who  does  not 
see  that  such  a  tyrant  as  Nero,  or  Caligula;  or  such  a 
wretch  as  Henry  VIII.,  of  England,  or  Charles  IX.,  of 
Prance,  or  Julius  II.,  or  Alexander  IV.,  would  not  be 
tolerated  ir.  Protestant  Christendom  for  an  hour?  The 
reason  is,  men  read  and  understand  the  Bible.  Moral 
and  rdUious  knowledge  is  everywhere  circulated,  and 
men  can  no  more  submit  to  chains  in  a  Christian  land, 
than  they  can  be  suffocated,  while  they  live  and  breathe 
a  vital  atmosphere.— Dr.  Spring. 


A  Heroine  Indeed. 

Herb  is  a  story  of  one  of  the  American  women  of 
the  Revolution  that  is  worth  telling.  Her  name  should 
be  placed  on  the  page  of  history  by  the  side  of  the 
Maid  of  Saragoza. 

Colonel  John  McDonald,  of  Ross  county,  Ohio,  at 
a  recent  public  dinner,  related  the  following  touching 
incident : 

In  1778,  Wheeling  was  besieged  by  a  large  army  of 
British  and  Indians.  So  suddenly  was  the  attack 
made  that  no  time  was  afforded  for  preparation.  The 
fort,  at  the  time  of  the  assauft,  was  commanded  by 
Colonel  Silas  Zane  ;  and  Colonel  Ebenezer  Zane,  the 
senior  officer,  was  in  a  block-house  some  50  or  100 
yards  outside  the  wall.  The  enemy  made  several  des- 
perate assaults  to  break  into  the  fort,  but  on  every  on* 
set  they  were  driven  back.  The  ammunition  for  the 
defence  of  the  fort  was  deposited  in  the  block- house, 
and  the  attack  was  made  so  suddenly  and  unexpected- 
ly that  there  was  no  time  to  remove  it.  On  the  after- 
noon of  the  second  day  of  the  siege  the  powder  in  the 
fort  was  nearly  exhaust  d,  and  no  alternative  remain- 
ed but  that  some  one  must  pass  through  the  enemy's 
fire  to  the  block  house  for  powder.  When  Silas  Zane 
made  the  proposition  to  the  men  to  see  if  any  one 
would  take  (he  hazardous  enterprize,  at  first  all  were 
silent.  After  looking  at  each  other  for  some  time,  a 
youth  Htepped  forward  and  said  he  would  run  the 
chance.  Immediately  half  a  dozen  offered  their  servi- 
ces in  the  dangerous  enterprize. 

While  they  were  disputing  about  who  should  go, 
Elizabeth,  the  sister  of  the  Zanes,  came  forward  and 
declared  she  would  go  for  the  powder.  Her  brother 
thought  she  would  flinch  from  the  enterprize,  but  he 
was  mistaken.  She  had  the  Intrepidity  to  dare,  and 
the  fortitude  to  bear  her  up  in  the  heroic  risk  of  her 
life.  Her  brother  then  tried  to  dissuade  her  from  the 
attempt,  by  saying  a  man  would  be  more  fleet,  and 
consequently  would  run  less  risk  of  losing  his  life. 
She  replied  that  they  had  not  a  man  to  spare  from  the 
defence  of  the  fort,  and  if  she  should  fall  she  would 
scarcely  be  missed.  She  then  divested  herself  of  such 
of  her  clothing  as  would  impede  her  speed,  and  ran 
till  she  arrived  at  the  door  of  the  block-house,  where 
her  brother  Col.  Zane,  hastened  to  receive  his  intrepid 
sister.    The  Indians,  when  they  saw  her  bound  forth* 


did  not  fire  a  gun,  but  called  aloud  "  Squaw,  squaw, 
squaw."  When  she  told  her  brother  the  errand  on 
which  she  came,  he  took  a  table-cloth  and  poured  Into 
it  a  keg  of  powder.  She  then  sallied  back  to  the  fort 
with  all  the  buoyancy  of  hope.  The  moment  she  was 
outside  of  the  block-house  the  whole  enemy  poured  a 
leaden  storm  at  her,  but  the  balls  went  whistling  by 
without  doing  her  any  injury. 

An  Amusing  Financial  Ezpboubnt.— The  toll  gate 
on  the  National  Road,  about  two  miles  west  of  our 
city,  says  the  Wheeling  Gazette,  was  recently  abolish- 
ed, and  the  tenement  at  the  gate  evacuated  by  the  old 
collector.  A  day  or  two  afterward,  an  eccentric  ge- 
nius, distinguished  in  the  neighborhood  for  his  ro- 
guishness  and  apparent  simplicity,  though  generally 
esteemed  to  be  "  more  knave  than  fool,"  established 
himself  in  the  vacated  premises,  with  pen  and  ink 
and  a  pocket  full  of  roc/a,  and  entered  upon  his  self- 
imposed  duties  of  toll  collector,  with  true  official  gra- 
vity and  decorum.  As  it  was  not  generally  known 
that  the  gate  had  been  abolished  by  the  proper  authori- 
ties, he  met  with  no  opposition  from  any  one  but  some 
few  persons  in  the  immediate  neighborhood  of  the 
gate,  who  had  been  apprized  of  the  fact,  and  those  he 
soon  brought  to  terms  by  closing  the  gate  and  threat- 
ening them  with  the  formidable  missiles  which  he  had 
provided  for  the  purpose.'  The  fellow  was  doing  a 
flourishing  business— no  rent  to  pay  and  all  his  receipts 
clear  profit,  when  some  gentlemen  from  Bridgeport, 
who  had  been  Informed  of  his  proceedings,  repaired  to 
the  scene  of  his  financiering  operations,  and  forcibly 
ejected  him  from  the  premises. 

The  Berkshire  Jubilee. 
There  was  one  of  the  most  interesting  social  gather- 
ings in  old  Berkshire  county,  Massachusetts,  week  be- 
fore last  that  has  ever  occurred  in  this  country.  That 
county  has  produced  an  unusually  large  number  of 
distinguished  men,  who  are  settled  in  different  parts 
of  the  country,  many  of  them  in  this  state,  who  were 
called  home  to  this  jubilee  to  have  a  social  sit  down 
together.  The  gathering  lasted  two  or  three  days, 
during  which  time  they  had  orations,  poems,  speeches, 
dinners,  toasts,  &c.  in  the  highest  style  of  excellence, 
which  were  listened  to  and  enjoyed  by  many  thou- 
sands of  people.  From  the  proceedings  we  copy  the 
following  poem  recited  on  the  occasion  by  Dr.  Oliver 
Wendell  Holmes,  the  best  numerous  poet  in  the  coun- 
try. 

Come  back  to  your  mother,  ye  children,  for  shame, 
Who  have  wandered  like  truants,  for  riches  or  fame  I 
With  a  smile  on  her  face  and  a  sprig  on  her  cap, 
She  calls  you  to  feast  from  her  bountiful  lap. 

Come  out  from  your  alleys,  your  courts  and  your 

lanes, 
And  breathe,  like  young  eagles,  the  air  of  the  plains; 
Take  a  whiff  from  our  fields,  and  your  excellent  wives 
Will  declare  it's  all  nonsense  insuring  your  lives. 

Come  you  of  the  Law,  who  can  talk  if  you  please, 
Till  the  man  in  the  moon  will  allow  it's  a  cheese, 
And  leave  "  the  old  lady  that  never  tells  lies," 
To  sleep  with  her  handkerchief  over  her  eyes. 

Ye  Healers  of  men,  for  a  moment  decline 
Your  feats  in  the  rhubarb  and  ipecac  line; 
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While  yon  shot  up  your  turnpike,  your  neighbors  can 

go 
The  old  roundabout  road  to  the  regions  below. 

You  Clerk,  on  whose  ears  are  a  couple  of  pens, 
And  whose  head  is  an  ant-hill  of  units  and  tens ; 
Though  Plato  denies  you,  we  welcome  you  still 
As  a  featherle8s  biped,  in  spite  of  your  quill. 

Poor  drudge  of  the  City !  how  happy  he  feels 

With  the  burrs  on  his  legs,  and  the  grass  at  his  heels ; 

No  dodger  behind  his  bandannas  to  share, 

No  constable  grumbling,  "You  mustn't  walk  there!" 

In  yonder  green  meadow,  to  Memory  dear, 

He  slaps  a  musketoe  and  brushes  a  tear; 

The  dew-drops  hang  round  him,  on  blossoms  and 

shoots, 
He  breathes  but  one  sigh  for  bis  youth  and  his  boots. 

There  stands  the  old  school-house,  hard  by  the  old 

church ; 
That  tree  at  its  side  had  the  flavor  of  birch, 
Oh  sweet  were  the  days  of  his  juvenile  tricks, 
Though  the  prairie  of  life  had  so  many  "big  licks." 

By  the  side  of  yon  river  he  weeps  and  he  slumps, 
The  boots  rilled  with  water,  as  if  they  were  pumps ; 
Till  sated  with  rapture,  he  steals  to  his  bed 
With  a  glow  in  his  heart  and  a  cold  in  his  head, 

'Til  past— he  is  dreaming— I  see  him  again ; 
His  ledger  returns  as  by  legerdemain ; 
His  neckcloth  is  damp,  with  an  easterly  flaw, 
And  be  holds  in  his  fingers  an  omnibus  straw. 

He  dreams  the  shrill  gust  is  a  blossomy  gale, 
That  the  straw  is  a  rose  from  his  dear  native  vale; 
And  murmurs,  unconscious  of  space  and  of  time, 
"  A.  1.  Extra-super— ah,  isn't  it  peimk  !" 

Oh  what  are  the  prizes  we  perish  to  win, 

To  the  first  little  "shiner"  we  caught  with  a  pin ! 

No  soil  upon  earth  is  so  dear  to  our  eyes 

As  the  soil  we  first  stirr'd  in  terrestrial  pies ! 

Then  come  from  all  parties,  and  parts,  to  our  feast, 
Though  not  at  the  "  Astor,"  we'll  give  you  at  least 
A  bite  of  an  apple,  a  seat  on  the  grass, 
And  the  best  of  old— water,  at  nothing  a  glass. 
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Close  of  the  Volume. 

The  present  mumber  closes  the  third  volume  of  the 
Rover.  The  first  number  of  the  fourth  volume  will  be 
issued  at  the  usual  time  next  week.  The  work  has 
now  lived  to  an  age  to  give  it  in  some  degree  a  charac- 
ter to  speak  for  itself,  and  to  warrant  confidence  in  its 
stability.  We  prefer  not  to  sound  our  own  praises,  but 
to  let  our  works,  if  they  will,  praise  us.  We  have 
labored  hard  to  make  a  magazine  for  the  great  reading 
mass  of  the  community,  that  should  be  the  best  that 
could  possibly  be  offered  for  the  price,  combining 
amusement  with  instruction,  disseminating  a  taste  for 
the  arts,  and  encouraging  a  wholesome  and  elevated 
literature. 

How  far  we  have  been  successful  in  the  attainment 
of  these  objects  does  not  become  us  to  say.  That  the 
Rover  has  been  sustained  by  the  public  through  its 


infancy  and  up  to  the  present  time,  although  left  to 
make  its  own  way  in  the  world  without  any  extrana 
ous  aid  or  influence,  is  a  recommendation  of  its  charac- 
ter and  an  evidence  of  public  sentiment  In  its  frvor, 
which  make  us  both  gratified  and  grateful.  Without 
any  material  change  in  the  plan  of  the  work  we  shall 
enter  upon  the  fourth  volume  with  a  steady  purpose  te 
sustain  its  interest  and  usefulness,  and  to  embrace 
every  opportunity  to  increase  the  value  of  the  work. 

The  Rover. 
Foueth  Volume,  commencing  on  the  21st  of  Septem- 
ber 1844.  A  Weekly  Magazine  of  Tales,  Poetry, 
Legends,  Wit,  Romance  and  Art,  edited  by  Skba 
Smith,  and  published  by  S.  B.  Dbajc  A,  Co.,  at  123 
Fulton  street,  New  York. 

Without  intending  or  wishing  to  disparage  other 
works,  the  publishers  plead  guilty  to  the  charge  of  at- 
tempting to  make  the  Rover  the  best,  and  cheapest  for 
the  price,  among  the  various  periodicals  of  the  country. 
Each  weekly  number  contains  sixteen  large  pages  of 
beautifully  printed  choice  literary  matter,  with  a  beau- 
tiful steel  engraving,  and  is  done  up  in  a  highly  em- 
bellished illuminated  cover;  making  two  volumes  a 
year,  comprising  832  pages  and  52  steel  plates. 

Tibms,  Single  copies  three  dollars  a  year,  two 
copies  for-  five  dollars,  and  five  copies  for* ten  dollara. 
Post  Masters  are  authorized  by  law  to  forward  sub- 
scription money  to  publishers  free  of  postsge. 

Publishers  of  papers  who  will  give  this  notice  a  few 
in  sertlons  In  their  columns,  and  occasionally  call  atten- 
tion to  the  work  editorially,  will  be  entitled  to  an  ex- 
change through  the  volume. 

Back  Numbees.— A  few  complete  sets  of  the  Rover 
from  the  commencement  of  the  work  can  still  be  ob- 
tained of  the  publishers,  in  single  numbers  or  bound 
volumes.  Single  copies  of  any  number  will  also  be 
supplied  to  make  up  volumes.  As  some  of  the  num- 
bers in  the  current  volume  are  nearly  exhausted,  those 
who  are  desirous  of  having  complete  sets  will  have  to 
make  an  early  application. 

We  learn  that  Mrs.  Anna  Cora  Mo  watt  has  just  com* 
pleted  a  novel  entitled  "  Evelyn,  or  a;  Heart  Unmask- 
ked :  It  is  to  be  brought  out  under  the  auspices  of  a 
London  publisher,  and  will  be  republished  in  this  coun- 
try from  the  proof  sheets.  Mrs.  M.  is  the  author  of 
the  popular  sketches  that  appeared  under  the  nom- 
de-plume  of  Helen  Berkley,  some  of  which  have  been 
translated  and  published  in  Germany  with  high  eulo- 
giums. 

Lake  Supebiob  is  four  hundred  and  ninety  miles  in 
ength,  and  seven  hundred  in  circumference,  being  the 
largest  body  of  fresh  water  known.  It  contains  many 
islands,  one  of  them,  the  Isle  Royale,  is  one  hundred 
miles  in  length,  and  forty  in  breadth.  Upwards  of 
thirty  rivers  empty  themselves  into  the  lake.  The 
country,  however,  about  the  whole  region  is  said  to  be 
poor  and  not  very  inviting  to  the  emigrant  The  emi- 
gration and  improvements  now  in  progress  on  the  bor- 
ders of  the  great  inland  sea,  will  at  all  events  lead  to 
the  establishment  of  a  few  towns  and  villages  on  its 
borders.  The  land  is  not  so  good,  it  is  true,  as  that  on 
the  other  lakes,  but  it  can  be  had  cheap,  and  made  to 
yield  fair  crops.— Sun.  * 
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